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THE THREE MUSKETEERS 


The Three Musketeers h the first of a series of three novels, covering the 
period from 1626 to 1671, from the first appearance of D’Artagnan to his death; 
the other two, should the reader be interested in following the subsequent 
fortunes of Athos,_ Porthos, Aramis, and D’Artagnan, are called Twenty Years 
After^ and The Vicomte De Bragelonne, In these three books Dumas, whose 
ambition it was to portray the entire history of France by means of his novels, 
dealt with the period of Louis XIII and Louis XIV. In these three books, too, 
he created characters which, in the entire gallery of the portraits, historical and 
fictitious, that he has bestowed upon literature, are certainly the best beloved. 
Appearing in 1846, the same year in which The Count of Monte Cristo was 
published. The Three Musketeers has long disputed with Monte Cristo first 
place among Dumas’ ever-popular novels. There is about Monte Cristo an air of 
dark mystery, awesome vengeance, and marvelous happenings which The Three 
Musketeers does not have. Instead, however, it possesses an element of joyous 
gallantry, in the character of D’Artagnan, which is absent from Monte Cristo. 
In Monte Cristo the interest of the reader is swept along in an intense and 
constantly heightened suspense; in The Three Musketeers the Gascon and his 
friend are even more interesting in their association than in their adventures. 

Like all the novels of Dumas, The Three Musketeers seems to rush along 
with an energy and vitality entirely typical of him. His vitality was prodigious, 
and his expenditure of it was prodigal. Though he made a great deal of ih'Oney 
with his plays and books, Dumas spent it at fast as he made it, with the willing 
assistance of his Bohemian friends, tie died poor, at the home of Dumas fils, 
his illegitimate son, a dramatist whom Dumas fbre spoke of as “my master- 
piece.” Dumas was the son of one of Napoleon’s generals; a provincial like 
D’Artagnan, and poor like him, he came to Paris in 1824 to take an obscure 
position in the household of the Duke of Orleans, and to become famous within 
a few years for his plays. In 1830 Dumas took active part in the events leading 
up to the revolution which placed the Duke of Orleans on the throne as Louis 
Philippe, King of the French. His sentiments, however, are said to have been 
too republican for his patron, and he left the Duke’s service, henceforth to devote 
himself principally to literature. He was to live through many political changes, 
only to die in 1870, just before France became a republic for the third time. 
Whatever his political sentiments, however, they are not apparent in his novels. 
To him the history of France was something to weave stories about, not to interpret 
in terms of his own political ideas. He wrote, with the assistance of his col- 
laborators, who are supposed to have furnished only the groundwork for some 
of the novels, over twelve hundred volumes. Some of these are better than 
others, but all bear the unmistakable stamp of “one of the greatest masters of 
the art of narrative in all literature.” 

The form of literature which Dumas made completely his own was the romantic 
novel. Fie showed genius in weaving together the incidents of history and of his 
own fertile invention into stories which capture the imagination of the reader. 
“It is not character,” said Stevenson, one of his greatest admirers, “but incident 
that WOOS us out of our reserve. Something happens as we desire to have it happen 
to ourselves; some situation, that we have long dallied with in fancy, is realized 



HI cue siory with enticing’ and appropriate details. Then we forget the characters; 
then we push the hero aside; then we person 

and bathe in fresh experience; and then, and then only, do we say that we have 
been reading a romance.” In The Three Musketeers the plot is handled with 
great skill. There are really three stories; D’Artagnan’s winning his way 
into the company of the musketeers ; the rescue of the Queen’s necklace ; and the 
thwarting of Milady. But so cleverly does Dumas weave them together that the 
plot seems a single one. The action might be compared to that of a three-act 
play, each act rising to its own climax, each climax reaching a higher intensity 
than the one which preceded it. In reading the story, however, this episodic 
construction is not apparent; the narrative seems to ascend continuously in 
excitement and suspense and to reach a climax in that final scene which, even in 
Dumas, has never been surpassed — the scene of Milady’s punishment. 

But though the primary emphasis is upon plot, it is the character of D’Artagnan 
which gives this novel its refreshing charm. Into this hero Dumas must have 
put a good deal of his own generous and spontaneous character. Brave, rash, 
ready alike for a love affair or an affair of honor, D’Artagnan is a great deal more 
than a typical romantic hero; he is a. personality unique in literature. Just how 
Dumas individualizes him it would be very difficult to say; but from his first 
appearance, mounted on his comical steed and carrying a sword far from comic, 
D’Artagnan appeals not only to the reader’s curiosity but also to his affection. 
There is something of Don Quixote about him, a Don Quixote who is young 
and who has no need to tilt at windmills. For all his success, for all his vanity, 
D’Artagnan never sinks to the level of Porthos ; he remains, even though his 
morals are questionable, affectionate, spontaneous, what the French call hon enfant. 
Though rash, he is sagacious; Athos respects him. Though Milady has tried 
to kill him, he fears her but does not thirst for vengeance until the provocation 
is extreme — and even then, when her well-merited punishment is at hand, it is 
D’Artagnan who relents ; his heart fails him ; he has loved her. It is for the 
Byronic Athos to be implacable, to brood upon his wrongs and his tragedies. As 
for D’Artagnan, he never broods; unless he acts upon it at once he is apt to 
forget his resentment. Even in his conduct in matters of love there is nothing 
really villainous or premeditated; he acts as his youth and the moment prompt 
him ; and he is so naive as to confess his treachery to Milady, the victim of it, 
sure that she will forgive him. 

To Dumas, however, and to his heroes the love of women, though necessary, 
has none of the nobility which belongs to friendship, the love of man for man. 
In The Three Musketeers this friendship is the principal theme. Dearer 
to D’Artagnan than his beloved, whom he regrets but does not pine for, is Athos ; 
to Athos and Porthos and Aramis he owes loyalty, fidelity, and all his worldly 
goods, _ Love is recreation ; but friendship is life and death. This ideal antedates 
the chivalric ideal of loyalty to one’s lady-love; it goes back to the metrical 
romances of the Middle Ages, to the Chanson de Roland. It is the love of Jonathan 
for David. “All for one and one for all!” is a cry which appeals to one of 
the highest ideals that humanity has ever set up for itself. And so, though 
D’Artagnan is the most conspicuous character in this novel, and we love him 
best, the real hero is not one man but four. These four have in common their 
courage, their loyalty to their liege lord, to their king, and to one another. 
In making the central theme of his novel one which embodies the great romantic 
emotion of feudal times, Dumas has added great power to a novel already strong 
in plot and in characters. In the imagination of the reader the three musketeers 
ride together down the corridors of time. Athos ! Porthos ! Aramis ! D’Artagnan ! 
At these names the heart beats faster. 

Reading, Pennsylvania. 1938 


Leonard Davidow 
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THE THREE MUSKETEERS 





THE THREE PRESENTS OF M. d’aRTAGNAN THE ELDER. 

On the first Monday of the month of April, 1625, the bourg, of 
Meung, in which the author of the “Romance of the Rose” was born, 
appeared to be in as perfect a state of revolution as if the Huguenots had 
just made a second Rochelle of it. Many citizens, seeing the women fly- 
ing toward the High Street, leaving their children crying at the open 
doors, hastened to don the cuirass, and, supporting their somewhat un- 
certain courage with a musket or a partizan, directed their steps toward 
the hostelry of the Franc-Meunier, before which was gathered, increas- 
ing every minute, a compact group, vociferous and full of curiosity. 

In those times panics were common, and few days passed without 
some city or other enregistering in its archives an event of this kind. 
There were nobles who made war against each other; there was the 
king, who made war against the cardinal; there was Spain, which made 
war against the king. Then, in addition to these, concealed or public, 
secret or patent wars, there were, moreover, robbers, mendicants, Hugue- 
nots, wolves, and scoundrels who made war upon everybody. The citi- 
zens always took up arms readily against thieves, wolves, or scoundrels — 
often against nobles or Huguenots; — ^sometimes against the king — ^but 
never against the cardinal or Spain. It resulted, then, from this habit 
that on the said first Monday of the month of April, 1625, the citizens, 
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on hearing the clamor, and seeing neither the red and yellow standard, 
nor the livery of the Duke de Richelieu, rushed toward the hostel of the 
Franc-Meunier. 

When arrived there, the cause of this hubbub was apparent to alL 

A young man — we can sketch his portrait at a dash— imagine to 
yourself a Don Quixote of eighteen ; a Don Quixote without his corselet, 
without his coat of mail, without his cuistres ; a Don Quixote clothed in 
a woolen doublet, the blue color of which had faded into a nameless 
shade between lees of wine and a heavenly azure; face long and brown ; 
high cheek-bones, a sign of astucity ; the maxillary muscles enormously 
developed, an infallible sign by which a Gascon may always be detected, 
even without his barret-cap — ^and our young man wore a barret-cap, 
set off with a sort of feather; the eye open and intelligent; the nose 
hooked, but finely chiseled. Too big for a youth, too small for a 
grown man, an experienced eye might have taken him for a farmer’s 
son upon a journey, had it not been for the long sword, which, dangling 
from a leathern balclrick, hit against the calves of its owner as he 
walked, and against the rough side of his steed when he was on horse- 
back. 

For our young man had a steed, which was the observed of all 
observers. It was a Bearn pony, from twelve to fourteen years old, 
yellow in his hide, without a hair in his tail, but not without wind-galls 
on his legs, which, though going with his head lower than his knees, 
rendering a martingale quite unnecessary, contrived, nevertheless, to 
perform his eight leagues a day. Unfortunately, the qualities of this 
horse were so well concealed under his strange-colored hide and his 
unaccountable gait, that at a time when everybody was a connoisseur 
in horseflesh, the appearance of the said pony at Meung, which place 
he had entered about a quarter of an hour before, by the gate of Beau- 
gency, produced an unfavorable feeling, which extended to his master. 

And this feeling had been the more painfully perceived by young 
D’Artagnan — for so was the Don Quixote of this second Rosinante named 
— from his not being able to conceal from himself the ridiculous appear- 
ance that such a steed gave him, good horseman as he was. He had 
sighed deeply, therefore, when accepting the gift of the pony from 
M. d’Artagnan the elder. He was not ignorant that such a beast was 
worth at least twenty liyres; and the words which accompanied the 
present were above all price. 

“My son,” said the old Gascon gentleman, in that pure Bearn patois 
of which Flenry IV. could never get rid— “my son, this horse was born 
in the house of your father, about thirteen years ago, and has remained 
in it ever since, which ought to make you love it. Never sell it — allow 
it to die tranquilly and honorably of old age ; and if you make a cam- 
paign with it, take as much care of it as you would of an old servant. At 
court, provided you have ever the honor to go there,” continued M. 
d’Artagnan the elder, “an honor to which, remember, your ancient no- 
bility gives you right, sustain worthily your name of gentleman, which 
has been worthily borne by your ancestors during five hundred years, 
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both for your own sake and that of those that belong to you. By these 
I mean your relations and friends. Endure nothing from any one but 
M. le Cardinal and the king. It is by his courage, please to observe, by 
his courage alone, that a gentleman can make his way nowadays. Who- 
ever trembles for a second perhaps allows the bait to escape, which, dur- 
ing that exact second, fortune held out to him. You are young; you 
ought to be brave for two reasons — the first is that you are a Gascon, 
and the second is that you are my son. Never fear quarrels, but seek 
hazardous adventures. I have taught you how to handle a sword ; you 
have thews of iron, a wrist of steel: fight on all occasions; fight the 
more for duels being forbidden, since, consequently there is twice as 
much courage in fighting. I have nothing to give you, my son, but 
fifteen crowns, my horse, and the counsels you have just heard. Your 
mother will add to them a recipe for a certain balsam, which she had 
from a Bohemian, and which has the miraculous virtue of curing all 
wounds that do not reach the heart. Take advantage of all, and live 
happily and long. I have but one word to add, and that is to propose an 
example to you — not mine, for I myself have never appeared at court, 
and have only taken part in religious wars as a volunteer; I speak of 
M. de Treville, who was formerly my neighbor, and who had the honor 
to be as a child the playfellow of our king, Louis XIII., whom God 
preserve! Sometimes their play degenerated into battles, and in these 
battles the king was not always the stronger. The blows which he re- 
ceived from him gave him a great esteem and friendship for M. de 
Treville. Afterward, M. de Treville fought with others: in his first 
journey to Paris, five times; from the death of the late king to the 
majority of the young one, without reckoning wars and sieges, seven 
times ; and from that majority up to the present day, a hundred times 
perhaps I So that in spite of edicts, ordinances, and decrees, there he is 
captain of the musketeers — ^that is to say, leader of a legion of Csesars, 
whom the king holds in great esteem, and whom the cardinal dreads — 
he who dreads nothing, as it is said. Still further, M. de Treville gains 
ten thousand crowns a year ; he is, therefore, a great noble. He began 
as you begin ; go to him with this letter, and make him your model, in 
order that you may do as he has done.” 

Upon which M. d’Artagnan the elder girded his own sword round 
his son, kissed him tenderly on both cheeks, and gave him his bene- 
diction. 

On leaving the paternal chamber, the young man found his mother, 
who was waiting for him with the famous recipe, of which the counsels 
we have just repeated would necessitate the so frequent employment. 
The adieux were on this side longer and more tender than they had 
been on the other ; not that M. d’Artagnan did not love his son, who was 
his only offspring, but M. d’Artagnan was a man, and he would 
have considered it unworthy of a man to give way to his feelings ; where- 
as Madame d’Artagnan was a woman, and, still more, a mother. She 
wept abundantly, and, let us speak it to the praise of M. d’Artagnan the 
younger, notwithstanding the efforts he made to be as firm as a future 
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musketeer ought to be, nature prevailed, and he shed many tears, of 
which he succeeded with great difficulty in concealing the half. 

The same day the young man set forward on his journey, furnished 
with the three paternal presents, which consisted, as we have said, of 
fifteen crowns, the horse, and the letter for M. de Treville, the counsels 
being thrown into the bargain. 

With such a vade mecum D’Artagnan was, morally and physically, 
an exact copy of the hero of Cervantes, to whom we so happily com- 
pared him, when our duty of an historian placed us under the neces- 
sity of sketching his portrait. Don Quixote took windmills for giants, 
and sheep for armies ; D’Artagnan took every smile for an insult, and 
every look as a provocation: whence it resulted that from Tarbes to 
Meung his fist was constantly doubled, or his hand on the hilt of his 
sword ; and yet the fist did not descend upon any jaw, nor did the sword 
is.sue from its scabbard. It was not that the sight of the wretched pony 
did not excite numerous smiles on the countenances of passers-by; 
but as against the side of this pony rattled a sword of respectable 
length, and as over this sword gleamed an eye rather ferocious than 
haughty, these said passers-by repressed their hilarity, or, if hilarity 
prevailed over prudence, they endeavored to laugh only on one side, 
like the masks of the ancients. D’Artagnan, then, remained majestic 
and intact in his susceptibility till he came to this unlucky city of Meung. 

But there, as he was alighting from his horse at the gate of the 
Franc-Meunier, without any one, host, waiter, or hostler, coming to 
hold his stirrup or take his horse, D’Artagnan spied, through an open 
window on the ground floor, a gentleman well made and of good car- 
riage, although of rather a stern countenance, talking with two persons 
who appeared to listen to him with respect. D’Artagnan fancied quite 
naturally, according to his custom, that he must be the object of their 
conversation and listened. This time D’Artagnan was only in part mis- 
taken : he himself was not in question, but his horse was. The gentle- 
man appeared to be enumerating all his qualities to his auditors, and, 
as I have said, the auditors seeming to have great deference for the 
narrator, they every moment burst into fits of laughter. Now, as a half 
smile was sufficient to awaken the irascibility of the young man, the 
effect produced upon him by this vociferous mirth may be easily 
imagined. 

Nevertheless, D’Artagnan was desirous of examining the appear- 
ance of this impertinent personage who was laughing at him. He fixed 
his haughty eye upon the stranger, and perceived a man of from forty 
to forty-five years of age, with black and piercing eyes, a pale com- 
plexion, a strongly-marked nose, and a black and well-shaped mustache. 
He was dressed in a doublet and hose of a violet color, with aiguillettes 
of the same without any other ornaments than the customary slashes 
through which the skirt appeared. This doublet and hose, though new, 
looked creased like traveling clothes for a long time packed up in a 
portmanteau. D’Artagnan made all these remarks with the rapidity 
of a most minute observer, and, doubtless, from an instinctive feeling 
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that this unKnown was destined to have a great influence over his 
future life. 

Now, as at the moment in which D’Artagnan fixed his eyes upon the 
gentleman in the violet doublet, the gentleman made one of his most 
knowing and profound remarks respecting the Bearnese pony, his two 
auditors laughed even louder than before, and he himself, though con- 
trary to his custom, allowed a pale smile (if I may be allowed to use 
such an expression) to stray over his countenance. This time, there 
could be no doubt, D’Artagnan -was really insulted. Full, then, of this 
conviction, he pulled his cap down over his eyes, and, endeavoring to 
copy some of the court airs he had picked up in Gascony among young 
traveling nobles, he advanced, with one hand on the hilt of his sword 
and the other leaning on his hip. Unfortunately, as he advanced, his 
anger increased at every step, and, instead of the proper and lofty speech 
he had prepared, as a prelude to his challenge, he found nothing at the 
tip of his tongue but a gross nersonality, which he accompanied with a 
furious gesture. 

‘T say, sir, you, sir, who are hiding yourself behind that shutter ! — 
yes, you, sir, tell me what you are laughing at, and we will laugh 
together.” 

The gentleman withdrew his eyes slowly from the nag to his master, 
as if he required some time to ascertain whether it could be to him 
that such strange reproaches were addressed; then, when he could not 
possibly entertain any doubt of the matter, his eyebrows slightly bent, 
and, with an accent of irony and insolence impossible to be described, 
replied to D’Artagnan: 

'T was not speaking to you, sir !” 

“But I am speaking to you!” replied the young man, additionally 
exasperated with this mixture of insolence and good manners, of polite- 
ness and scorn. 

The unknown looked at him again with a slight smile, and retiring 
from the window, came out of the hostelry with a slow step, and placed 
himself before the horse within two paces of D’Artagnan. His quieti 
manner and the ironical expression of his countenance redoubled the; 
mirth of the persons with whom he had been talking, and who still' 
remained at the window. j 

D’Artagnan, seeing him approach, drew his sword a foot out of the 
scabbard. 

“This horse is decidedly, or rather has been in his youth, a boutonl 
d’ or'' (buttercup), resumed the unknown, continuing the remarks he hadi 
begun, and addressing himself to his auditors at the window, without 
paying the least attention to the exasperation of D’Artagnan, who, how- 
ever, placed himself between him and them. “It is a color very well 
known in botany, but till the present time very rare among horses.” 

“There are people who laugh at a horse that would not dare to laugh 
at the master of it,” cried the young emulator of the furious Treville. 
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f “I do not often laugh, sir,” replied the unknown, “as you may per- * 

ceive by the air of my countenance; but, nevertheless, I retain the privi- 
lege of laughing when I please.” 

“And I,” cried D’Artagnan, “will allow no man to laugh when it 
displeases me !” 

“Indeed, sir,” continued the unknown, more calm than ever. “Well ! 
that is perfectly right !” and, turning on his heel, was about to re-enter 
. the hostelry by the front gate, under which D’Artagnan, on arriving, 

had observed a saddled horse. 

But D’Artagnan was not of a character to allow a man to escape 
him thus, who had had the insolence to laugh at him. He drew his sword 
entirely from the scabbard, and followed him, crying : 

“Turn, turn. Master Joker, lest I strike you behind!” 

“Strike me !” said the other, turning sharply round and surveying the 
young man with as much astonishment as contempt. “Why, my good 
fellow, you must be mad I” Then, in a suppressed tone, as if speaking 
to himself : “This is annoying,” continued he. “What a God-send this 
would be for his majesty, who is seeking everywhere for brave fellows 
to recruit his musketeers!” 

He had scarcely finished, when D’Artagnan made such a furious 
t lunge at him that if he had not sprung nimbly backward, he would have 

jested for the last time. The unknown then, perceiving that the matter 
was beyond a joke, drew his sword, saluted his adversary, and placed 
himself on his guard. But at the same moment his two auditors, accom- 
I panied by the host, fell upon D’Artagnan with sticks, shovels, and tongs. 

This caused so rapid and complete a diversion to the attack, that D’Ar- 
tagnan’s adversary, while the latter turned round to face this shower of 
blows, sheathed his sword with the same precision, and from an actor, 
which he had nearly been, became a spectator of the fight, a part in which 
he acquitted himself with his usual impassibility, muttering, nevertheless : 

“A plague upon these Gascons ! Put him on his orange horse again, 
and let him begone !” 

I “Not before I have killed you, poltroon !” cried D’Artagnan, making 

the best face possible, and never giving back one step before his three 
assailants, who continued to shower their blows upon him. 

“Another Gasconade!” murmured the gentleman. “By my honor, 
these Gascons are incorrigible! Keep up the dance, then, since he will 
have it so. When he is tired, he will, perhaps, tell us that he has enough 
of it.” 

But the unknown was not acquainted with the headstrong personage 
he had to do with ; D’Artagnan was not the man ever to cry for quarter. 
The fight was, therefore, prolonged for some seconds ; but at length 
D’Artagnan’s sword was struck from his hand by the blow of a stick, 
and broken in two pieces. Another blow full upon his forehead, at the 
^ same moment, brought him to the groundj covered with blood and almost 

! fainting. 

It was at this period that people came flocking to the scene of action 
from all parts. The host, fearful of consequences, with the help of his 
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servants, carried the wounded man into the kitchen, where some trifling 
attention was bestowed upon him. 

As to the gentleman, he resumed his place at the window, and sur- 
veyed the crowd with a certain air of impatience, evidently annoyed by 
their remaining undispersed. 

“Well, how is it with this madman?” exclaimed he, turning round as 
the opening door announced the entrance of the host, who came to inquire 
if he was unhurt. 

“Your excellency is safe and sound?” asked the host. 

“Oh, yes ! perfectly safe and sound, my good host, and wish to know 
what is become of our young man.” 

“He is better,” said the host; “he fainted quite away.” 

“Indeed !” said the gentleman. 

“But before he fainted, he collected all his strength to challenge you, 
and to defy you while challenging you.” 

“Why, this fellow must be the devil in person 1” cried the unknown. 

“Oh, no, your excellency !” replied the host, with a grin of contempt ; 
“he is not the devil, for during his fainting we rummaged his valise, and 
found nothing but a clean shirt and twelve crowns, which, however, did 
not prevent his saying, as he was fainting, that if such a thing had 
happened in Paris you should have instantly repented of it, while here 
you would only have cause to repent of it at a later period.” 

“Then,” said the unknown coldly, “he must be some prince in 
disguise.” 

“I have told you this, good sir,” resumed the host, “in order that you 
may be on your guard.” 

“Did he name no one in his passion?” 

“Yes ! he struck his pocket and said : ‘We shall see what M. de Treville 
will think of this insult offered to his protege/* 

“M. de Treville ?” said the unknown, becoming attentive : “he put 
his hand upon his pocket while pronouncing the name of M. de Treville ? 
Now, my dear host ! while your young man was insensible, you did not 
fail, I am quite sure, to ascertain what that pocket contained. What 
was there in it ?” 

“A letter addressed to M. de Treville, captain of the musketeers.” 

“Indeed!” 

“Exactly as I have the honor to tell your excellency.” 

The host, who was not endowed with great perspicacity, did not ob- 
serve the expression which his words had given to the physiognomy of 
the unknown. The latter rose from the front of the window, upon the 
sill of which he had leaned with his elbow, and knitted his brows like a 
man suddenly rendered uneasy, 

“The devil !” murmured he, between his teeth. “Can Treville have 
set this Gascon upon me? He is very young, but a sword-thrust is a 
sword-thrust, whatever be the age of him who gives it, and a youth is 
less to be suspected than an older man; a weak obstacle is sometimes 
sufficient to overthrow a great design.” 

And the unknown fell into a reverie which lasted some minutes. 
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“Host,” said he, “could you not contrive to get rid of this frantic boy 
for me? In conscience, I cannot kill him; and yet,” added he, with a 
coldly menacing expression, “and yet he annoys me. Where is he?” 

“In my wife's chamber, where they are dressing his hurts, on the 
first floor.” 

“His things and his bag are with him ? Has he taken off his doublet ?” 

“On the contrary, everything is in the kitchen. But if he annoys 
you, this young crazy fool ” 

“To be sure he does. He causes a disturbance in your hostelry. Go 
make out my bill, and call my servant.” 

“What, sir ! do you mean to leave us already ?” 

“You know I was going, as I ordered you to get my horse saddled. 
Has not my desire been complied with?” 

“Yes, sir; and as your excellency may have observed, your horse is 
in the great gateway, ready saddled for your departure,” 

“That is well ; do as I have directed you, then,” 

“What the devil !” said the host to himself, “can he be afraid of this 
boy?” He bowed humbly, and retired. 

“Milady* must see nothing of this fellow,” continued the stranger, 
“She will soon pass — she is already late. I had better get on horseback, 
and go and meet her. I should like, however, to know what this letter 
addressed to Treville contains !” 

And the unknown, muttering to himself, directed his steps toward 
the kitchen. 

In the meantime, the host, who entertained no doubt that it was the 
presence of the young man that drove the unknown from his hostelry, 
reascended to his wife’s chamber, and found D’Artagnan just recovering 
his senses. Giving him to understand that the police would deal with him 
pretty severely for having sought a quarrel with a great lord, for, in the 
opinion of the host, the unknown could be nothing less than a great lord, 
he insisted that, notwithstanding his weakness, he should get up and 
depart as quickly as possible. D’Artagnan, half stupefied, without his 
doublet, and with his head bound up in linen cloth, arose then, and, urged 
forward by the host, began to descend the stairs; but on arriving at the 
kitchen, the first thing he saw was his antagonist, talking calmly, at the 
step of a heavy carriage, drawn by two large Norman horses. 

His interlocutor, whose head appeared through the carriage window, 
was a woman of from twenty to two-and-twenty years of age. We have 
already observed with what rapidity D’Artagnan seized the expression 
of a countenance : he perceived then, at a glance, that this woman was 
young and beautiful ; and her style of beauty struck him the more forcibly 
from its being totally different from that of the southern countries in 
which D’Artagnan had hitherto resided. She was pale and fair, with 
long curls falling in profusion over her shoulders; had large blue, lan- 

*We are well aware that this term “milady” is only properly used when followed 
by a family name. But we find it thus in the manuscript, and we do not choose to 
take upon ourselves to alter it. 
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guishing eyes, rosy lips, and hands of alabaster. She was talking with 
great animation with the unknown. 

“His eminence, then, orders me—” said the lady. 

“To return instantly to England, and to inform him immediately the 
duke leaves London.” 

“And my other instructions?” asked the fair traveler. 

“They are contained in this box, which you will not open until you 
are on the other side of the Channel.” 

“Very well; and you, what are you going to do?” 

“I, oh ! I shall return to Paris.” 

“What, without chastising this insolent boy ?” asked the lady. 

The unknown was about to reply, but at the moment he opened his 
mouth, D’Artagnan, who had heard all, rushed forward through the 
open door. 

“This insolent boy chastises others,” cried he, “and I have good hope 
that he whom he means to chastise will not escape him as he did before.” 

“Will not escape him?” replied the unknown, knitting his brow. 

“No, before a woman, you would not dare to fly, I presume?” 

“Remember,” said milady, seeing the unknown lay his hand on his 
sword, “remember that the least delay may ruin everjthing.” 

“True,” cried the gentleman; “begone then, on your part, and I 
will depart as quickly on mine.” And bowing to the lady, he sprang into 
his saddle, her coachman at the same time applying his whip vigorously 
to his horses. The two interlocutors thus separated, taking opposite 
directions, at full gallop. 

“Your reckoning! your reckoning!” vociferated the host whose re- 
spect for the traveler was changed into profound contempt on seeing 
him depart without settling his bill, 

“Pay him, booby !” cried the unknown to his servant, without check- 
ing the speed of his horse; and the man, after throwing two or three 
pieces of silver at the foot of mine host, galloped after Ws master. 

“Base coward ! false gentleman !” cried D'Artagnan, springing for- 
ward, in his turn, after the servant. But his wound had rendered him too 
weak to support such an exertion. Scarcely had he gone ten steps when 
his ears began to tingle, a faintness seized him, a cloud of blood passed 
over his eyes, and he fell in the middle of the street, crying still : 

“Coward ! coward ! coward !” 

“He is a coward indeed,” grumbled the host, drawing near to D’Ar- 
tagnan, and endeavoring by this little flattery to make up matters with 
the young man, as the heron of the fable did with the snail he had 
despised the evening before. , 

“Yes, a base coward,” murmured D’Artagnan, “but she, she was very 
beautiful.” 

“What she ?” demanded the host. 

“Milady,” faltered D’Artagnan, and fainted a second time. 

“Ah I it’s all one,” said the host; “T have lost two customers, but this 
one remains, of whom I am pretty certain for some days to come ; and 
that will be eleven crowns gained, at all events.” 
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We must remember that eleven crowns was just the amount that 
was left in D’Artagnan’s purse. 

The host had reckoned upon eleven days of confinement at a crown 
a day, but he had reckoned without his guest. On the following morning, 
at five o’clock, D’Artagnan arose, and descending to the kitchen, without 
help, asked, among other ingredients the list of which has not come down 
to us, for some oil, some wine, and some rosemary, and with his mother’s 
recipe in his hand, composed a balsam, with which he anointed his numer- 
ous wounds, replacing his bandages himself, and positively refusing the 
assistance of any doctor. Thanks, no doubt, to the efficacy of the 
Bohemian balsam ; and perhaps, also, thanks to the absence of any doctor, 
D’Artagnan walked about that same evening, and was almost cured by 
the morrow. 

But when the time came to pay for this rosemary, this oil, and the 
wine, the only expense the master had incurred, as he had preserved a 
strict abstinence ; while, on the contrary, the yellow horse, by the account 
of the hostler, at least, had eaten three times as much as a horse of his 
size could reasonably be supposed to have done, D’Artagnan found 
nothing in his pocket but his little old velvet purse with the eleven crowns 
it contained: as to the letter addressed to M. de Treville, it had dis- 
appeared. 

The young man commenced his search for the letter with the greatest 
patience, turning out his pockets of all kinds over and over again, rum- 
maging and re-rummaging in his valise, and opening and re-opening his 
purse; but when he had come to the conviction that the letter was not 
to be found, he flew, for the third time, into such a rage as was near 
costing him a fresh consumption of wine, oil, and rosemary; for upon 
seeing this hot-headed youth become exasperated and threaten to destroy 
everything in the establishment if his letter were not found, the host 
seized a spit, his wife a broom-handle, and the servants the same sticks 
they had used the day before. 

“My letter of recommendation!” cried D’Artagnan, “my letter of 
recommendation I or, by God’s blood, I will spit you all like so many 
ortolans !” 

Unfortunately there was one circumstance which created a powerful 
obstacle to the accomplishment of this threat; which was, as we have 
related, that his sword had been in his first conflict broken in two, and 
which he had perfectly forgotten. Hence it resulted, that when D’Ar- 
tagnan proceeded to draw his sword in earnest, he found himself purely 
and simply armed with a stump of a sword of about eight or ten inches 
in length, which the host had carefully placed in the scabbard. As to 
the rest of the blade, the master had slyly put that on one side to make 
himself a larding pin. 

But this deception would probably not have stopped our fiery young 
man if the host had not reflected that the reclamation which his guest 
made was perfectly just. 

“But after all,” said he, lowering the point of his spit, “where is 
this letter?” 
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“Yes, where is this letter?’” cried D’ Altaian. “In the first place I 
warn you that that letter is for M. de Treville, and it must be found ; 
if it be not quickly found, he will know how to cause it to be found, I’ll 
answer for it I” 

This threat completed the intimidation of the host. After the king 
and the cardinal, M. de Treville was the man whose name was perhaps 
most frequently repeated by the military, and even by citizens. There 
was, to be sure, Father Joseph, but his name was never pronounced but 
with subdued voice, such was the terror inspired by his Gray Eminence, 
as the cardinal’s familiar was called. 

Throwing down his spit then, and ordering his wife to do the same 
with her broom-handle, and the servants with their sticks, he set the first 
example of commencing an earnest search for the lost letter. 

“Does the letter contain anything valuable?” demanded the host, 
after a few minutes of useless investigation. 

“Zounds ! I think it does, indeed,” cried the Gascon, who reckoned 
upon this letter for making his way at court ; “it contained my fortune !” 

“Bills upon Spain ?” asked the disturbed host. 

“Bills upon his majesty’s private treasury,” answered D’Artagnan, 
who, reckoning upon entering into the king’s service in consequence of 
this recommendation, thought he could make this somewhat hazardous 
reply without telling a falsehood, 

“The devil !” cried the host, at his wit’s end. 

“But it’s of no importance,” continued D’Artagnan, with national 
assurance ; “it’s of no importance, the money is nothing — that letter was 
everything; I would rather have lost a thousand pistoles than have lost 
it,” He would not have risked more if he had said twenty thousand ; 
but a certain juvenile modesty restrained him. 

A ray of light all at once broke upon the mind of the host, as he was 
giving himself to the devil upon finding nothing. 

“That letter is not lost!” cried he. 

“What!” said D’Artagnan. 

“No ; it has been stolen from you.” 

“Stolen I by whom ?” 

“By the gentleman who was here yesterday. He came down into 
the kitchen, where your doublet was. He remained there some time 
alone. I would lay a wager he has stolen it.” 

“Do you think so?” answered D’Artagnan, but little convinced, as 
he knew better than any one else how entirely personal the value of this 
letter was, and saw nothing in it likely to tempt the cupidity of any one. 
The fact was that none of the servants, none of the travelers present, 
could have gained anything by being possessed of this paper. 

“Do you say I” resumed D’Artagnau, “that you suspect that imper- 
tinent gentleman?” 

“I tell you I am sure of it,” continued the host ; “when I informed 
him that your lordship was the protegS of M. de Treville, and that you 
even had a letter for that illustrious gentleman, he appeared to be very 
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much disturbed, and asked me where the letter was, and immediately 
came down into the kitchen, where he knew your doublet was.” 

“Then that’s the man that has robbed me,” replied D’Artagnan : ‘T 
will complain to M. de Treville, and M. de Treville will complain to 
the king.” He then drew two crowns majestically from his purse, gave 
them to the host, who accompanied him cap in hand to the gate, re- 
mounted his yellow horse, which bore him without any further accident 
to the gate of St. Antoine at Paris, where his owner sold him for three 
crowns, which was a very good price, considering that D’Artagnan had 
ridden him hard from Meung. Thus the dealer to whom D’Artagnan 
sold him for the said nine livres did not conceal from the young man 
that he only gave that enormous sum for him on account of the originality 
of his color. 

Thus D’Artagnan entered Paris on foot, carrying his little packet 
under his arm, and walked about till he found an apartment to let on 
terms suited to the scantiness of his means. This chamber was a sort 
of garret, situated in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, near the Luxembourg. 

As soon as the earnest-penny was paid, D’Artagnan took possession 
of his lodging, and passed the remainder of the day in sewing on his 
doublet and hose some ornamental braiding which his mother had taken 
off from an almost new doublet of M. d’Artagnan’s the elder, and which 
she had given to him secretly ; next he went to the Quai de Ferraille, to 
have a new blade put to his sword, and then returned toward the Louvre, 
inquiring of the first musketeer he met with for the situation of the 
hotel of M. de Treville, which proved to be in the Rue du Vieux-Col- 
ombier, in the immediate vicinity of the chamber hired by D’Artagnan ; 
a circumstance which appeared to furnish a happy augury for the success 
of his journey. 

After which, satisfied with the way in which he had conducted himself 
at Meung, without remorse for the past, confident in the present, and full 
of hope for the future, he retired to bed, and slept the sleep of the brave. 

This sleep, provincial as it was, brought him to nine o’clock in the 
morning, at which hour he rose in order to repair to the residence of 
M. de Tr6ville, the third personage in the kingdom in paternal estimation. 

CHAPTER II. 

THE ANTECHAMBER OF M. DE TREVILLE. 

M. de Troisville, as his family was still called in Gascony, or M. de 
Treville, as he has ended by styling himself in Paris, had really com- 
menced life as D’Artagnan now did, that is to say, without a sou in his 
pocket, but with a fund of courage, shrewdness, and intelligence, that 
makes the poorest Gascon gentleman often derive more in his hope from 
the paternal inheritance than the richest Pengordian or Berrichan gentle- 
man derives in reality from his. His insolent bravery, his still more 
insolent success at a time when blows poured down like hail, had borne 
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him to the top of that ladder called court favor, which he had climbed 
four steps at a time. 

He was the friend of the king, who honored highly, as every oiie 
knows, the memory of his father, Henry IV. The father of M. de Tre- 
ville had served him so faithfully in his wars against the League, that 
for want of money — a thing to which the Bearnais was accustomed all 
his life, and who constantly paid his debts with that of which he never 
stood in need of borrowing, that is to say, with ready wit — for want of 
money, we repeat, he authorized him after the reduction of Paris to 
assume for his arms a golden lion passant upon gules with the device of ; 
Fidelis et fortis. This was a great matter in the way of honor, but very 
little in the way of wealth ; so that when the illustrious companion of 
the great Henry died, the only inheritance he was able to leave his son was 
his sword and his device. Thanks to this double gift and the spotless 
name that accompanied them, M. de Treville was admitted into the 
household of the young prince, where he made such good use of his 
sword, and was so faithful to his device, that Louis XIIL, one of the 
good blades of his kingdom, was accustomed to say that, if he had a 
friend who was about to fight, he would advise him to choose as a 
second, himself first, and Treville next, or even perhaps before him. 

Thus Louis XIII. had a real liking for Treville, a royal liking, a 
selfish liking it is true, but which was still a liking. At that unhappy 
period it was an important consideration to be surrounded by such men 
as De Treville. Many might take for their device the epithet of strong, 
which formed the second part of his motto, but very few gentlemen 
could lay claim to the faithful, which constituted the first. Treville was 
one of these latter ; his was one of those rare organizations, endowed 
with an obedient intelligence like that of the dog, with a blind valor, a 
quick eye, and a prompt hand, to whom sight appeared only to be given 
to see if the king were dissatisfied with any one, and with the hand to 
strike this displeasing any one, whether a Besme, a Maurevers, a Poltiot 
de Mere, or a Vitry. In short, up to this period, nothing had been want- 
ing to De Treville but opportunity; but he was ever on the watch for it, 
and he promised himself that he would never fail to seize it by its three 
hairs whenever it came within reach of his hand. Louis XIII. then made 
De Treville the captain of his musketeers, who were to Louis XIIL, in 
devotedness, or rather in fanaticism, what his Ordinaries had been to 
Henry III. and his Scotch Guard to Louis XI. 

On his part, and in this respect, the cardinal was not behindhand 
with the king. When he saw the formidable and chosen body by which 
Louis XIII. surrounded himself, this second, or rather this first king 
of France, became desirous that he too should have his guard. He had 
his musketeers then, as Louis XIIL had his, and these two powerful 
rivals vied with each other in procuring the most celebrated swordsmen, 
not only from all the provinces of France, but even from all foreign 
states. It was not uncommon for Richelieu and Louis XIIL to dispute 
over their evening game of chess upon the merits of their servants. 
Each boasted the bearing and the courage of his own people, and while 



exclaiming loudly against duels and broils, they excited them secretly to 
quarrel, deriving an immoderate satisfaction or a true regret at the 
success or defeat of their own combatants. We learn this from the 
memoirs of a man who was concerned in some few of these defeats and 
in many victories. 

Treville had seized on the weak side of his master, and it was to 
this address that he owed the long and constant favor of a king who has 
not left the reputation behind him of having been very faithful in his 
friendships. _ He paraded his musketeers before the cardinal Aramand 
Duplessis with an insolent air, which made the gray mustache of his 
eminence curl with ire. Treville was a master of the war of that period, 
in which he who did not live at the expense of the enemy, lived at the 
expense of his compatriots : his soldiers formed a legion of devil-may- 
care fellows, perfectly undisciplined as regarded every one but himself. 

Loose, half-drunk, imposing, the king’s musketeers, or rather M, de 
Treville’s, spread about in the cabarets, in the public walks, and the 
public sports, shouting, twisting their mustaches, clanking their swords, 
and “taking great pleasure in annoying the guards of M. le Cardinal 
whenever they could fall in with them ; then drawing in the open streets, 
as if it were the best of all possible sports ; sometimes killed, but sure 
in that case to be both wept and avenged ; often killing others, but then 
certain of not rotting in prison, M. de Treville being there to claim them. 
Thus M, de Treville was praised to the highest note by these men, who 
absolutely adored him, and who, ruffians as they were, trembled before 
him like scholars before their master, obedient to his least word, and 
ready to sacrifice themselves to wash out the smallest insult, 

M. de Treville employed this powerful machine for the king in the 
first place, and the friends of the king — and then for himself and his 
own friends. For the rest, in none of the memoirs of this period, which 
has left so many memoirs, is this worthy gentleman accused even by 
his enemies, and he had many such among men of the pen, as well as 
among men of the sword ; in no instance, we are told, was this worthy 
gentleman accused of deriving personal advantage from the co-operation 
of his minions. Endowed with a rare genius for intrigue, which ren- 
dered him the equal of the ablest intriguers, he remained an honest man. 
Still further, in spite of sword-thrusts which weaken, and painful exer- 
cises which fatigue, he had become one of the most gallant frequenters 
of revels, one of the most insinuating squires of dames, one of the softest 
whisperers of interesting nothings of his day; the bonnes fortunes of De 
Treville were talked of as those of M, de Bassompierre had been talked 
of twenty years before, and that was not saying a little. The captain 
of the musketeers then, was admired, feared, and loved, which consti- 
tutes the apogee of human fortunes, 

Louis XIV. absorbed all the smaller stars of his court in his own 
vast radiance; but his father, a snn pluribus impar, left his 'personal 
splendor to each of his favorites, his individual value to each of his cour- 
tiers. In addition to the lever of the king and that of the cardinal, there 
might be reckoned in Paris at that time more than two hundred smaller 



16 


The Three Musketeers 

levers, each, in its degree, attended. Among these two hundred levers, 
that of De Treville was one of the most thronged. 

The court of his hotel, situated in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier, 
resembled a camp, and that by six o’clock in the morning in summer and 
eight o’clock in winter. From fifty to sixty musketeers, wjio appeared 
to relieve each other in order always to present an imposing number, 
paraded constantly about, armed to the teeth and ready for anything. 
On one of those immense staircases upon whose space modern civilization 
would build a whole house, ascended and descended the solicitors of 
Paris, who were in search of favors of any kind : gentlemen from the 
provinces anxious to be enrolled, and servants in all sorts of liveries, 
bringing and carrying messages between their masters and M. de Tre- 
ville. In the antechamber upon long circular benches reposed the elect, 
that is to say, those who were called. In this apartment a continued 
buzzing prevailed from morning till night, while M. de Treville, in his 
closet contiguous to this antechamber, received visits, listed to com- 
plaints, gave his orders, and like the king in his balcony at the Louvre, 
had only to place himself at the window to review both men and arms. 

The day on which D’Artagnan presented himself, the assemblage 
was imposing, particularly for a provincial just arriving from his prov- 
ince : it is true that this provincial was a Gascon, and that particularly at 
this period, the compatriots of D’Artagnan had the reputation of not 
being easily intimidated. When he had once passed the massive door, 
covered with long square-headed nails, he fell into the midst of a troop 
of men of the sword, who crossed each other in their passage, calling out, 
quarreling, and playing tricks one among another. To make way through 
these turbulent and conflicting waves, it required to be an officer, a great 
noble, or a pretty woman. 

It was, then, into the midst of this tumult and disorder that our 
young man advanced with a beating heart, ranging his long rapier up 
his lanky leg, and keeping one hand on the edge of his cap, with that 
provincial half-smile which affects confidence. When he had passed 
one group he began to breathe more freely; but he could not help 
observing that they turned round to look at him, and, for the first time 
in his life, D’Artagnan, who had till that day entertained a very good 
opinion of himself, felt that he was the object of ridicule. 

When arrived at the staircase it was still worse; there were four 
musketeers on the bottom steps amusing themselves with the following 
exercise, while ten or twelve of their comrades waited upon the landing- 
place their turns to take their places in the sport. 

One of them, placed upon the top stair, naked sword in hand, pre- 
vented, or at least endeavored to prevent, the three others from 
going up. ■ 

These three others fenced against him with their agile swords, which 
D’Artagnan at first took for foils, and believed to be buttoned ; but he 
soon perceived, by certain scratches, that every weapon was pointed and 
sharpened, and that at each of these scratches, not only the spectators, 

but even the actors themselves laughed, like so many madmen. 


Me who at the moment occupied the upper step, kept his adversaries 
in check admirably. A circle was formed around them ; the conditions 
required that at every hit the person hit should quit the game, losing 
his turn of audience to the advantage of the person who had hit him. In 
five minutes three were slightly wounded, one on the hand, another on 
the chin, and the third on the ear, by the defender of the stair, who him- 
self remained intact: a piece of skill which was worth to him, accord- 
ing to agreement, three turns of favor. 

However difificult it might be, or rather as he pretended it was, 
to astonish our young traveler, this pastime really astonished him; he 
had seen in his province — ^that land in which heads become so easily 
heated — a few of the preliminaries of duels, but the Gasconades of the 
four fences appeared to him the strongest he had ever heard, even in 
Gascony. He believed himself transported into that famous country of 
giants into which Gulliver since went and was so frightened; and yet 
he had not gained the goal, for there were still the landing-place and 
the antechamber. 

On the landing they were no longer fighting, but amused themselves 
with stories about women, and in the antechamber with stories about 
the court. On the landing, D’Artagnan blushed; in the antechamber, 
he trembled. His warm and fickle imagination, which in Gascony had 
rendered him formidable to young chambermaids, and even sometimes 
to their mistresses, had never dreamed, even in moment of delirium, 
of half the amorous wonders, or a quarter of the feats of gallantry, 
which were here set forth, accompanied by names the best known, and 
with details the least delicate. But if his morals were shocked on the 
landing, his respect for the cardinal was scandalized in the antechamber. 
There, to his great astonishment, D’Artagnan heard the policy which 
made all Europe tremble, criticised aloud and openly, as well as the 
private life of the cardinal, which had brought about the punishment of 
so many great nobles for having dared to pry into: that great man, 
who was so revered by D’Artagnan the elder, served as an object of 
ridicule to the musketeers, who cracked their jokes upon his bandy legs 
and his humpback; some sang ballads upon Madame d’Aiguillon, his 
mistress, and Madame Cambalet, his niece ; whilst others formed parties 
and plans to annoy the pages and guards of the cardinal duke — ^all things 
which appeared to D’Artagnan monstrous impossibilities. 

Nevertheless, when the name of the king was now and then uttered 
unthinkingly amid all these cardinal jokes, a sort of gag seemed to close 
for a moment all the jeering mouths; they looked hesitatingly around 
them, and appeared to doubt the thickness of the partition between 
them and the closet of M. de Treville ; but a fresh allusion soon brought 
back the conversation to his eminence, and then the laughter recovered 
its loudness, and no coloring was spared to any of his actions. 

“Certes, these fellows will all be either embastilled or hung,” thought 
the terrified D’Artagnan, "and I, no doubt, with them ; for from the 
moment I have either listened to or heard them, I shall be held to be 
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an accomplice. What would my good father say, who so strongly 
pointed out to me the respect due to the cardinal, if he knew I was in the 
society of such pagans?” 

We Iia\^e no need, therefore, to say that D’Artagnan did not venture 
to join in the conversation ; only he looked with all his eyes and listened 
with all his ears, stretching his five senses so as to lose nothing; and, in 
spite of his confidence in the paternal monitions, he felt himself carried 
by his tastes and led by his instincts to praise rather than to blame the 
unheard-of things which were passing before him. 

D’Artagnan being, however, a perfect stranger in the crowd of M. 
de Treville’s courtiers, and this his first appearance in that place, he 
was at length noticed, and a person came to him and asked him his busi- 
ness there. At this demand, D’Artagnan gave his name very modestly, 
laid a stress upon the title of compatriot, and begged the servant who 
had put the question to him to request a moment’s audience of M, de 
Treville — a request which the other, with an air of protection, prom- 
ised to convey in time and season. 

D’Artagnan, a little recovered from his first surprise, had now leisure 
to study costumes and countenances. 

The center of the most animated group was a musketeer of great 
height, of a haughty countenance, and dressed in a costume so peculiar 
as to attract general attention. He did not wear the uniform cloak — 
which, indeed, at that time, of less liberty and of still greater inde- 
pendence, was not obligatory — ^but a cerulean blue doublet, a little faded 
and worn, and over this a magnificent baldrick worked in gold, which 
shone like wateij-ripples in the sun. A long cloak of crimson velvet 
fell in graceful folds from his shoulders, disclosing in front the splendid 
b|ldrick, from which was suspended a gigantic rapier. 

This musketeer had just come off guard, complained of having a 
cold, and coughed from time to time, aflfectedly. It was for this reason, 
he said to those around him, he had put on his cloak, and while he 
spoke with a lofty air and twisted his mustache, all admired his em- 
broidered baldrick, and D’Artagnan more than any one. 

“What do you make a wonder about?” said the musketeer; “the 
fashion is coming in; it is a folly, I admit, but still it is the fashion. Be- 
sides one must lay out one’s inheritance somehow.” 

“Ah, Porthos!” cried one of his companions, “don’t think to palm 
upon us that you obtained that baldrick by paternal generosity; it was 
given to you by that veiled lady I met you with the other Sunday, near 
the gate Saint-Honore.” 

“No, ’pon honor; by the faith of a gentleman, I bought it with the 
contents of my own purse,” answered he whom they designated under 
the name of Porthos. 

“Yes,' about in the same manner,” said another musketeer, “as I 
bought this new purse with the money my mistress put into the old one,” 

“It’s true, though,” said Porthos; “and the proof is, that I paid 
twelve pistoles for it,” 

The wonder was increased, though the doubt continued to exist. 
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“Is it not true, Aramis?” said Porthos, turning toward another 
musketeer. 

This other musketeer formed a perfect contrast with his interro- 
gator, who had just designated him by the name of Aramis: he was a 
stout man, of about two or three-and-twenty, with an open, ingenuous 
countenance, a black, mild eye, and cheeks rosy and downy as an autumn 
peach ; his delicate mustache marked a perfectly straight line upon his 
upper lip : he appeared to dread to lower his hands lest their veins should 
swell, and he pinched the tips of his ears from time to time to preserve 
their delicate pink transparency. Habitually he spoke little and slowly, 
bowed frequently, laughed without noise, showing his teeth, which were 
fine, and of which, as of the rest of his person, he appeared to take 
great care. He answered the appeal of his friend by an affirmative nod 
of the head. 

This affirmation appeared to dispel all doubts with regard to the 
baldrick; they continued to admire it, but said no more about it; and, 
with one of the rapid changes of thought, the conversation passed sud- 
denly to another subject. 

“What do you think of the story Chalais’ esquire relates?” asked 
another musketeer, without addressing any one in particular. 

“And what does he say ?” asked Porthos, in a self-sufficient tone. 

“He relates that he met at Brussels Rochefort, the dme damnee of 
the cardinal, disguised as a capuchin; and that this cursed Rochefort, 
thanks to his disguise, had tricked M. de Laigues, like a simpleton as 
he is.” 

“A simpleton, indeed!” said Porthos; “but is the ipatter certain?” 

“I had it from Aramis,” replied the musketeer. 

“Indeed!” I 

“Why, you know it is, Porthos,” said Aramis; “I told you of it 
yesterday — say nothing more about it.” ■ 

“Say nothing more about it — ^that’s your opinion !” replied Porthos. 
“Say nothing more about it! Pesfe! you come to your conclusion 
quickly. What ! the cardinal sets a spy upon a gentleman, has his letters 
stolen from him by means of a traitor, a brigand, a rascal — has, with 
the help of this spy, and thanks to this correspondence, Chalais' throat 
cut under the stupid pretext that he wanted to kill the king and marry 
monsieur to the queen! Nobody knew a word of this enigma. You 
unraveled it yesterday, to the great satisfaction of all ; and Svhile we are 
still gaping with wonder at the news, you come and tell us to-day^ — ‘Let 
us say no more about it.’ ” 

“Well, then, let us speak about it, since you desire it,” replied Aramis 
patiently. 

“This Rochefort,” cried Porthos, “if I were poor Chalais’ esquire, 
should pass a minute or two very uncomfortably with me.” 

“And you — vou would pass rather a sad half-hour with the Red 
Duke,” replied Aramis. - ' 

“Oh! oh! the Red Duke! bravo! bravo! the Red Duke!” cried 
Porthos, clapping his hands and nodding his head. “The Red Duke is 
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capital, ril circulate that saying, he assured, my dear fellow. Who says 
this Aramis is not a wit? What a misfortune it is you did not follow 
your first vocation— what a delighted ahbe you would have made !” 

“Oh, it’s only a temporary postponement,” replied Aramis; “I shall 
be one, some day. You very well know, Porthos, that I continue to 
study theology for that purpose.” 

“He will be one, as he says,” cried Porthos ; “he will be one, sooner 
or later.” 

“Soon,” said Aramis. 

“He only waits for one thing to determine him to resume his cas- 
sock, which hangs behind his uniform,” said another musketeer. 

“What is he waiting for?” asked another. 

“Only till the queen has given an heir to the crown of France.” 

“No jokes upon that subject, gentlemen,” said Porthos ; “thank God, 
the queen is still of an age to give one.” 

“They say that M. de Buckingham is in France,” replied Aramis, 
with a significant smile, which gave to this sentence, apparently so simple, 
a tolerably scandalous meaning. 

“Aramis, my good friend, this time you are wrong,” interrupted 
Porthos, “your wit is always leading you astray; if M. de Treville 'heard 
you, you would repent of speaking thus.” 

“Are you going to teach me better, Porthos,” cried Aramis, from 
whose usually mild eye a flash passed like lightning. 

“My dear fellow, be a musketeer or an abbe. Be one or the other, but 
not both,” replied Porthos. “You know what Athos told you the other 
day : you eat at everybody’s mess. Ah ! don’t be angry, I beg of you, 
that would be useless; you know what is agreed ujx)!! between you, 
Athos, and me. You go to Madame d’Aiguillon’s, and you pay your 
court to her; you go to Madame de Bois-Tracy’s, the cousin of Madame 
de Chevreuse, and you pass for being far advanced in the good graces* 
of that lady. Oh, good Lord ! don’t trouble yourself to reveal your good 
fortunes; no one asks for your secret — all the world knows your dis- 
cretion. But since you possess that virtue, why the devil don’t you make 
use of it with respect to her majesty? Let whoever likes talk of the king 
and the cardinal, and how he likes; but the queen is sacred, and if any 
one speaks of her, let it be well.” 

“Porthos, you are as vain as Narcissus, I plainly tell you so,” replied 
Aramis; “you know I hate moralizing, except when it is done by Athos. 
As to you, good sir, you wear too magnificent a baldrick to be strong on 
that head. I will be an abbe if it suits me; in the meanwhile I am a 
musketeer: in that quality I say what I please, and at this moment it 
pleases me to say that you annoy me.” 

“Aramis!” 

“Porthos!” 

“Gentlemen ! gentlemen !” cried the surrounding group. 

Monsieur de Treville awaits M. d’Artagnan,” cried a servant, throw- 
ing open the door of the cabinet. 
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At this announcement, during which the door remained open, «£-very 
one became mute, and amid the general silence the young man crossed 
the antechamber in a part of its length, and entered the apartment of 
the captain of the musketeers, congratulating himself with all his heart 
at having so narrowly escaped the end of this strange quarrel. 


CHAPTER III. 

THE AUDIENCE. 

M. DE Treville was at the moment in rather an ill-humor ; neverthe- 
less, he saluted the young man politely, who bowed to the very ground, 
and he smiled on receiving his compliment, the Bearnese accent of which 
recalled to him at the same time his youth and his country, a double 
remembrance, which makes a man .smile at all ages. But stepping toward 
the antechamber, and making a sign to D’Artagnan with his hand, as if 
to ask his permission to finish with others before he began with him, he 
called three times, with a louder voice at each time, so that he went 
through all the tones between the imperative accent and the angry 
accent. 

“Athos 1 Porthos ! Aramis !” 

The two musketeers, with whom we have already made acquaintance, 
and who answered to the last two of these three names, immediately 
quitted the group of which they formed a part, and advanced toward 
the cabinet, the door of which closed after them as soon as they had 
entered. Their appearance, although it was not quite at ease, excited by 
its carelessness, at once full of dignity and submission, the admiration of 
D’Artagnan, who beheld in these two men demigods, and in their leader 
an Olympian Jupiter, armed with all his thunders. 

When the two musketeers had entered, when the door was closed be- 
hind them, when the buzzing murmur of the antechamber, to which the 
summons which had been made had doubtless furnished fresh aliment, 
had recommenced; when M. de Treville had three or four times paced 
in silence, and with a frowning brow, the whole length of his cabinet, 
passing each time before Porthos and Aramis, who were as upright and 
silent as if on parade, he stopped all at once full in front of them, and, 
covering them from head to foot with an angry look: 

“Do you know what the king said to me,” cried he, “and that no longer 
ago than yesterday evening — do you know, gentlemen?” 

“No,” replied the two musketeers after a moment’s silence — "no, sir, 
we do not.” 

“But I hope that you will do us the honor to tell us,” added Aramis, 
in his politest tone, and with the most graceful bow. 

“He told me that he should henceforth recruit his musketeers from 
among the guards of Monsieur the Cardinal.” 

“The guards of M. the Cardinal! and why so?” asked Porthos 
warmly.; / 
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“Because he plainly perceives that his piquette* stands in need of 
being enlivened by a mixture of good wine.” , 

The two musketeers colored up to the eyes. D’Artagnan did not 
know where he w^as, and would have wished to be a hundred feet under 
ground. 

“Yes, yes,” continued M. de Treville, growing warmer as he spoke, 
“and his majesty was right, for, upon my honor, it is true that the mus- 
keteers make but a miserable figure at court. M. le Cardinal related 
yesterday, while playing with the king, with an air of condolence not 
very pleasing to me, that the day before yesterday those damned mus- 
keteers, those dare-devils — he dwelt upon those words with an ironical 
tone still more unpleasing to me — ^those braggarts, added he, glancing 
at me with his tiger-cat’s eye, had made a riot in the Rue Ferou, in a 
cabaret, and that a party of his guards (I thought he was going to laugh 
in my face) had been forced to arrest the rioters, Morbleu! you must 
know something about it ! Arrest musketeers ! You were among them 
— ^you were! Don’t deny it; you were recognized, and the cardinal, 
named you. But it’s all my fault! yes, it’s all my fault, because it is 
myself who select my men. You, now, Aramis, why the devil did you 
ask me for a uniform, when you would have been so much better in a 
cassock ? And you, Porthos, do you only wear such a fine golden baldrick 
to suspend a sword of straw from it? And Athos — I don’t see Athos ! 
Where is he?” 

“Sir,” replied Aramis, in a sorrowful tone, “he is ill, very ill !” 

“HI— very ill, say you? And what is his malady?” 

“It is feared that it is the small-pox, sir,” replied Porthos, desirous 
of getting a word in the conversation ; “and, what is worse, that it will 
certainly spoil his face.” 

“The small-pox! That’s a pretty glorious story to tell me, Porthos! 
Sick of the small-pox at his age ! No, no ; but wounded, without doubt— 
perhaps killed. Ah, if I knew! Sang Dieu! Messieurs musketeers, I 
will not have this haunting of bad places, this quarreling in the streets, 
this sword-play in cross-ways; and, above all, I will not have occasion 
given for the cardinal’s guards, who are brave, quiet, skillful men, who 
never put themselves in a position to be arrested, and who, besides, never 
allow themselves to be arrested, to laugh at you ! I am sure of it — ^they 
would prefer dying on the spot to being arrested, or to giving back a 
step. To save yourselves, to scamper away, to fly! a pretty thing to be 
said of the king’s musketeers I” 

Porthos and Aramis trembled with rage; they could willingly have 
strangled M. de Treville, if, at the bottom of all this, they had not felt 
it was the great love he bore them which made him speak thus. They 
stamped upon the carpet with their feet, they bit their lips till the blood 
sprang, and grasped the hilts of their swords with all their strengtl^ 
Without, all had heard, as we have said, Athos, Porthos, and Arams 
called, and had guessed from M. de Treville’s tone of voice that he was 

*A liquor squeezed out of grapes, when they have been pressed, and water poured 
upon them. ^ 
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very angry about something. Ten curious heads were glued to the 
tapestry, and became pale with fury; for their ears, closely applied to 
the door, did not lose a syllable of what he said while their mouths 
repeated, as he went on, the insulting expressions of the captain to the 
whole population of the antechamber. In an instant, from the door of 
the cabinet to the street-gate, the whole hotel was in a state of commotion. 

“Ah! the king’s musketeers are arrested by the guards of M. the 
Cardinal, are they!” continued M. de Treville, as furious within as his 
soldiers, but emphasizing his words, and plunging them, one by one, so 
to say, like so many blows of a stiletto, into the bosoms of his auditors. 
“What! six of his eminence’s guards arrest six of his majesty’s mus- 
keteers ! Morhleu! my part is taken! I will go straight to the Louvre; I 
will give in my resignation as captain of the king’s musketeers, to take a 
lieutenancy in the cardinal’s guards ; and if he refuses me, morhleu! I 
will turn abbe,” 

At these words, the murmur without became an explosion; nothing 
was to be heard but oaths and blasphemies. The morbleus! the sang 
Dieus! the marts de touts les diables! crossed each other in the air. 
D’Artagnan looked, round for some tapestry behind which he might hide 
himself, and felt an immense inclination to crawl under the table. 

“Well, mon capitamef' said Porthos, quite beside himself, “the truth 
is, that we were six against six ; but we were not captured by fair means ; 
and before we had time to draw our swords two of our party were 
dead ; and Athos, grievously wounded, was very little better. For you 
know Athos. Weil, captain, he endeavored twice to get up, and fell again 
twice. And we did not surrender — no ! they dragged us away by force. 
On the way we escaped. As for Athos, they believed him to be dead, 
and left him very quietly on the field of battle, but not thinking it w^orth 
the trouble to carry him away. ^ Now, that’s the whole history. What 
the devil, captain, one cannot win all one’s battles ! The great Pompey 
lost that of Pharsalia ; and Francis the First, who was, as I Ijave heard 
say, as good as other folks, nevertheless lost the battle of Pavia.” 

“And I have the honor of assuring you that I killed one of them with 
his own sword,” said Aramis, “for mine was broken at the first parry. 
Killed him, or poniarded him, sir, as is most agreeable to you.” 

“I did not know that,” replied M. de Treville, in a somewhat softened 
tone. “M. le Cardinal exaggerated, as I perceive.” 

“But pray, sir,” continued Aramis, who, seeing his captain become 
appeased, ventured to risk a prayer— “pray, sir, do not say that Athos 
is wounded ; he would be in despair if that should come to the ears of 
the king ; and as the wound is very serious, seeing that after crossing the 
shoulder it penetrates into the chest, it is to be feared ” 

At this instant the tapestry was raised, and a noble and handsome 
head, but frightfully pale, appeared under the fringe. 

“Athos!” cried the two musketeers. 

“Athos!” repeated M. de Treville to himself. 

“You have sent for me, sir,” said Athos to M. de Treville, in a feeble 
yet perfectly calm voice — “you have sent for me, as my comrades inform 
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me, and I have hastened to receive your orders. I am here, monsieur; 
what do you want with me ?” 

x\nd at these words the musketeer, in irreproachable costume, 
belted as usual, with a tolerably firm step, entered the cabinet. M. de 
Treville, moved to the bottom of his heart by this proof of courage, 
sprang toward him. 

‘T was about to say to these gentlemen,” added he, “that I forbid 
my musketeers to expose their lives needlessly ; for brave men are very 
dear to the king, and the king knows that his musketeers are the bravest 
fellows on earth. Your hand, Athos!” 

And without waiting for the answer of the newly-arrived to this proof 
of affection, M. de Treville seized his right hand, and pressed it with all 
his might, without perceiving that Athos, whatever might be his self- 
command, allowed a slight murmur of pain to escape him, and, if possible, 
grew paler than he was before. 

The door had remained open, so strong was the excitement pro- 
duced by the arrival of Athos, whose wound, though kept as secret as 
possible, was known to all. A burst of satisfaction hailed the last words 
of the captain ; and two or three heads, carried away by the enthusiasm 
of the moment, appeared through the openings of the tapestry. M. de 
Treville was about to reprehend this infraction of the rules of etiquette 
when he felt the hand of Athos stiffen within his and upon turning his 
eyes toward him, perceived he was about to faint. At the same instant 
Athos, who had rallied all his energies to contend against pain, at length 
overcome by it, fell upon the floor as if he was dead. 

“A surgeon !” cried M. de Treville, “mine ! the king’s ! the best that 
can be found — a surgeon ! or, sang Dieu! my brave Athos will die !” 

At the cries of M. de Treville, the whole assemblage rushed into the 
cabinet without his thinking of shutting the door against any one, and all 
crowded round the wounded man. But all this eager attention might 
have been, useless if the doctor so loudly called for had not chanced to be 
in the hotel. He pushed through the crowd, approached Athos, still 
insensible, and, as all this noise and commotion inconvenienced him 
greatly, he required, as the first and most urgent thing, that the mus- 
keteer should be carried into another chamber. Immediately M. de 
Treville opened the door, and pointed the way to Porthos and Aramis, 
who bore their comrade in their arms. Behind this group walked the 
surgeon, and as the surgeon passed through, the door closed. 

The cabinet of M. de Treville, generally held so sacred, became in 
an instant the recipient of the antechamber. Every one spoke, harangued, 
and vociferated, swearing, cursing, and consigning the cardinal and his 
guards to all the devils. 

An instant after, Porthos and Aramis re-entered, the surgeon and 
M. de Treville alone remaining with the wounded man. 

At length M. de Treville himself returned. Athos had recovered 
his senses; the surgeoif declared that the situation of the musketeer had 
nothing in it to render his friends uneasy, his weakness having been 
purely and simply caused by loss of blood. 
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Then M. de Treville made a sign with his hand, and all retired except 
D’Artagnan, who did not forget that he had an audience, and, with the 
tenacity of a Gascon, remained in his place. 

When all had gone out, and the door was closed, M. de Treville, 
on turning round, found himself alone with the young man. The stir- 
ring event which had just passed had in some degree broken the thread 
of his ideas. He inquired what was the will of his persevering visitor. 
D’Artagnan then repeated his name, and in an instant, recovering all 
his remembrances of the present and the past, M. de Treville was in 
possession of the current circumstances. 

“Pardon me,” said he, smiling, “pardon me, my dear compatriot, but 
I had perfectly forgotten you. But what help is there for it ! a captain 
is nothing but a father of a family, charged with even a greater respon- 
sibility than the father of an ordinary family. Soldiers are great chil- 
dren ; but as I maintain that the orders of the king, and more particu- 
larly the orders of M. the Cardinal should be executed ” 

D’Artagnan could not restrain a smile. By this smile, M. de Treville 
judged that he had not to deal with a fool, and changing the subject, 
came straight to the point. 

“I respected your father very much,” said he. “What can I do for 
the son? Tell me quickly, my time is not my own.” 

“Monsieur,” said D’Artagnan, “on quitting Tarbes, and coming 
hither, it was my intention to request of you, in remembrance of the 
friendship which you have not forgotten, the uniform of a musketeer; 
but after all that I have seen, during the last two hours, I have become 
aware of the value of such a favor, and tremble lest I should nol 
merit it.” 

“Well, young man,” replied M. de Treville, “it is, in fact, a favor, but 
it may not be so far beyond your hopes as you believe, or rather as you 
appear to believe; but his majesty’s decision is always necessary: and I 
inform you with regret, that no one becomes a musketeer without the 
preliminary ordeal of several campaigns, certain brilliant actions, or a 
service of two years in some regiment of less reputation than ours.” 

D’Artagnan bowed without replying, feeling his desire to don the 
musketeer’s uniform vastly increased by the difficulties which he learned 
preceded the attainment of it. 

“But,” continued M. de Treville, fixing upon his compatriot a look 
so piercing, that it might be said he wished to read the thoughts of his 
heart; “but, on account of my old companion, your father, as I have 
said, I will do something for you, young man. Our cadets from Bearn 
are not generally very rich, and I have no reason to think matters have 
much changed in this respect since I left the province. I dare say you 
have not brought too large a stock of money with you?” 

D’Artagnan drew himself up with an air that plainly said, “I ask 
charity of no man.” 

“Oh! that’s all very well, young man,” continued M. de Treville, 
“that’s all very well. I am well acquainted with all those lofty airs ; I my- 
self came to Paris with four crowns in my purse, and would have fought 
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with any one who would have dared to tell me I was not in a condition 
to purchase the Louvre.” 

D’Artagnan’s carriage became still more imposing ; thanks to the sale 
of his horse, he commenced his career with four crowns more than M. de 
Treville had possessed at the commencement of his. 

‘'You ought, I say, then to husband the means you have, however 
large the sum may be ; but you ought also to endeavor to perfect yourself 
in die exercises becoming a gentleman. I will write a letter to-day to 
the director of the Royal Academy, and to-morrow he will admit you 
without any expense to yourself. Do not refuse this little service. Our 
best born and richest gentlemen sometimes solicit it, without being able 
to obtain it. You will be learning riding, swordsmanship in all its 
branches, and dancing ; you will make some desirable acquaintances, and 
from time to time you can call upon me, just to tell me how you are going 
on, and to say whether I can be of further service to you.” 

D’Artagnan, stranger as he was to all the manners of a court, could 
not but perceive a little coldness in this reception. 

“Alas ! sir,” said he, “I cannot but perceive how sadly I miss the 
letter of introduction which my father gave me to present to you,” 

“I certainly am surprised,” replied M. de Treville, “that you should 
undertake so long a journey without that necessary viaticum, the only 
resource of us poor Bearnese.” 

“I had one, sir, and, thank God, such as I could wish, but it was 
perfidiously stolen from me.” 

He then related the adventure of Meung, described the unknown 
gentleman with the greatest minuteness, and all with a warmth and truth- 
fulness that delighted M. de Treville. 

“This is all very strange,” said M. de Treville, after meditating a 
minute ; “you mentioned my name, then, aloud ?” 

“Yes, sir, I certainly committed that imprudence ; but why should I 
have done otherwise ? A name like yours must be as a buckler to me 
on my way. Why should I not avail myself of it ?” 

Flattery was at that period very current, and M. de Treville loved 
incense as well as a king, or even a cardinal. He could not refrain from 
a smilp of visible satisfaction, but this smile soon disappeared; and 
returning to the adventure of Meung: 

“Tell me,” continued he, “had not this gentleman a slight scar on 
his cheek?” 

“Yes, such a one as would be made by the grazing of a ball.” 

“Was he not a fine-looking man?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of lofty stature?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of pale complexion and brown hair?” 

“Yes, yes, that is he; how is it, sir, that you are acquainted with this 
man? If ever I should meet him again, and I will find him, I swear— 
were it in hell.” 

“He was waiting for a woman,” continued Treville. 
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“He, at least, departed immediately after having conversed for a 
minute with the one for whom he appeared to have been waiting.” 

“You did not gather the subject of their discourse ?” 

“He gave her a box ; told her that that box contained her instructions, 
and desired her not to open it before she arrived in London,” 

“Was this woman English?” 

“He called her Milady.” 

“It is he! it must be he!” murmured Treville ; “I thought he was still 
at Brussels !” 

“Oh! sir; you know who and what this man is,” cried D’Artagnan, 
“tell me who he is, and whence he is. I will then release you from all 
your promises — even that of procuring my admission into the mus- 
keteers; for, before everything, I am desirous to avenge myself.” 

“Beware, young man !” cried De Treville ; “if you see him coming on 
one side of the street, pass by on the other ! Do not cast yourself against 
such a rock ; he would break you like glass.” 

“That thought will not prevent me,” replied D’Artagnan, “if ever I 
should happen to meet with him.” 

“In the meantime, if you will take my advice, you will not seek him,” 
said Treville. 

All at once, the captain stopped, as if struck by a sudden suspicion. 
This great hatred which the young traveler manifested so loudly for this 
man, who — a rather improbable thing — had stolen his father’s letter from 
him ! Was there not some perfidy concealed under this hatred ? might 
not this young man be sent by his eminence ? might he not have come 
for the purpose of laying a snare for him? this pretended D’Artagnan! 
was he not an emissary of the cardinal’s whom he sought to intro- 
duce into his house, to place near him, and win his confidence, and 
afterward to bring about his ruin, as had been practiced in a thousand 
other instances ? He fixed his eyes upon D’Artagnan, even more earnestly 
than before. He was moderately reassured, however, by the aspect of 
that countenance, full of shrewd intelligence and affected humility. 

I know he is a Gascon, reflected he ; but he may be one for the 
cardinal as well as for me. Let us try him. “My friend,” said he 
slowly, “I wish, as the son of an ancient friend — for I consider this story 
of the lost letter perfectly true — I wish, I say, in order to repair the 
coldness you may have remarked in my reception of you, to make you 
acquainted with the secrets of our policy. The king and the cardinal are 
the best of friends ; their apparent bickerings are only feints to deceive 
fools. I am not willing that a compatriot, a handsome cavalier, a brave 
youth, quite fit to make his way, should become the dupe of all these 
artifices, and fall into the snare, after the example of so many others, 
who have been ruined by it. Be assured that I am devoted to both these 
all-powerful masters, and that my earnest endeavors have no other aim 
than the service of the king, and that of the cardinal, one of the most 
illustrious geniuses that France has ever produced. 

“Now, young man, regulate your conduct accordingly ; and if you 
entertain, whether from your family, your relations, or even from your 
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instincts, any of these enmities which we see constantly breaking out 
against the cardinal, bid me adieu, and let us separate. I will aid you 
in many ways, but without attaching you to my person. I hope that my 
frankness, at least, will make you my friend; for you are the only young 
man to whom I have hitherto spoken as I have done to you.” 

Treville sai(ito himself ; 

“If the cardinal has set this young fox upon me, he will certainly 
not have failed, he, who knows how bitterly I execrate him, to tell his 
spy that the best means of making his court to me is to rail at him ; 
therefore in spite of all my protestations, if it be as I suspect, my cunning 
gossip here will launch out in abuse of his eminence.” 

It, however, proved otherwise. D’Artagnan answered, with the great- 
est simplicity: 

“I am come to Paris with exactly such intentions, sir. My father 
advised me to stoop to nobody but the king, Monsieur the Cardinal, and 
you — whom he considered the three first personages in France.” 

D’Artagnan added M, de Treville to the others, as may be perceived ; 
but he thought this adjunction would do no harm. 

“I hold, therefore, M. the Cardinal in the greatest veneration,” 
continued he ; “and have the greatest respect for his actions. So much 
the better for me, sir, if you speak to me, as you say, with frankness — 
for then you will do me the honor to esteem the resemblance of our 
opinions ; but if you have entertained any doubt, as naturally you may, I 
feel that I am ruining myself by speaking the truth. But I still trust you 
will not esteem me the less for it, and that is my object beyond all 
others,” 

M. de Treville was surprised to the greatest degree. So much pene- 
tration — so mitch frankness — created admiration, but did not entirely 
remove his suspicions ; the more this young man was superior to others, 
the more he was to be dreaded, if he meant to deceive him. Nevertheless, 
he pressed D’Artagnan ’s hand, and said to him : 

“You are an honest youth ; but, at the present moment, I can only 
do for you that which I just now offered. My hotel will be always open 
to you. Plereafter, being able to ask for me at all hours, and consequently 
to take advantage of all opportunities, you will probably obtain that 
which you desire.” 

“That is to say, sir,” replied D’Artagnan, “that you will wait till I 
have proved myself worthy of it. Well ! be assured,” added he, with 
the familiarity of a Gascon, “you shall not wait long.” And he bowed 
on retiring, as if he considered the future was left in his own hands. 

“But, wait a minute,” said M. de Treville, stopping him, “I prom- 
ised you a letter for the director of the academy; are you too proud to 
accept it, young gentleman?” 

“No, sir,” said D’Artagnan; “and I will answer for it that this one 
shall not fare like the other. I will guard it so carefully that I will be 
sworn It shall arrive at its address, and woe be to him who shall attempt 
to take it from me !” 
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M. de Treville smiled at this little flourish; and, leaviiig his young 
companion in the embrasure of the window, where they had talked 
together, he seated himself at a table, in order to write the promised letter 
of recommendation. While he was doing this, D’Artagnan, having no 
better employment, amused himself with beating a inarch upon the 
window, and with looking at the musketeers, who went Iway, one after 
another, following them with his eyes till they disappeared at the turning 
of the street. 

M. de Treville, after having written the letter, sealed it ; and, rising, 
approached the young man, in order to give it to him. But, at the very 
moment that D’Artagnan stretched out his hand to receive it, M. de 
Treville was highly astonished to see his protege make a sudden spring, 
become crimson with passion, and rush from the cabinet, crying : “Ah ! 
Sang Dieu! he shall not escape me this time I” 

“Who? who?” asked M. de Treville. 

“He, my thief!” replied D’Artagnan. “Ah! the traitor!” and he 
disappeared. 

“The devil take the madman!” murmured M. de Treville, “unless,” 
added he, “this is a cunning mode of escaping, seeing that he has failed 
in his purpose!” 

CHAPTER IV. 

THE SHOULDER OF ATHOS, THE BALDRICK OF PORTHOS, 

AND THE HANDKERCHIEF OF ARAMIS. 

D’Artagnan, in a state of fury, crossed the antechamber at three 
bounds, and was darting toward the stairs, which he reckoned upon 
descending four at a time, when, in his heedless course, he ran head- 
foremost against a musketeer, who was coming out of one of M. de 
Treville’s back rooms, and striking his shoulder violently, made him utter 
a cry, or rather a howl. 

“Excuse me,” said D’Artagnan, endeavoring to resume his course, 
“excuse me, but I am in a hurry.” 

Scarcely had he descended the first stair, when a hand of iron seized 
him by the belt and stopped him. 

“You are in a hurry,” said the musketeer, as pale as a sheet; “under 
that pretense, you run against me ; you say, ‘Excuse me !’ and you believe 
that that is sufficient? Not at all, my young man. Do you fancy that 
because you have heard M. de Treville speak to us a little cavalierly 
to-day that other people are to treat us as he speaks to us? Undeceive 
yourself, my merry companion, you are not M. de Treville.” 

“Ma foil” replied D’Artagnan, recognizing Athos, who, after the 
dressing performed by the doctor, was going to his own apartment, “ma 
foi ! I did not do it intentionally, and, not doing it intentionally, I said, 
‘Excuse me I’ It appears to me that that is quite enough. I repeat to 
vou, however, and this time, parole d’honneur - — I think, perhaps, too 
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often— that I am in great haste— great haste. Leave your hold then, 
I beg of you, and let me go where my business calls me.” _ ^ _ 

“Monsieur,” said Athos, letting him_go, “yo^ are not polite ; it i.s 
easy to perceive that you come from a distance.” 

D’Artagnan had already strode down three or four stairs, when 
Athos’ last remark stopped him short. , , 

‘^Morbleu, monsieur!” said he, “however far I may come, it is not 
you who can give me a lesson in good manners, I warn you. 

“Perhaps I” said Athos. 

“Ah! if I were not in such haste, and if I were not running after 
some one,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Mister gentleman in a hurry, you can find me without running 
after me; me! do you understand me?” 

“And where, I pray you?” 

“Near the Carmes Deschaux.” 

“At what hour?” 

“About noon.” 

“About noon ; that will do, I will be there.” 

“Endeavor not to make me wait, for at a quarter past twelve I will 
cut off your ears as you run.” 

“Good!” cried D’Artagnan, “I will be there ten minutes before 
twelve.” 

And he set off running as if the devil possessed him, hoping that he 
might yet find the unknown, whose slow pace could not have carried him 
far. 

But at the street-gate Porthos was talking with the soldier on guard. 
Between the two talkers there was just room for a man to pass. D*Arta- 
gnan thought it would suffice for him, and he sprang forward like a dart 
between them. But D’Artagnan had reckoned without the wind. As 
he was about to pass, the wind blew out Porthos’ long cloak, and D’Ar- 
tagnan rushed straight into the middle of it. Without doubt, Porthos 
had reasons for not abandoning this part of his vestments, for, instead 
of quitting his hold of the flap in his hand, he pulled it toward him, so 
that D’Artagnan rolled himself up in the velvet, by a movement of rota- 
tion explained by the persistency of Porthos. 

D’Artagnan, hearing the musketeer swear, wished to escape from 
under the cloak which blinded him, and endeavored to make hi.s way up 
the folds of it. He was particularly anxious to avoid marring the fresh- 
ness of the magnificent baldrick we are acquainted with ; but on timidly 
opening his eyes, he found himself with his nose fixed between the two 
shoulders of Porthos, that is to say, exactly upon the baldrick. 

Alas ! how most of the things in this world have nothing in their 
favor but appearances ! the baldrick was glittering with gold in the front, 
but was nothing but simple buff behind. Vainglorious as he was, Porthos 
could not afford to have an entirely gold-worked baldrick, but had, at 
least, half one ; the care on account of the cold, and the necessity for 
the cloak became intelligible. 

“Vertubleur cried Porthos, making strong efforts to get rid of D’Ar- 
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tagnan, who was wriggling about his back, “the fellow must be mad to 
run against people in this manner!” 

“Excuse me!” said D’Artagnan, reappearing under the shoulder of 
the giant, “but I am in such haste — was running after some one 
and ” 

“And do you always forget your eyes when you happen to be in a 
hurry?” asked Porthos. 

“No,” replied D’Artagnan, piqued, “no, and thanks to my eyes, I 
can see what other people cannot see.” 

Whether Porthos understood him or did not understand him, giving 
way to his anger : 

“Monsieur,” said he, “you stand a chance of getting chastised if you 
run against musketeers in this fashion.” 

“Chastised, monsieur !” said D’Artagnan, “the expression is strong.” 

“It is one that becomes a man accustomed to look his enemies in the 
face.” 

“Ah! pardieu! I know full well that you don’t turn your back to 
yours !” 

And the young man, delighted with his joke, went away laughing 
loudly. 

Porthos foamed with rage, and made a movement to rush after 
D’Artagnan. 

“Presently, presently,” cried the latter, “when you haven’t your cloak 
on.” 

“At one o’clock then, behind the Luxembourg.” 

“Very well, at one o’clock, then,” replied D’Artagnan, turning the 
angle of the street. 

But neither in the street he had passed through, nor in the one 
which his eager glance pervaded, could he see any one ; however slowly 
the unknown had walked, he was gone on his way, or perhaps had 
entered some house. D’Artagnan inquired of every one he met with, 
went down to the ferry, came up again by the Rue de Seine, and the 
Croix Rouge; but nothing, absolutely nothing! This chase was, how- 
ever, advantageous to him in one sense, for in proportion as the perspira- 
tion broke from his forehead, his heart began to cool. 

He began to reflect upon the events that had passed; they were 
numerous and inauspicious ; it was scarcely eleven o’clock in the morn- 
ing, and yet this morning had already brought him into disgrace with 
M. de Ti'eville, who could not fail to think the manner in which D’Ar- 
tagnan had left him a little cavalier. 

Besides this, he had drawn upon himself two good duels with two 
men, each capable of killing three D’Artagnans, with two musketeers, 
in short, with two of those beings whom he esteemed so greatly that he 
placed them in his mind and heart above all other men. 

Appearances were sad. Sure of being killed by Athos, it may easily 
be understood that the young man was not very uneasy about Porthos. 
As hope, however, is the last thing extinguished in the heart of man, he 
finished by hoping that he might survive, although terribly wounded in 
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both these duels, and in case of surviving, he made the following repre- 
hensions upon his own conduct. 

“What a hare-brained, stupid fellow I am ! That brave and unfor- 
tunate Atlios was wounded exactly on that shoulder against which I 
must run head-foremost, like a ram. The only thing that astonishes me 
is that he did not strike me dead at once: he had good cause to do so, 
the pain I gave him must have been atrocious. As to Porthos, oh ! as to 
Porthos, ma foi! that’s a droll affair!” 

And, in spite of himself, the young man began to laugh aloud, look- 
ing round carefully, however, to see if his solitary laugh, without an 
apparent cause, in the eyes of passers-by, offended no one. 

“As to Porthos, that is certainly droll, but I am not the less a giddy 
fool. Are people to be run against without warning ? No 1 and have I 
any right to go and peep under their cloaks to see what is not there? 
He would have pardoned me, he would certainly have pardoned me, if 
I had not said anything to him about that cursed baldrick, in ambiguous 
words, it is true, but rather drolly ambiguous 1 Ah I cursed Gascon that 
I am, I get from one hobble into another. Friend D’Artagnan,” con- 
tinued he, speaking to himself with all the amenity that he thought due 
to himself, “if you escape, of which there is not much chance, I would 
advise you to practice perfect politeness for the future. You must 
henceforth be admired and quoted as a model of it. To be obliging 
and polite does not necessarily make a man a coward. Look at Aramis 
now; Aramis is mildness and grace personified. Well! did ever any- 
body dream of saying that Aramis is a coward? No, certainly not, and 
from this moment I will endeavor to model myself after him. Ah! 
that’s strange ! here he is !” 

D’Artagnan, walking and soliloquizing had arrived within a few 
steps of the Hotel d’Arguillon, and in front of that hotel perceived 
Aramis chatting gayly with three gentlemen of the king’s guards. On 
this part Aramis perceived D’Artagnan; but as he had not forgotten 
that it was before this young man that M. de Treville had been so angry 
in the morning, and that a witness of the rebuke the musketeers had 
received^ was not likely to be at all agreeable, he pretended not to sec 
him. D’Artagnan, on the contrary, quite full of his plans of conciliation 
and courtesy, approached the young men, with a profound bow, accom- 
panied by a most gracious smile. Aramis bowed his head slightlv, but 
did not smile. All four, besides, immediately broke off their conversation. 

D’Artagnan was not so dull as not to perceive that he was not 
wanted ; but he was not sufficiently broken into the fashions of the world 
to know how to extricate himself gallantly from a false position, a.s 
that of a man generally is who comes up and mingles with people he is 
scarcely acquainted with, and in a conversation that does not concern 
him. He was seeking in his mind, then, for the least awkward means 
of retreat,_when he remarked that Aramis had let his handkerchief fall, 
and’ by mistake, no doubt, had placed his foot uixm it, and it appeared 
a favorable opportunity to repair his intrusion : he stooped, and with the 
most gracious air he could assume, drew the handkerchief from under 
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the foot of the musketeer, in spite of the efforts the latter made to detain 
it, and holding it out to him, said : 

“I believe, monsieur, that this is a handkerchief you would be sorry 
to lose ?” 

The handkerchief was, in fact, richly embroidered, and had a coronet 
and arms at one of its corners. Aramis blushed excessively, and snatched 
rather than took the handkerchief from D’Artagnan’s hand. 

“Ah ! ah !” cried one of the guards, “will you persist in saying, most 
discreet Aramis, that you are not on good terms with Madame de Bois- 
Tracy, when that gracious lady has the kindness to lend you her hand- 
kerchief ?[’ 

Aramis darted at D’Artagnan one of those looks which inform a 
man that he has acquired a mortal enemy ; then, resuming his mild air : 

“You are deceived,, gentlemen,” said he, “this handkerchief is not 
mine, and I cannot fancy why monsieur has taken it into his head to offer 
it to me rather than to one of you, and as a proof of what I say, here is 
mine in my pocket.” 

So saying, he pulled out his own handkerchief, which was likewise 
a very elegant handkerchief, and of fine cambric, though cambric was 
then dear, but a haridkerchief with embroidery and without arms, only 
ornamented with a single cipher, that of the musketeer. 

This time D’Artagnan was not hasty, he perceived his mistake; but 
the friends of Aramis were not at all convinced by his assertion, and one 
of them, addressing the young musketeer with affected seriousness : 

“If it were as you pretend it is,” said he, “I should be forced, my 
dear Aramis, to reclaim it myself ; for, as you very well know, Bois^ 
Tracy is an intimate friend of mine, and I cannot allow the property of 
his wife to be sported as a trophy.” 

“You make the demand badly,” replied Aramis; “and while acknowl- 
edging the justice of your reclamation, I refuse it on account of the 
form.” 

“The fact is,” hazarded D’Artagnan timidly, “I did not see the hand- 
kerchief fall from the pocket of M. Aramis. He had his foot upon it, 
that is all, and I thought from his having his foot upon it, the handker- 
chief was his.” 

“And, you were deceiyed, my dear sir,” replied Aramis coldly, very 
little sensible to the reparation ; then turning toward that one of the 
guards who had declared himself the friend of Bois-Tracy; “besides,” 
continued he, “I have reflected, my dear intimate friend of Bois-Tracy, 
that I am not less tenderly his friend than you can possibly be, so that 
decidedly this handkerchief is as likely to have fallen from your pocket 
as mine.” . 

“No, upon my honor !” cried his majesty’s guard. 

“You are about to swear upon your honor and I upon my word, and 
then it will be pretty evident that one of us will have lied. Now, here, 
Montaran, we will do better than that, let each take a half.” 

“Of the handkerchief?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Perfectly just,” cried the two other guards— “the judgment of King 
Solomon! Aramis, you certainly are cram-full of wisdom!” 

The young men burst into a loud laugh, and, as may be supposed, the 
affair had no other consequence. In a moment or two the conversation 
ceased, and the three guards and the musketeer, after having cordially 
shaken hands, separated, the guards going one way, and Aramis another. 

“Now is my time to make my peace with this gentleman,” said 
D’Artagnan to himself, having stood on one side during the whole of the 
latter part of the conversation ; and with this good feeling drawing near 
• to Aramis, wdio was going without paying any attention to him. 

“Monsieur,” said he, “you will excuse me, I hope.” 

“All! monsieur,” interrupted Aramis, “permit me to observe to you, 
that you have not acted in this affair as a man of good breeding ought 
to have done,” 

“What, monsieur!” cried D’Artagnan, “you suppose 

“I suppose, monsieur, that you are not a fool, and that you knew 
very well, although coming from Gascony, that people do not tread upon 
pocket-handkerchiefs without a reason. What the devil ! Paris is not 
paved with cambric!” 

“Monsieur, you act wrongly in endeavoring to mortify me,” said 
D’Artagnan, with whom the natural quarrelsome spirit began to speak 
more loudly than his pacific resolutions. “I am from Gascony, it is true ; 
and since you know it, there is no occasion to tell you that GavScons are 
not very enduring, so that when they have begged to be excused at once, 
were it even for a folly, they are convinced that they have done already 
at least as much again as they ought to have done.” 

“Monsieur, what I say to you about the matter,” said Aramis, “is not 
for the sake of seeking a quarrel. Thank God! I am not a spadasin, 
and, being a musketeer but for a time, I only fight when I am forced to 
do so, and always with great repugnance ; but this time the affair is 
serious, for here is a lady compromised by you.” 

“By us, you mean,” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Why did you so injudiciously restore me the handkerchief ?” 

“Why did you so awkwardly let it fall?” 

“I have said, monsieur, that the handkerchief did not fall from my 
pocket,” 

“Well, and by saying so, you have lied twice, monsieur, for I saw 
it fall.” 

“Oh, oh ! you take it up in that way, do you, Master Gascon ? Well, 

I will teach you how to behave yourself.” 

“And I will send you back to your mass-book. Master Abbe. Draw, 
if you please, and instantly ” 

“Not so, if you please, my good friend, not here, at least. Do you 
not perceive that we are opposite the Hotel d’Arguillon, which is full of 
the cardinal’s creatures ? Plow do I know that it is not his eminence 
who has honored you with the commission to bring him in my head? 
Now I entertain a ridiculous partiality for my head, it seems to suit my 
shoulders so admirably. I have no objection to killing you, depend upon 
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that, but quietly, in a snug remote place, where you will not be able to 
boast of your death to anybody.” 

“I agree, monsieur, but do not be too confident. Take away your 
handkerchief ; whether it belongs to you or another, you may, perhaps, 
stand in need of it.” 

“Monsieur is a Gascon ?” asked Aramis, 

“Yes. Monsieur does not postpone an interview through prudence ?” 

“Prudence, monsieur, is a virtue sufficiently useless to musketeers, I 
know, but indispensable to churchmen; and as I am only a musketeer 
provisionally, I hold it good to be prudent. At two o’clock I shall have 
the honor of expecting you at the hotel of M. de Treville. There I will 
point out to you the best place and time,” 

The two young men bowed and separated, Aramis ascending the 
street which led to the Luxembourg, while D’Artagnan, perceiving the 
appointed hour was approaching, took the road to the Carmes-Deschaux, 
saying to himself, “Decidedly I can’t draw back; but at least, if I am 
killed, I shall be killed by a musketeer !” 


CHAPTER V. 

THE king’s musketeers AND THE CARDINAL’s GUARDS. 

D’Artagnan was acquainted with nobody in Paris. Pie went, there- 
fore, to his appointment with Athos, without a second, determined to be 
satisfied with those his adversary should choose. Besides, his intention 
was formed to make the brave musketeer all suitable apologies, but with- 
out meanness or weakness, fearing that that might result from this duel 
which generally results from an affair of the kind, when a young and 
vigorous man fights with an adversary who is wounded and weakened : 
if conquered, he douliles the triumph of his antagonist; if a conqueror, he 
is accused of foul play and want of courage. 

Now, we must have badly painted the character of our adventurer, 
or our readers must have already perceived that D’Artagnan was not a 
common man ; therefore, while repeating to himself that his death was 
inevitable, he did not make up his mind to die so quietly as another, less 
courageous and less moderate than he might have done in his place. Pie 
reflected uiion the different characters of the men he had to fight with, 
and began to view his situation more clearly. Pie hoped, by means of 
loyal excuses, to make a friend of Athos, whose nobleman air, and 
austere courage jdeased him much. He flattered himself he should be 
able to frighten Porthos with the adventure of the baldrick, which he 
might, if not killed upon the spot, relate to everybody — a recital which, 
well managed, would cover Poithos with ridicule; as to the astute 
Aramis, he did not entertain much dread of him, and if he should be able 
to get so far as him, he determined to despatch him in good style, or, 
at least, by hitting him in the face, as Caesar recoinmended his soldiers 
to do to those of Pompey, damage the beauty of which he was so proud 
forever. 


36 


The Three Musketeers 

In addition to this, D’Artagnan possessed that invincible stock of 
resolution which the counsels of his father had implanted in his heart 
Endure nothing- from any one but the king, the cardinal, and M. de 
Treville. He flew, then, rather than walked, toward the convent of the 
Carmes Dechausses, or rather Dechaux, as it was called at that period, 
a sort of building without a window, surrounded by barren fields, an 
accessory to the Pre-aux-Clercs, and which was generally employed as 
the place for the rencounters of men who had no time to lose. 

When D’Artagnan arrived in sight of the bare spot of ground which 
extended along the foot of the monastery, Athos had been waiting about 
five minutes, and twelve o’clock was striking; he was, then, as punctual 
as the Samaritan woman, and the most rigorous casuist with regard to 
duels could have nothing to say. 

Athos, who still suffered grievously from his wound, though it had 
been dressed by M. de Treville’s surgeon at nine, was seated on a post 
and waiting for his adversary with that placid countenance and that 
noble air which never forsook him. At sight of D’Artagnan, he arose 
and came politely a few steps to meet him. The latter, on his side, 
saluted his adversary with hat in hand, and his feather even touching the 
ground. 

“Monsieur,” said Athos, “I have engaged two of my friends as 
seconds ; but these two friends are not yet come, at which I am aston- 
ished, as it is not at all their custom to be behindhand.” 

“I have no seconds on my part, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan ; “for, 
having only arrived yesterday in Paris, I as yet know no one but M!, de 
Treville, to whom I was recommended by my father, who has the honor 
to be, in some degree, one of his friends.” 

Athos reflected for an instant. 

“You know no one but M. de Treville?” he asked. 

“No, monsieur; I only know him.” 

“Well, but then,” continued Athos, speaking partly to himself, “well, 
but then, if I kill you, I shall have the air of a boy-slayer.” 

“Not too much so,” replied D’Artagnan, with a bow that was not 
deficient in dignity, “not too much so, since you do me the honor to 
draw a sword with me while suffering from a wound which is very 
painful.” 

“Very painful, upon my word, and you hurt me devilishly, I can 
tell you; but I will take the left hand — I usually do so in such circum- 
stances. Do not fancy that I favor you— I use both hands equally ; and 
it will be even a disadvantage to you — <i left-handed man is very troul)le- 
some to people who are not used to it. I regret I did not inform you 
sooner of this circumstance.” 

“You are truly, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan, bowing again, “of a 
courtesy, for which, I assure you, I am very grateful,” 

“You confuse me,” replied Athos, with his gentlemanly air* “let 
us talk of something else, if you please. Ah, sang Dieu! how you’ have 
hurt me 1 my shoulder quite burns.” 

“If you would permit me—” said D’Artagnan, with timidity. 
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“What, monsieur?” 

“I have a miraculous balsam for wounds — a balsam given to me by 
my mother, and of which I have made a trial upon myself.” 

“Well?” 

“Well, I am sure that in less than three days this balsam would cure 
you ; and at the end of three days, when you would be cured — well, sir, 
it would still do me a great honor to be your man.” 

D’Artagnan spoke these words with a simplicity that did honor to 
his courtesy, without throwing the least doubt upon his courage. 

“Pardieu, monsieur!” said Athos, “that’s a proposition that pleases 
me ; not that I accept it, but it savors of the gentleman a league off. It 
was thus that spoke the gallant knights of the time of Charlemagne, in 
whom every knight ought to seek his model. Unfortunately, we do not 
live in the time of the great emperor ; we live in the times of Monsieur 
the Cardinal, and three days hence, however well the secret might be 
guarded, it would be known, I say, that we were to fight, and our combat 
would be prevented. I think these fellows will never come.” 

“If you are in haste, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan, with the same 
simplicity with which a moment before he had proposed to him to put 
off the duel for three days, “if you are in haste, and if it be your will 
to despatch me at once, do not inconvenience yourself — I am ready.” 

“Well, that is again well said,” cried Athos, with a gracious nod to 
D’Artagnan, that did not come from a man without brains, and certainly 
not from a man without a heart. “Monsieur, I love men of your kidney, 
and I foresee plainly that, if we don’t kill each other, I shall hereafter 
have much pleasure in your conversation. We will wait for these gen- 
tlemen, if you please ; I have plenty of time, and it will be more correct. 
Ah ! here is one of them, I think.” 

In fact, at the end of the Rue Vanguard, the gigantic form of Porthos 
began to appear. 

“What !” cried D’Artagnan, “is your first second M. Porthos ?” 

“Yes. Is that unpleasant to you ?” 

“Oh, not at all,” 

“And here comes the other.” 

D’Artagnan turned in the direction pointed to by Athos and perceived 
Aramis. 

“What !” cried he, in an accent of greater astonishment than before, 
“is your second witness M. Aramis?” 

“Doubtless he is. Are you not aware that we are never seen one 
without the others, and that we are called in the musketeers and the 
guards, at court and in the city, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, or the three 
inseparables? And yet, as you come from Dax or Pau ” 

“From Tarbes,” said D’Artagnan. 

“It is probable you are ignorant of this circumstance,” said Athos. 

“Ma fair replied D’Artagnan, “you are well named, gentlemen, and 
my adventure, if it should make any noise, will prove at least that your 
union is not founded upon contrasts.” 
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In the meantime Porthos had come up, waved his liancl to Alhos, and 
then turning toward D’Artagnan, stood quite astonished. 

Permit us to say, in passing, that he had changed his baldrick, and 
was without his cloak. 

“Ah, ah!” said he, “what does this mean?” 

“This is the gentleman I am going to fight with,” said Athos, pointing 
to D’Artagnan with his hand, and saluting him with the same gesture. 

“Why, it is with him I am also going to fight,” said Porthos. 

“But not before one o’clock,” replied D’Artagnan. 

“Well, and I also am going to fight with that gentleman,” said 
Araniis, coming on to the ground as he spoke. 

“But not till two o’clock,” said D’Artagnan, with the same cahimess. 

“But what are you going to fight about, Athos ?” asked Arainis. 

‘^Ma foil I don’t very well know; he hurt my shoulder. And you, 
Porthos?” 

“Ma foi! I am going to fight, because I am going to fight,” answered 
Porthos, coloring deeply. 

Athos, whose keen eye lost nothing, perceived a faintly sly smile 
pass over the lips of the young Gascon, as he replied: 

“We had a short discussion upon dress.” 

“And you, Aramis ?” asked Athos. 

“Ah, ours is a theological quarrel,” replied Aramis, making a sign 
to D’Artagnan to keep secret the cause of their dispute. 

Athos saw a second smile on the lips of D’Artagnan. 

“Indeed ?” said Athos. 

“Yes; a passage of St. Augustin, upon which we could not agree,” 
said the Gascon. 

“By jove! this is a clever fellow,” murmured Athos. 

“And now you are all assembled, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, 
“permit me to offer you my excuses.” 

At this word excuses, a cloud passed over the brow of Athos, a 
haughty smile curled the lips of Porthos, and a negative sign was the 
reply of Aramis. 

“You do not understand me, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, throwing 
up his head, the sharp and bold lines of which were at the moment 
gilded by a bright sun ray. “I ask to be excused in case I should not be 
able to discharge my debt to all three; for M. Athos has the right to 
kill me first, which must abate your valor in your own estimation, M. 
Porthos, and render yours almost null, M. Aramis. And now, gentle- 
men, I repeat, excuse me, but on that account only, and-— guard I” 

At these words, with the most gallant air possible, D’Artagnan drew 
his sword. 

The blood had mounted to the head of D’Artagnan, and at that 
moment he would have drawn his sword against all the musketeers in 
the kingdom, as willingly as he now did against Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis. 

It was a quarter past midday. The sun was in its zenith, and the 
spot chosen for the theater of the duel was exposed to its full power. 
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“It IS very hot,” said Athos, drawing his sword in his turn, “and 
yet I cannot take off my doublet for I just now felt my wound begin 
to bleed again, and I should not like to annoy monsieur with the sight 
of blood which he has not drawn from me himself.” 

“That is true, monsieur,” replied D’Artagnan, “and, whether drawn 
by myself or another, I assure you T shall always view with regret the 
blood of so brave a gentleman; I will therefore fight in my doublet, 
as you do.” 

“Come, come, enough of compliments,” cried Porthos ; “please to re- 
member we are waiting for our turns.” 

“Speak for yourself, when you are inclined to utter such incon- 
gruities,” interrupted Aramis. “For my part, I think what they say is 
very well said, and c^uite worthy of two gentlemen.” 

“When you please, monsieur,” said Athos, putting himself on guard. 

“I waited your orders,” said D’Artagnan, crossing swords. 

But scarcely had the two rapiers sounded on meeting, when a company 
of the guards of his eminence, commanded by M. de Jussac, turned the 
angle of the convent. 

“The cardinal’s guards! the cardinal’s guards!” cried Aramis and 
Porthos at the same time. “Sheathe swords! gentlemen! sheathe 
swords !” 

But it was too late. The two combatants had been seen in a position 
which left no doubt of their intentions. 

“Hola !” cried Jnssac, advancing toward them, and making a sign 
to his men to do so likewise, “hola ! musketeers, fighting here, then, are 
you? And the edicts, what is become of them?” 

“You are very generous, gentlemen of the guards,” said Athos, 
with acrimony, for Jussac was one of the aggressors of the preceding 
day. “If we were to see you fighting, I can assure you that we would 
make no effort to prevent you. Leave us alone, then, and you will enjoy 
a little amusement without cost to yourselves.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Jussac, “it is with great regret that I pronounce 
the thing impossil'jle. Duty before everything. Sheathe, then, if you 
please, and follow us.” 

“Monsieur,” said Aramis, parodying Jussac, “it would afford us 
great pleasure to obey your polite invitation, if it depended upon our- 
selves; but, unfortunately, the thing is impossible; M. de Treville has 
forbidden it. Pass on your way, then ; it is the best thing you can do.” 

This raillery exasperated Jussac. 

“We will charge upon you, then,” said he, “if you disobey.” 

“There are five of them,” said Athos, half aloud, “and we are but 
three ; we shall be l)eaten again, and must die on the spot, for, on my 
part, I declare I will never appear before the captain again as a con- 
quered man.” 

Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, instantly closed in, and Jussac drew up 
his soldiers. 

This .short interval was sufficient to determine D’Artagnan on the 
part he was to take; it was one of those events which decide the life 
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>f a man ; it was a choice between the king and the cardinal ; the choice 
nade, it must be persisted in. To fight was to disobey the law, to risk 
lis head, to make at once an enemy of a minister more powerful than 
.^he king himself ; all this the young man perceived, and yet, to his praise 
we speak it, he did not hesitate a second. Turning toward Athos and 
ais friends : 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “allow me to correct your words, if you please. 
You said you were but three, but it appears to me we are four. 

“But you are not one of us,” said Porthos. 

“That’s true,” replied D’Artagnan ; “I do not wear the uniform, but 
I am in spirit. My heart is that of a musketeer; I feel it, monsieur, and 
that impels me on.” 

“Withdraw, young man,” cried Jussac, who, doubtless, by his gesture 
and the expression of his countenance, had guessed D’Artagnan’s design. 
“You may retire, we allow you to do so. Save your skin ; begone quickly.” 

D’Artagnan did not move. 

“Decidedly you are a pretty fellow,” said Athos, pressing the young- 
man’s hand. 

“Come, come, decide one way or the other,” replied Jussac. 

“Well,” said Porthos to Ararais, “we must do something.” 

“Monsieur is very generous,” said Athos. 

But all three reflected upon the youth of D’Artagnan, and dreaded 
his inexperience. 

“We should only be three, one of whom is wounded, with the addi- 
tion of a boy,” resumed Athos, “and yet it will be not the le.ss said we 
were four men.” 

“Yes, but to yield !” said Porthos. 

“That’s rather difficult,” replied Athos. 

D’Artagnan comprehended whence a part of this irresolution arose. 

“Try me, gentlemen,” said he, “and I swear to you by my honor that 
I will not go hence if we are conquered.” 

“What is your name, my brave fellow ?” said Athos. 

“D’Artagnan, monsieur.” 

“Well, then! Athos, Porthos, Aramas, and D’Artagnan, forward!” 
cried Athos. 

“Come, gentlemen, have you made your minds up?” cried Jussac, for 
the third time. 

“It is done, gentlemen,” said Athos. 

“And what do you mean to do?” asked Jussac. 

“We are about to have the honor of charging you,” replied Aramis, 
lifting his hat with one hand, and drawing his sword with the other. 

“Oh ! you resist, do you !” cried Jussac. 

Wang Dim/ does that astonish you?” 

And the nine combatants rushed upon each other with a fury which, 
however, did not exclude a certain degree of method. 

Athos fixed upon a certain Cahusac, a favorite of the cardinal’s; 
Porthos had Bicarat, and Aramis found himself opposed to two adver- 
saries. As to D’Artagnan. he sprang toward Jussac him.self. The heart 
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of the young Gascon beat as if it would burst through his side, not from 
fear, God be thanked — ^he had not the shade of it — ^but with emulation ; he 
fought like a furious tiger, turning ten times round his adversary, and 
changing his ground, and his guard twenty times. Jussac was, as was 
then said, a fine blade, and had had much practice ; nevertheless, it 
required all his skill to defend himself against an adversary, who, active 
and energetic, departed every instant from received rules, attacking him 
on all sides at once, and yet parrying like a man who had the greatest 
respect for his own epidermis. 

This contest at length exhausted Jussac’s patience. Furious at being 
held in check by him whom he had considered a boy, he became warm, 
and began to commit faults. D’Artagnan, who, though wanting in prac- 
tice, had a profound theory, redoubled his agility. Jussac, anxious to put 
an end to this, springing forward, aimed a terrible thrust at his adver- 
sary, but the latter parried it; and while Jussac was recovering himself, 
glided like a serpent beneath his blade, and passed his sword through his 
body. Jussac fell like a dead mass. 

D’Artagnan then cast an anxious and rapid glance over the field of 
battle. 

Aramis had killed one of his adversaries, but the other pressed him 
warmly. Nevertheless, Aramis was in a good situation, and able to 
defend himself. 

Bicarat and Porthos had just made counter-hits; Porthos had 
received a thrust through hi.s arm, and Bicarat one through his thigh. 
But neitlier of the wounds was serious, and they only fought the more 
earnestly for them. 

Atho.s, wounded again by Cahusac, became evidently paler, but did 
not give way a foot: he had only changed his sword-hand and fought 
with his left hand. 

According' to the laws of duelling at that period, D’ Artagnan was, at 
liberty to as.sist the one he pleased. While he was endeavoring to find 
out which of his companions stood in greatest need, he caught a glance 
from Athos. This glance was of sublime eloquence. Athos would have 
died rather than ap])eal for help; but he could look, and with that look 
ask assistance. D’Artagnan interpreted it; with a terrible bound he 
sprang to the side of Cahusac, crying : 

‘'To me, monsieur ! guard, or I will slay you !” 

Cahusac turned ; it was time, for Athos, whose great courage alone 
supported him, sank upon his knee. 

'"Sang Diou!'* cried he to D’Artagnan, “do not kill him, young man, I 
beg of you ; I have an old affair to settle with him, when I am cured and 
sound again. Disarm him only — ^make sure of his sword ; that's it, that's 
it ! well "done ! very well done !“ 

This exclamation was drawn from Athos by seeing the sword of 
Cahusac fly twenty paces from him. D’Artagnan and Cahusac sprang 
forward at the same instant, the one to recover, the other to obtain the 
sword; but D’Artagnan, being the more active, reached it first, and 
placed his foot upon it. 
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Cahusac immediately ran to that of one of the guards that Aramis 
had killed, and returned toward D’Artagnan; hut on his way he met 
Athos, who, during this relief which D’Artagnan had procured him, had 
recovered his breath, and who, for fear that D’Artagnan should kill his 
enemy, wished to ’resume the fight, 

D’Artagnan perceived that it would be disobliging Athos not to leave 
him alone; and in a few minutes Cahusac fell, with a sword-thrust 
through his throat. 

At the same instant Aramis placed his sword-point on the breast of 
his fallen enemy, and compelled him to ask for mercy. 

There only then remained Porthos and Bicarat. Porthos made a 
thousand fanfraonnades, asking Bicarat what o’clock it could be, and 
offering him his compliments upon his brother’s having just obtained a 
company in the regiment of Navarre; but, joke as he might, he gained no 
advantage — Bicarat was one of those iron men who never fall dead. 

Nevertheless, it was necessary to put an end to the affair. The watch 
might come up, and take all the combatants, wounded or not, royalists 
or cardinalists. Athos, Aramis, and D’Artagnan surrounded Bicarat, and 
required him to surrender. Though alone against all, and with a wound 
in his thigh, Bicarat wished to hold out ; but Jussac, who had risen upon 
his elbow, cried out to him to yield. Bicarat was a Gascon, as D’Artagnan 
was ; he turned a deaf ear, and contented himself with laughing ; and, 
between two, parries, finding time to point to a spot of earth with his 
sword : 

“Here,” cried he, parodying a verse of the Bible, “here will Bicarat 
die, the only one of those who are with him !” 

“But there are four against you ; leave off, I command you.” 

“Ah! if you command me, that’s another thing,” said Bicarat; “you 
being my brigadier, it is my duty to obey.” 

And, springing backward, he broke his sword across his knee, to 
avoid the necessity of surrendering it, threw the pieces over the convent 
wall, and crossed his arms, whistling a cardinalist air. 

Bravery is always respected, even in an enemy. The musketeers 
saluted Bicarat with their swords, and returned them to their sheaths. 
D’Artagnan did the same; then, assisted by Bicarat, the only one left 
standing, he bore Jussac, Cahusac, and that one of Aramis’ adversaries 
who was only wounded, under the porch of the convent. The fourth as 
we have said was dead. They then rang the bell, and, carrying away four 
swords out of five, they took their road, intoxicated with joy, toward the 
hotel of M. de Treville. 

They walked arm in arm, occup3dng the whole width of the street, 
and accosting every musketeer they met, so that it in the end became a 
triumphal march. The heart of D’Artagnan swam in delight ; he marched 
between Athos and Porthos, pressing them tenderly. 

“If I am not yet a musketeer,” said he to his new friends, as he passed 
through the gateway of M. de Treville’s hotel, “at least I have entered 
upon my apprenticeship, haven’t I : ^ 
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HIS MAJESTY KING LOUIS XIII. 

Tins AFFAIR made a great noise. M. de Treville. scolded his mus- 
keteers in public, and congratulated them in private ; but as no time was 
to be lost in gaining the king, M. de Treville made all haste to the Louvre. 
Put he was too late; the king was closeted with the cardinal, and M. de 
Treville was informed that the king was busy, and could not receive him. 
In the evening, Mb de Treville attended the king’s play-table. The king 
was winning, and, as the king was very avaricious, he was in an excellent 
humor ; thus, perceiving M. de Treville at a distance : 

“Come here, monsieur le capitaine,” said he, “come here, that I may 
scold you. Do you know that his eminence has just been to make fresh 
complaints against your musketeers, and that with so much emotion that 
his eminence is indisposed this evening? Why, these musketeers of yours 
are very devils !” 

“No, sire,” replied Treville, who saw at the first glance which way 
things would take — “no, sire ; on the contrary, they are good creatures, 
as meek as lambs, and have but one desire, I’ll be their warranty; and 
that is, that their swords may never leave their scabbards but in your 
majesty’s service. But what are they to do ? the guards of monsieur the 
cardinal are forever seeking quarrels with them, and for the honor of 
the corps even, the poor young men are obliged to defend themselves.’*’ 

“Listen to M!. de Treville,” said the king, “listen to him! would not 
one say he was speaking of a religious community 1 In truth, my dear 
captain, I have a great mind to take away your commission, and give it 
to Mademoiselle de Chemcrault, to whom I promised an abbey. But don’t 
fancy that I am going to take you on your bare word ; I am called Louis 
the Just, Monsieur de Treville, £ind by and by, by and by, wt will see.” 

“Ah ! it is because I have a perfect reliance upon that justice that I 
shall wait patiently and quietly the good pleasure of your majesty.” 

“Wait, then, monsieur, wait,” said the king; “I will not detain you 
long.” \ 

In fact, fortune changed, and as the king began to lose what he had 
won, he was not sorry to find an excuse for leaving off. The king then 
arose a minute after, and putting the money which lay before him into 
his pocket, the major part of which arose from his winnings: 

“La Vieuville,” said he, “take my place; I must speak to M. de Tre- 
ville on an affair of importance. Ah, I had eighty louis before me ; put 
down the same sum, so that they who have lost may have nothing to com- 
plain of — justice liefore everything.” Then turning toward M. de Tre- 
ville, and walking with him toward the embrasure of a window: 

“Well, monsieur,” continued he, “you say it is his eminence’s guards 
who have sought a quarrel with your musketeers ?” 

“Yes, sire, as they always do.” 

“And how did the thing happen? let us see, for you know, my dear 
captain, a judge must hear both sides.” 
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“Good lord ! in the most simple and natural manner possible, i hree 
of my best soldiers, whom your majesty knows by name, and whose 
devotedness you have more tlian once appreciated, and who have, I dare 
affirm to the king, his service much at heart ; three of my best soldiers, 
I say — MM. Athos, Porthos, and Aramis— had made a party of pleasure 
with a young cadet from Gascony, whom I had introduced to them the 
same morning. The party was to take place at St. Germain, I believe, and 
they had appointed to meet at the Carmes-Deschaux, when they were, 
disturbed by M. de Jussac, MM. Cahusac, Bicarat, and two other guards, 
who certainly did not go there in such a numerous company without some 
ill intention against the edicts.” 

“Ah, ah ! you incline me to think so,” said the king : “there is no doubt 
they went thither to fight themselves.” 

“I do not accuse them, sire; but I leave your majesty to judge what 
five armed men could possibly be going to do in such a retired spot as 
the environs of the Convent des Carmes.” 

“You are right, Treville — ^you are right!” 

“Then, upon seeing my musketeers, they changed their minds, and 
forgot their private hatred for the hatred de corps, for your majesty 
cannot be ignorant that the musketeers, who belong to the king, and to 
nobody but the king, are the natural enemies of the guards, who belong 
to the cardinal.” 

“Yes, Treville, yes,” said the king, in a melancholy tone ; “and it is 
very sad, believe me, to see thus two parties in France, two heads to 
royalty. But all this will come to an end, Treville, will come to an end. 
You say, then, that the guards sought a quarrel with the musketeers?” 

“I say that it is probable that things have fallen out so, but I will not 
swear to it, sire. You know how difficult it is to discover the truth ; and 
unless a man be endowed with that admirable instinct which causes 
Louis XIII. to be termed the Just ” 

“You are right, Treville ; but they were not alone, your musketeers — 
they had a youth with them ?” 

“Yes, sire, and one wounded man; so that three of the king’s mus- 
keteers — one of whom was wounded, and a youth— not only maintained 
their ground against five of the most terrible of his eminence’s guards, 
but absolutely brought four of them to the earth.” 

“Why, this is a victory!” cried the king, glowing with delight, “a 
complete victory !” 

“Yes, sire; as complete as that of the bridge of Ce.” 

“Four men, one of them wounded, and a youth, say you ?” 

“One scarcely attained the age of a young man ; but who, however, 
behaved himself so admirably on this occasion that I will take the liberty 
of recommending him to your majesty.” 

“What is his name ?” 

‘ D Artagnan, sire ; he is the son of one of my oldest friends — the son 
of a man who served under your father of glorious memory, in the par- 
tisan war.” ■ ^ 
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“And yoti say that this young man behaved himself well? Tell me 
how, De Treville— you know how I delight in accounts of war and 
fights.” 

And Louis XIII. twisted his moustache proudly, placing his hand 
upon his hip. 

“Sire,” resumed Treville, “as I told you, M, d’Artagnan is little more 
than a boy, and as he has not the honor of being a musketeer, he 
was dressed as a private citizen; the guards of M. the Cardinal, per- 
ceiving his youth, ^ and still more that he did not belong to the corps, 
pressed him to retire before they attacked.” 

“So you may plainly see, Treville,” interrupted the king, “it was 
they who attacked ?” 

“That is true, sire ; there can be no more doubt on that head. They 
called upon him then to retire, but he answered that he was a musketeer 
at heart, entirely devoted to your majesty, and that he would therefore 
remain with messieurs the musketeers.” 

“Brave young man !” munmired the king. 

“Well, he did remain with them ; and your majesty has in him so firm 
a champion that it was he who gave Jussac the terrible sword-thrust 
which has made M. the Cardinal so angry.” 

“He who wounded Jussac!” cried the king — “he, a boy! Treville, 
that’s imixj.ssible !” 

“It is as I have the honor to relate it to your majesty.” 

“Jussac, one of the first swordsmen in the kingdom?” 

“Well, sire, for once he found his master.” 

“I should dike to see this young man, Treville — I should like to see 
him ; and if anytliing can be done — well, we will make it our business.” 

“When will your majesty deign to receive him?” 

“Tomorrow, at midday, Treville.” 

“Shall T bring him alone ?” 

“No ; bring me all four together ; I wish to thank them all at once. 
Devoted men are so rare, Treville, we must recompense devotedness.” 

“At twelve o’clock, .sire, we will be at the Louvre.” 

“Ah! l^y the back staircase, Treville, by the back staircase; it is 
useless to let the cardinal know.” 

“Ye.s, sire.” 

“You imderstand, Treville; an edict is still an edict — it is forbidden 
to fight, after all.” 

“But this encounter, sire, is quite out of the ordinary conditions of a 
duel ; it is a brawl, and the proof is that there were five of the cardinal’s 
guards against my three rnusketeei’s and M. d’Arta^nan.” 

“That is true,” said the king; “but never mind, Treville, come still by 
thebackstairca.se.” 

Treville smiled. But as it was already something to have prevailed 
upon this child t(.) rebel against his master, he saluted the king respect- 
fully, and, with this agreement, took leave of him. 

That evening the three musketeers were informed of the honor which 
was granted them. As they had long been acquainted with the king, they 
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were not much excited by the circurnstances ; but D'Artagnan, wdth his 
Gascon imagination, saw in it his future fortune, and passed the night in 
golden dreams. As early, then, as eight o’clock he was at the apartment 
of Athos, 

D’Artagnan found the musketeer dressed and ready to go out. As 
the hour to wait upon the king was not till twelve, he had made a party 
with Porthos and Aramis to play a game at tennis, in a tennis-court 
situated near the stables of the Luxembourg. Athos invited D’Artagnan 
to follow them ; and, although ignorant of the game, which he ha(l never 
played, he accepted the invitation, not knowing what to do with his time 
from nine o’clock in the morning, as it then scarcely was, till twelve. 

The two musketeers were already there, and were playing together. 
Athos, who was very expert in all bodily exercises, passed with D’Artag- 
nan to the opposite side, and challenged them ; but at the first effort he 
made, although he played with his left hand, he found that his wound was 
yet too recent to allow of such exertion. D’Artagnan remained, therefore, 
alone; and as he declared he was too ignorant of the game to play it 
regularly, they only continued giving balls to each other, without count- 
ing ; but one of these balls, launched by Porthos, Plerculean hand, passed 
so close to D’Artagnan’s face that he thought if, instead of passing near, 
it had hit him, his audience would have been probably lost, as it would 
have been impossible for him to have presented himself before the king. 
Now, as upon this audience, in his Gascon imagination, depended hi.s 
future life, he saluted Aramis and Porthos politely, declaring that he 
would not resume the game until he should be prepared to play with 
them on more equal terms ; and he went and took his place near the cord 
and in the gallery. 

Unfortunately for D’Artagnan, among the spectators was one of his 
eminence’s guards, who, still irritated by the defeat of his companions, 
which had happened only the day before, had promised himself to seize 
the first opportunity of avenging it. Pie believed this opixn-timity was 
now come, and addi*essing his neighbor : 

“It is not astonishing,” said he, “that that young man should be afraid 
of a ball ; he is doubtless a musketeer apprentice.” 

D’Artagnan turned round as if a serpent had stung him, and fixed his 
eyes hitensely upon the guard who had just made this insolent speech. 

“Pardicur resumed the latter, twisting his moustache, “look at tw 
as long as you like, my little gentleman, I have said what I have said.” 

“And as ^ since that which you have said is too clear to rc(]uire any 
explanation,” replied D’Artagnan, in a low voice, “I beg you will fol- 
low me.” 

‘‘And when?” asked the guard, with the same jeering air. 

“Immediately, if you please.” 

“And you know who I am, without doubt?” 

“I! no, I assure you I am completely ignorant; nor does it much 
concern me.” 

“You’re in the wrong there; for if you knew my name, perhaps you 
would not be m such a hurry.” 
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“What is your name, then?” 

“Bernajoiix, at your service.” 

“Well, then, Monsieur Bernajoux,” said D’Artagnan quietly, “I will 
wait for you at the door.” 

“Go on, monsieur, I will follow you.” 

“Do not appear to be in a hurry, monsieur, so as to cause it to be 
observed that we go out together ; you must be aware that for that which 
we have in hand company would be inconvenient.” 

“That’s true,” said the guard, astonished that his name had not pro- 
duced more effect upon the young man. 

In fact, the name of Bernajoux was known to everybody, D’Artagnan 
alone excepted, perhaps ; for it was one of those which figured most fre- 
quently in the daily brawls, which all the edicts of the cardinal had not 
been able to repress. 

Porthos and Aramis were so engaged with their game, and Athos was 
watching them with so much attention, that they did not even perceive 
their young companion go out, who, as he had told his eminence’s guard 
he would, stopped outside the door ; an instant after, the guard descended. 
As D’Artagnan had no time to lose, on account of the audience of the 
king, which was fixed for midday, he cast his eyes around, and seeing that 
the street was empty : 

“Ma foil” said he to his adversary, “ it is fortunate for you, although 
your name is Bernajoux, to have only to deal with an apprentice muske- 
teer ; never mind, be content, I will do my best. Guard !” 

“But,” said he whom D’Artagnan thus provoked, “it appears to me 
that this place is very ill-chosen, and that we should be better behind the 
Abbey St. Germain or in the Preaux-Clercs.” 

“What you say is very sensible,” replied D’Artagnan; “but unfor- 
tunately, I have very little time to spare, having an appointment at twelve 
precisely. Guard ! then, monsieur, guard !” 

Bernajoux was not a man to have such a compliment paid to him 
twice. In an instant his sword glittered in liis hand, and he sprang upon 
his adversary, whom, from his youth, he hoped to intimidate. 

But D’Artagnan had on the preceding day gone through his appren- 
ticeship. Fresh sharpened by his victory, full of the hopes of future 
favor, he was resolved not to give back a step ; so the two swords were 
crossed close to the hilts, and as D’Artagnan stood firm, it was his 
adversary who made the repeating step; but D’Artagnan seized the 
moment at which, in this movement, the sword of Bernajoux deviated 
from the line ; he freed his weapon, made a lunge, and touched his adver- 
sary on the shoulder. D’Artagnan immediately made a step backward 
and raised his sword ; but Bernajoux cried out that it was nothing, and 
rushing blindly upon him, absolutely spitted himself upon D’Artagnan’s 
sword. As, however, he did not fall, as he did not declare himself con- 
quered, but only broke away toward the hotel of M. de Tremouille, in 
whose service he had a relation, D’Artagnan was ignorant of the serious- 
ness of the last wound his adversary had received, pressed him warmly, 
and without doubt would soon have completed his work with a third 
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blow, when the noise which arose from the street being heard in the 
tennis-court, two of the friends of the guard, who had seen him go out 
after exchanging some words with D’Artagnan, rushed, sword in hand, 
from the court, and fell upon the conqueror. But Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis quickly appeared in their turn, and the moment the two guards 
attacked their young companion, drove them back. Bernajoux now fell, 
and as the gdards were only two against four, they began to cry, “To 
the rescue ! the hotel de Tremouille !” At these cries, all who were in 
the hotel rushed out, falling upon the four companions, who on their 
side cried aloud, “to the rescue ! musketeers !” 

This cry was generally attended to ; for the musketeers were known 
to be enemies to the cardinal and were beloved on account of the hatred 
they bore to his enemies. Thus the guards of other companies than 
those which belonged to the Red Duke, as Aramis had called him, in 
general, in these quarrels took part with the king’s musketeers. Of three 
guards of the company of M. Dessessart, who were passing, two came 
to the assistance of the four companions, while the other ran toward 
the hotel of M. de Treville, crying : “To the rescue ! musketeers 1 to the 
rescue!” As usual, this hotel was full of soldiers of this corps who 
hastened to the succor of their comrades ; the melee became general, but 
strength was on the side of the musketeers ; the cardinal’s guards and 
M. de la Tremouille’s people retreated into the hotel, the doors of which 
they closed just in time to prevent their enemies from entering with 
them. As to the wounded man, he had been taken in at once, and as we 
have said, was in a very bad state. 

Excitement was at its height among the musketeers and their allies, 
and they even began to deliberate whether they should not set tire to the 
hotel to punish the insolence of M. de la Tremouille’s domestics, in 
daring to make a sortie upon the king’s musketeers. The proposition had 
been made, and received with enthusiasm, when fortunately eleven o’clock 
struck ; D’Artagnan and his companions remembered their audience, and 
as they would very much have regretted that such a feat should be per- 
formed without them, they succeeded in quieting their coadjutors. The 
latter contented themselves with hurling some paving stones against the 
gates, but the gates were too strong ; they then grew tired of the sport ; 
besides, those who must be considered as the leaders of the enterprise 
had quitted the group and were making their way toward the hotel of 
M. de Treville, who was waiting for them, already informed of this 
fresh disturbance. 

“Quick to the Louvre,” said he, “to the Louvre without losing an 
instant, and let us endeavor to see the king before he is prejudiced by the 
cardinal : we will describe the thing to him as a consequence of the affair 
of yesterday, and the two will pass off together.” 

M. de Treville, accompanied by his four young men, directed his 
course toward the Louvre ; but to the great astonishment of the captain 
of the musketeers, he was informed that the king was gone stag-hunting 
in the forest of St. Germain. M. de Treville required this intelligence 
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to be repeated to him twice, and each time his companions saw his brow 
become darker. 

“Triad his majesty,” asked he, “any intention of holding this hunting 
party yesterday ?” 

“No, your excellency,” replied the valet de chambre, “the grand 
veneur came this morning to inform him that he had marked down a 
stag. He, at first, answered that he would not go, but could not resist 
his love of sport, and set out after dinner.” 

“Has the king seen the cardinal ?” asked M. de Treville, 

“Most probably he has,” replied the valet de chambre, “for I saw the 
horses harnessed to his eminence’s carriage this morning, and wh^n I 
asked where he was going, I was told to St. Germain.” 

“He is beforehand with us,” said M. de Treville. “Gentlemen, I will 
see the king this evening; but as to you, I do not advise you to risk 
doing so.” 

This advice was too reasonable, and, moreover, came from a man 
who knew^ the king too well, to allow the four young men to dispute it. 
M. de Treville recommended them each to retire to his apartment, and 
wait for news from him. 

On entering his hotel, M, de Treville thought it best to be first in 
making the complaint. He sent one of his servants to M. de la Tremouille 
with a letter, in which he begged of him to eject the cardinal’s guard 
from his house, and to reprimand his people for their audacity in making 
sortie against the king’s musketeers. But M. de la Tremouille, already 
prejudiced by his esquire, whose relation, as we already know, Bernajoux 
was, replied that it was neither for M. de Treville nor the musketeers to 
complain, but on the contrary, he, whose people the musketeers had 
assaulted and whose hotel they had endeavored to burn. Now, as the 
debate between these two nobles might last a long time, each becoming 
naturally, more firm in his own opinion, M. de Treville thought of an 
expedient which might terminate it quietly; which was to go himself, 
to M. de la Tremouille. 

He repaired, then, immediately to his hotel, and caused himself to 
be announced. 

The two nobles saluted each other politely, for if no friendship 
existed Ixdween them, there was at least esteem. Both were men of cour- 
age and honor ; and as M. de la Tremouille, a Protestant, and seeing the 
king seldom, was of no party, he did not, in general, carry any bias into 
his social relations. This time, however, his address, although polite, was 
colder than usual. 

“Monsieur !” said M. de Treville, “we fancy that we have each cause 
to complain of the other, and I am come to endeavor to clear up this 
affair.”' ■ _ 

“I have no objection,” replied M. de la Tremouille, “but I warn you 
that I have inquired well into it, and all the fault lies with your mus- 
keteers.” 

“You are too just and reasonable a man, monsieur !” said De Treville, 
“not to accept the proposal I am about to make to you.” 
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“Make it, monsieur. I am attentive ” 

“How is M. Bernajoux, your esquire’s relation?” 

“Why, monsieur, very ill, indeed I In addition to the sword thrust in 
his arm, which is not dangerous, he has received another right through 
his kings, of which the doctor speaks very unfavorably.” 

“But is the wounded man sensible?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Can he speak ?” 

“With difficulty, but he can speak.” 

“Well, monsieur, let us go to him ; let us adjure him, in the name of 
the God before whom he is called upon, perhaps quickly, to appear, to 
speak the truth. I will take him for judge in his own cause, monsieur, 
and will believe what he will say.” 

M. de la Tremouille reflected for an instant, then, as it was difficult 
to make a more reasonable proposal, agreed to it. 

Both descended to the chamber in which the wounded man lay. The 
latter, on seeing these two noble lords who came to visit him, endeavored 
to raise himself up in his bed, but he was too weak, and exhausted by 
the effort he fell back again almost insensible. 

M. de la Tremouille approached him, and made him respire some 
salts, which recalled him to life. Then M. de Treville, unwilling that it 
should be thought that he had influenced the wounded man, requested 
M. de la Tremouille to interrogate him himself. 

That which M. de Treville had foreseen, happened. Placed between 
life and death, as Bernajoux was, he had no idea for a moment of con- 
cealing the truth ; and he described to the two nobles the affair exactly 
as it had passed. 

This was all that M. de Treville wanted ; he wished Bernajoux a 
speedy recovery, took leave of M. de la Tremouille, returned to his hotel, 
and immediately sent word to the four friends that he awaited their 
company to dinner. 

M. de Treville received very good company, quite anti-cardinalist 
though. It may easily be understood, therefore, that the conversation, 
during the whole dinner, turned upon the two checks that his eminence’s 
guards had received. Now, as D’Artagnan had been the hero of these 
two fights, it was upon him that all the felicitations fell, which Athos, 
Porthos, and Aramis abandoned to him; not only as good comrades, but 
as men who had so often had their turn that they could very well afford 
him his. 

Toward six o’clock M. de Treville announced that it was time to go 
to the Louvre; but as the hour of audience granted by his majesty was 
past, instead of claiming the entree by the.-back stairs, he placed himself 
with the four young men in the antechamber. The king was not yet 
returned from hunting. Our young men had been waiting about half 
an hour, mingled with the crowd of . courtiers, when all the doors were 
thrown open, and his majesty was announced. 

At this announcement D’Artagnan felt himself tremble to the very 
marrow of his bones. The instant which was about to follow would, in 
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all probability, decide his future life. His eyes, therefore, were fixed in a 
sort of agony upon the door through which the king would pass. 

Louis XIII. appeared, walking fast; he was in hunting costume, 
covered with dust, wearing large boots, and had a whip in his hand. At 
the first glance, D’Artagnan judged that the mind of the king was stormy. 

This disposition, visible as it was in his majesty, did not prevent the 
courtiers from ranging themselves upon his passage. In royal ante- 
chambers it is better to be looked upon with an angry eye than not to be 
looked upon at all. The three musketeers, therefore, did not hesitate to 
make a step forward; D’Artagnan, on the contrary, remained concealed 
behind them ; but although the king knew Athos, Porthos, and Ararais 
personally, he passed before them without speaking or looking— -indeed, 
as if he had never seen them before. As for M, de Treville, when the 
eyes of the king fell upon him, he sustained the look with so much firm- 
ness that it was the king who turned aside; after which his majesty, 
grumbling, entered his apartment. 

“Matters go but badly,” said Athos smiling; “and we shall not be 
made knights of the order this time.” 

“Wait here ten minutes,” said M. de Treville; “and if, at the expira- 
tion of ten minutes, you do not see me come out, return to my hotel, for 
it will be useless for you to wait for me longer.” 

The four young men waited ten minutes, a quarter of an hour, twenty 
minutes ; and, seeing that M. de Treville did not return, went away very 
uneasy as to what was going to happen. 

M. de Treville entered the king’s closet boldly, and found his majesty 
in a very ill humor, seated on a fauteuil, beating his boot with the handle 
of his whip ; which, however, did not prevent his asking, with the greatest 
coolness, after his majesty’s health. 

“Bad ! monsieur — bad! je m'ennuie!” (I grow weary.) 

This was, in fact, the worst complaint of Louis XIII., who would 
sometimes take one of his courtiers to a window, and say, “Monsieur 
So-and-so, emmyons-nous ensemble/" (Let us weary one another.) 

“How! your majesty is becoming dull! Have you not enjoyed the 
pleasures of the chase today ?” 

“A fine pleasure, indeed, monsieur 1 Upon my soul, everything degen- 
erates ; and I don’t know whether it is the game leaves no scent, or the 
dogs that have no noses. We started a stag of ten-tine ; we chased him 
for six hours, and when he was near being taken — ^when St. Simon was 
already putting his horn to his mouth to sound the halali — crack, all the 
pack takes the wrong scent, and sets off after a two-tine. I shall be 
obliged to give up hunting, as I have given up hawking. Ah I I am an 
unfortunate king, Monsieur de Treville! I had but one gerfalcon, and 
he died the day before yesterday. ” 

“Indeed, sire, I enter into your annoyance perfectly ; the misfortune 
is great; but I think you have still a good number of falcons, sparrow- 
hawks, and tiercets.” 

“And not a man to instruct them. Falconers are declining ; I know 
no one but myself who is acquainted with the noble art of venery. After 
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me it will be all over, and people will hunt with gins, snares and traps. 
If I had but the time to form pupils 1 but there is M. le Cardinal always 
at hand, who does not leave me a moment’s repose; who talks to me 
perpetually about Spain, about Austria, about England. AhJ^ a propos 
of M. le Cardinal, Monsieur de Treville, I am vexed with you. 

This was the place at which M. de Treville waited for the king. He 
knew the king of old, and he knew that all these complaints were but a 
preface — a sort of excitation to encourage himself — and that he had now 
come to his point at last. 

“And in what have I been so unfortunate as to displease your maj- 
esty?” asked M. de Treville, feigning the most profound astonishment. 

“Is it thus you perform your charge, monsieur ?” continued the king, 
without directly replying to De Treville’s question ; “is it for this I name 
you captain of my musketeers, that they should assassinate a man, dis- 
turb a whole quarter and endeavor to set fire to Paris, without your say- 
ing a word? But yet,” continued the king, '‘without doubt, my haste 
accuses you wrongly, without doubt the rioters are in prison, and you 
come to tell me justice is done.” 

“Sire,” replied M. de Treville calmly, “I come to demand it of you.” 

“And against whom, pray ?” cried the king. 

“Against calumniators,” said M. de Treville. 

“Ah f this is something new,” replied the king, “Will you tell me that 
your three damned musketeers, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, and your 
cadet from Bearn, have not fallen, like so many furies, upon poor Berna- 
joux, and have not maltreated him in such a fashion that probably by 
this time he is dead? Will you tell me that they did not lay siege to the 
hotel of the Due de la Tremouille, and that they did not endeavor to 
burn it? — which would not, perhaps, have been a great misfortune in 
time of war, seeing that it is nothing but a nest of Huguenots ; but which 
is, in time of peace, a frightful example. Tell me now — can you deny 
all this?” 

“And who has told you this fine story, sire ?” asked De Treville 
quietly. 

“Who has told me this fine story, monsieur? Who should it be but 
him who watches while I sleep, who labors while I amuse myself, who 
conducts everything at home and abroad — ^in Europe as well as in 
France?” 

“Your majesty must si:>eak of God, without doubt,” said M. de Tre- 
ville^; “for I know no one but God that can be so far above your majesty,” 

“No, monsieur; I speak of the prop of the state— of my only servant 
-of iny only friend — of M. de Cardinal.” % 

“His eminence is not his holiness, sire.” 

“What do you mean by that, monsieur?” 

“That it is only the pope that is infallible, and that this infallibility 
does not extend to the cardinals.” 

“You mean to say that he deceived me— you mean to say that he 
betrays me? You accuse him, then? Come, speak— confess freely that 
you. accuse him!” 


53 


Alexander Dumas 

“No, sire; but I say that he deceives himself; I say that he is ill 
informed; I say that he has hastily accused your majesty’s musketeers, 
toward whom he is unjust, and that he has not obtained his information 
from good sources.” 

“The accusation comes from M. de la Tremouille — from the duke 
himself. What do you answer to that?” 

“I might answer, sire, that he is too deeply interested in the question 
to be a very impartial evidence ; but so far from that, sire, I. know the 
duke to 1)e a loyal gentleman, and I refer the matter to him — but upon 
one condition, sire.” 

“What is that ?” 

“It is, that your niajesty will make him come here, will interrogate 
him yourself, tete-d-tete, without witnesses, and that I shall see your 
majesty as soon as you have seen the duke.” 

“What then ! and you will be bound,” cried the king, “by what M. de 
la Tremouille shall say ?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“You will abide by his judgment?” 

“Doubtless, I will,” 

“And you will submit to the reparation he may require ?” 

“Certainly.” 

“I.a Chesnaye !” cried the king ; “La Chesnaye !” 

Louis Xni.’s confidential valet de chambre, who never left the door, 
entered in reply to the call. 

“La Chesnaye,” said the king, “let some one go instantly and find 
M. de la Tremouille; I wish to speak with him this evening.” 

“Your maje.sty gives me your word that you will not see any one 
between M. de la Tremouille and me?” 

“Nobody— l.)y the word of a gentleman.” 

“Tomorrow then, sire ?” 

“Tomorrow, monsieur.” 

“At what o’clock, ^ilease your majesty?” 

“At whatsoever time you like.” 

“But I should be afraid of awakening your majesty, if I came too 
early.” 

“Awaken me! Do you think I ever sleep, then? I sleep no longer, 
monsieur. 1 sometimes dream, that’s all. Come, then, as early as you 
like — at seven o’clock, but beware, if you and your musketeers are 
guilty.” 

“If my mu.skcteers are guilty, sire, the guilty shall be placed in your 
majesty’s hands, who wall di.spo.se of them at your good pleasure. Does 
your majesty require anything further? Speak, I am ready to obey.” 

“No, monsieur, no ; I am not called Louis the Just without reason. 
Tomorrow, then, monsieur — ^tomorrow.” 

“Till then, God preserve your majesty.” 

However ill the king might sleep, M. de Treville slept still worse; he 
had ordered his three musketeers and their companion to be with him at 
half-past six in the morning. He took them with him, without encour- 
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aging them or promising them anything, and without concealing from 
them that their favor, and even his own, depended upon this cast of the 

dice. , , . , 1 

When arrived at the bottom of the back stairs, he desired them to 
wait. If the king was still irritated against them, they would depart 
without being seen ; if the king consented to see them, they would only 
have to be called. . . . 

On arriving at the king's private antechamber, M. de freville foipid 
La Chesnaye, who informed him that they had not been able to find 
M. de Tremouille on the preceding evening at his hotel, that he came 
in too late to present himself at the Louvre, that he had only that moment 
arrived, and that he was then with the king. 

This circumstance pleased M. de Treville much, as he thus became 
certain that no foreign suggestion could insinuate itself between M. de la 
Tremouille’s disposition and himself. 

In fact, ten minutes had scarcely passed away, when the door of the 
king’s closet opened, and M. de Treville saw M. de la Tremouille come 
out ; the duke came straight up to him, and said : 

de Treville, his majesty has just sent for me in order to inquire 
respecting the circumstances which took place yesterday at my hotel. I 
have told him the truth, that is to say, that the fault lay with my people, 
and that I was ready to offer you my excuses. Since I have the good 
fortune to meet you, I beg you to receive them, and to consider me always 
as one of your friends.” 

“Monsieur le Due,” said M. de Treville, “I was so confident of your 
loyalty, that I required no other defender before his majesty than your- 
self. I find that I have not been mistaken, and I am gratified to think 
that there is still one man in France of whom may be said, without dis- 
appointment, what I have said of you.” 

“That's well said,” said the king, who had heard all these compli- 
ments through the open door ; “only tell him, Treville, since he wishes to 
be considered as your friend, that I also wish to be one of his, but he 
neglects m.e; that it is nearly three years since I have seen him, and that 
I never do see him unless I send for him. Tell him all this for me, for 
these are things which a king cannot say himself.” 

“Thanks, sire, thanks,” said M. de la Tremouille; “but your majesty 
may be assured that it is not those— -I do not si>eak of M. de Treville — 
that is not those whom your majesty sees at all hours of the day that are 
the most devoted to you.” 

“Ah! you heard what I said? so much the better, duke, so much the 
better,” said the king, advancing toward the door. “Ah! that's you, 
Treville. Where are your musketeers? I told you the day l,)efore yes- 
terday to bring them with you, why have you not done so ?” 

“They are below, sire, and with your permission La Chesnaye will 
ell them to come up.” 

“Yes, yes, let them come up immediately; it is nearly eight o’clock, 
^d at nine I expect a visit. Go, monsieur le due, and return often Come 
m. Treville.” 
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The duke bowed and retired. At the moment he opened the door, 
the three musketeers and D’Artagnan, conducted by La Chesnaye, ap- 
peared at the top of the staircase. 

“Come in, my braves,” said the king, “come in ; I am going to scold 
you.” 

The musketeers advanced, bowing, D’Artagnan following closely 
behind them. 

“How the devil !” continued the king, “seven of his eminence’s guards 
placed Aorj de combat by you four in two days! That’s too many, gen- 
tlemen, too many ! If you go on so, his eminence will be forced to renew 
his company in three weeks, and I to put the edicts in force in all their 
rigor. One, now^ and then, I don’t say much about; but seven in two 
days, I repeat, it is too many, it is far too many 1” 

“Therefore, sire, your majesty sees that they are come quite contrite 
and repentant to offer you their excuses.” 

“Quite contrite and repentant! Hem!” said the king, “I place no 
confidence in their hypocritical faces ; in particular, there is one yonder 
of a Gascon look. Come hither, monsieur.” 

D’Artagnan, who understood that it was to him this compliment was 
addressed, approached, assuming a most deprecating air. 

“Why, you told me he was a young man ? This is a boy, Treville, a 
mere boy ! Do you mean to say that it was he who bestowed that severe 
thrust upon Jussac? And those two equally fine thrusts upon Berna- 
joux ?” 

“Truly !” 

“Without reckoning,” said Athos, “that if he had not rescued me 
from the hands of Cahusac, I should not now have the honor of making 
my very humble reverence to your majesty.” 

“Why, this Bearnais is a very devil ! Ventre-saint-gris ! Monsieur 
de Treville, as the king my father would have said. But at this sort of 
work many doublets must be slashed and many swords broken. Now 
Gascons are always poor, are they not ?” 

“Sire, I can assert that they have hitherto discovered no gold mines 
in their mountains ; though the Lord owes them this miracle in recom- 
pense of the manner in which they supported the pretensions of the 
king, your father.” 

“Which is to say, that the Gascons made a king of me, myself, seeing 
that I am my father’s son, is it not, Treville? Well, in good faith, I 
don’t say nay to it. La Chesnaye, go and see if, by rummaging all my 
pockets, you can find forty pistoles ; and if you can find them, bring them 
to me. And now, let us see, young man, with your hand upon your 
conscience, how did all this come to pass?” 

D’Artagnan related the adventure of the preceding day in all its 
details ; how, not having been able to sleep for the joy he felt in the ex- 
pectation of seeing his majesty, he had gone to his three friends three 
hours before the hour of audience; how they had gone together to the 
fives-court, and how, upon the fear he had manifested of receiving a ball 
in the face, he had been jeered at by Bernajoux, who had nearly paid 
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for his jeer with his life, and M. de la Tremouille, who had nothing to do 
with the matter, with the loss of his hotel. 

“This is all very well,” murmured the king; “yes, this is just the 
account the duke gave me of the affair. Poor cardinal ! seven men in 
two days, and those of his very best ! but that’s quite enough, gentlemen ; 
please to understand, that’s enough: you have taken your revenge for the 
Rue Ferou, and even exceeded it ; you ought to be satisfied.” 

“If your majesty is so,” said Treville, “we are.” 

“Oh, yes, I am,” added the king, taking a handful of gokl from La 
Chesnaye, and putting it into the hand of D’Artagnan. “Here,” said 
he, “is a proof of my satisfaction.” 

At this period the ideas of pride which are in fashion in our days did 
not yet prevail. A gentleman received from hand to hand, money from 
the king, and was not in the least in the world humiliated. D’Artagnaii 
put his forty pistoles into his pocket without any scruple; on the con- 
trary, thanking his majesty greatly. 

“There,” said the king, looking at a clock, “there, now, as it is half- 
past eight, you may retire ; for, as I told you, I expect some one at nine. 
Thanks for your devotedness, gentlemen. I may continue to rely upon 
it, may I not ?” 

“Oh, sir !” cried the four companions, wifli one voice, “we would 
allow ourselves to be cut to pieces in your majesty’s service!” 

“Well, well, but keep w^hole ; that will be better, and you will be more 
useful to me. Treville,” added the king, in a low voice, as the others 
were retiring, “as you have no room in the musketeers, and as we have 
besides decided that a novitiate is necessary before entering that corps, 
place this young man in the company of the guards of M. Dessessart, 
your brother-in-law. Ah! Pardieu! I enjoy beforehand the face the 
cardinal will make ; he will be furious ; but I don’t care ; I am doing what 
is right.” 

And the king w’-aved his hand to Treville, w'ho left him and rejoined 
the musketeers, whom he found sharing the forty pistoles with D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

And the cardinal, as his majesty had said, was really furious, so furi- 
ous that during eight days he absented himself from the king’s play-table, 
which did not prevent the king from being as complacent to him as pos- 
sible, or whenever he met him from asking in the kindest tone: 

“Well, monsieur the cardinal, how fares it with that poor Jussac, and 
that poor Bemajoux of yours ?” / 


CHAPTER VII. 

THE INTERIOR OF “tHE MUSKETEERS.” 

When D’Artagnan was out of the Louvre, and consulted his friends 
upon the use he had best make of his share of the forty pistoles, Athos 
advised him to order a good repast at the Pomme-de-Pin, Porthos to 
engage a lackey, and Aramis to provide himself with a suitable mistress 
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The repast was carried into effect that very day, and the lackey waited 
at table. The repast had been ordered by Athos, and the lackey furnished 
by Porthos. tie was a Picard, whom the glorious musketeer had picked 
up on the bridge De la Tournelle, making his rounds and spitting in the 
water. 

Porthos pretended that this occupation was a proof of a reflective and 
contemplative organization, and he had brought him away without any 
other recommendation. The noble carriage of this gentleman, on whose 
account he believed himself to be engaged, had seduced Planchet — that 
was the name of the Picard ; he felt a slight disappointment, however, 
when he saw that the place was already taken by a compeer named 
Mousqueton, and when Porthos signified to him that the state of his 
household, though great, would not support two servants, and that he 
must enter into the service of D’Artagnan. Nevertheless, when he waited 
at the dinner given by his master, and saw him take out a handful of gold 
to pay for it, he believed his fortune made, and returned thanks to heaven 
for having thrown him into the service of such a Croesus ; he preserved 
this opinion even after the feast, with the remnants of which he repaired 
his long abstinences. But when in the evening he made his master’s bed, 
the chimeras of Planchet faded away. The bed was the only one in the 
apartments, which consisted of an antechamber and a bedroom. Planchet 
slept in the antechamber upon a coverlet taken from the bed of 
D'Artagnan, and which D’Artagnan from that time made shift without. 

Atlios, on his part, had a valet whom he had trained in his service in 
a perfectly peculiar fashion, and who was named Grimaud. He was very 
taciturn, this worthy signor. Be it understood we are speaking of Athos. 
During the five or six years that he had lived in the strictest intimacy 
with his companions, Porthos and Aramis, they could remember having 
often seen him smile, but had never heard him laugh. His words were 
brief and expressive — conveying all that was meant — and no more : no 
embellishments, no embroidery, no arabesques. His conversation was a 
fact without any episodes. 

Although Athos was scarcely thirty years old, and was of great per- 
sonal beauty, and intelligence of mind, no one knew that he had ever had 
a mistress. He never spoke of women. He certainly did not prevent 
others from speaking of them before him, although it was easy to perceive 
that this kind of conversation, in which he only mingled by bitter words 
and misanthropic remarks, was perfectly disagreeable to him. His re- 
serve, his roughness, and his silence made almost an old man of him ; he 
had then, in order not to disturb his habits, accustomed Grimaud to obey 
him upon a single gesture, or upon the mere movement of his lips. He 
never spoke to him but upon most extraordinary occasions. 

Sometimes Grimaud, who feared his master as he did fire, while 
entertaining a strong attachment to his person, and a great veneration 
for his talents, believed he perfectly understood what he wanted, flew to 
execute the order received, and did precisely the contrary. Athos then 
shrugged his shoulders, and without putting himself in a passion, gave 
Grimaud a good thrashing. On these days he spoke a little. 
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Porthos, as we have seen, was of a character exactly opposite to that 
of Athos : he not only talked much, but he talked loudly ; little caring, 
w'e must render him that justice, whether anybody listened to him or not ; 
he talked for the pleasure of talking, and for the pleasure of hearing him- 
self talk; he spoke upon all subjects except the sciences, alleging in this 
respect the inveterate hatred he had borne to the learned from his child- 
hood. He had not so noble an air as Athos, and the consciousuess of his 
inferiority in this respect had, at the commencement of their intimacy, 
often rendered him unjust toward that gentleman, whom he endeavored 
to eclipse by his splendid dress. But with his simple musketeer’s uniform 
and nothing but the manner in which he threw back his head and advanced 
his foot, Athos instantly took the place which was his due, and consigned 
the ostentatious Porthos to the second rank. Porthos consoled himself 
by filling the antechamber of M. de Treville and the guard-room of the 
Louvre with the accounts of his bonnes fortunes, of which Athos never 
spoke, and at the present moment, after having passed from the noblesse 
of the robe to the noblesse of the sword, from the lawyer’s dame to the 
baroness, there was question of nothing less with Porthos than a foreign 
princess, who was enormously fond of him. 

An old proverb says, “Like master like man.” Let us pass then from 
the valet of Athos to the valet of Porthos, from Grimaud to Mousqueton. 

Mousqueton was a Norman, whose pacific name of Boniface his mas- 
ter had changed into the infinitely more sonorous one of Mousqueton. 
He had entered Porthos’ service upon condition that he should only be 
clothed and lodged, but in a handsome manner ; he claimed but two hours 
a day to himself, to consecrate to an employment which would provide 
for his other wants. Porthos agreed to the bargain ; the thing suited him 
wonderfully well. He had doublets for Mousqueton cut out of his old 
clothes and cast-off cloaks, and thanks to a very intelligent tailor, who 
made his clothes look as good as new by turning them, and whose wife 
was suspected of wishing to make Porthos descend from his aristocratic 
habits, Mousqueton made a very good figure when attending on his 
master. 

As for Aramis, of whom we believe we have sufficiently explained the 
character, a character besides which, like that of his companions, we shall 
be able to follow in its development, his lackey was called Bazin. Thanks 
to the hopes which his master entertained of some day entering into 
orders, he was always clothed in black, as became the servant of a church- 
man. This was a Berrichon of from thirty-five to forty years of age, mild, 
peaceable, sleek, employing the leisure his master left him in the. perusai 
of pious works, providing rigorously for two, a dinner of few dishes but 
excellent. For the rest, he was dumb, blind, and deaf, and of unimpeach- 
able fidelity. 

And now that we are acquainted, superficially at least, with the mas- 
ters and the valets, let us pass on to the dwellings occupied by each of 
them. 

Athos dwelt in the Rue Ferou, within two steps of the Luxembourg • 
his apartments consisted of two small chambers, very nicely fitted up, in 
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a furnished house, the hostess of which, still young, and still really hand- 
some, cast tender glances uselessly at him. Some fragments of great past 
splendor appeared here and there upon the walls of this modest lodging ; 
a sword, for example, richly damascened, which belonged by its make to 
the times of Francis I., the hilt of which alone, incrusted with precious 
stones, might be worth two hundred pistoles, and which, nevertheless, in 
his moments of greatest distress, Athos had never pledged nor offered for 
sale. This sword had long been an object of ambition for Porthos. 
Porthos would have given ten years of his life to possess this sword. 

One day when he had an appointment with a duchess, he endeavored 
even to borrow it of Athos. Athos, without saying anything, emptied his 
pockets, got together all his jewels, purses, aiguillettes, and gold chains, 
and offered them all to Porthos ; but as to the sword, he said, it was sealed 
to its place, and should never quit it until its master should himself quit 
his lodgings. In addition to the sword there was a portrait representing 
a nobleman of the time of Henry III., dressed with the greatest elegance, 
and who wore the order of the Holy Ghost ; and his portrait had with 
Athos certain resemblances of lines, certain family likenesses, which in- 
dicated that this great noble, a knight of the orders of the king, was his 
ancestor. 

Besides these, a casket of magnificent goldsmith’s work, with the same 
arms as the sword and the portrait, formed a middle ornament to the 
mantelpiece, which assorted badly with the rest of the furniture. Athos 
always carried the key of this coffer about him, but he one day opened it 
before Porthos, and Porthos was convinced that this coffer contained 
nothing but letters and papers — ^love letters and family papers, no doubt. 

Porthos lived in apartments, large in size, and of a very sumptuous 
appearance, in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier. Every time he passed with 
a friend before his windows, at one of which Mousqueton was sure to be 
placed in full livery, Porthos raised his head and his hand, and said, 
‘'That is my abode!" But he was never to be found at home, he never 
invited anybody to go up with him, and no one could form an idea of 
what these sumptuous apartments contained in the shape of real riches. 

As to Aramis, he dwelt in a little lodging composed of a boudoir, an 
eating-room, and a bedroom, which room, situated, as the others were, 
on the ground-floor, looked out upon a little fresh, green garden, shady 
and impcnetrahle to the eyes of his neighbors. 

With regard to D’Artagnan, we know how he was lodged, and we 
have already made acquaintance with his lackey. Master Planchet. 

D’Artagnan, who was by nature very curious, as people generally are 
who possess the genius of intrigue, did all he could to make out who 
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis really were; for under these noms de guerre 
each of these young men concealed his family name. Athos in particular, 
who savored of the noble a league off. He addressed himself then to 
Porthos, to gain information respecting Athos and Aramis, and to 
Aramis, in order to learn something of Porthos. 

Unfortunately Porthos knew nothing of the life of his silent com- 
panion but that which had transpired. It was said he had met with great 
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crosses in an affair of the heart, and that a frightful treachery had forever 
poisoned the life of this gallant young man. What could this treachery 
be ? All the world w'as ignorant of it. 

As to Porthos, except his real name, which no one but M. de Treville 
was acquainted with, as well as with those of his two comrades, his life 
was very easily known. Vain and indiscreet, it was as easy to see through 
him as through a crystal. The only thing to mislead the investigator 
would have been for him to believe all the good he said of himself. 

With respect to Aramis, while having the air of having nothing secret 
about him, he was a young fellow made up of mysteries, answering little 
to questions put to him about others, and eluding those that concerned 
himself. One day, D’Artagnan, having for a long time interrogated him 
about Porthos, and having learned from him the report which prevailed 
concerning the honne fortune of the musketeer with a princess, wished to 
gain a little insight into the amorous adventures of his interlocutor. 

“And you, my dear companion,’^ said he, “you who speak of the 
baronesses, countesses, and princesses of others ?” 

"Pardieu! I spoke of them because Porthos talked of them himself, 
because he has cried all these fine things before me. But, be assured, my 
dear Monsieur d’Artagnan, that if I had obtained them from any other 
source, or if they had been confided to me, there exists no confe.ssor more 
discreet than I am,” 

“Oh! I don’t doubt that,” replied D’Artagnan; “but it seems to 
me that you are tolerably familiar with coats of arms, a certain em~ 
broidered handkerchief, for instance, to which I owe the honor of your 
acquaintance ?” 

This time Aramis was not angry, but assumed the most modest air, 
and replied in a friendly tone : 

“My dear friend, do not forget that I wish to belong to the church, 
and that I avoid all mundane opportunities. The handkerchief you saw 
had not been given to me, but it had been forgotten, and left at my house 
by one of my friends. I was obliged to pick it up, in order not to com- 
promise him and the lady he loves. As for myself, I neither have nor 
desire to have a mistress, following, in that re.spect, the very judicious 
example of Athos, who has none, any more than I liave,” 

“But, what the devil! yon are not an abbe, you are a musketeer!” 

“A musketeer for a time, my friend, as the cardinal says, a innslceteer 
against my will, but a churchman at heart, believe me. Athos and Porthos 
dragged me into this to occupy me. I had, at the moment of being or- 
dained, a little difficulty with— But that would not interest you, and I 
am taking up your valuable time.” 

“Oh ! not at all ; it interests me very much,” cried D’Artagnan ; “and 
at this moment I have absolutely nothing to do.” 

“Yes. but I have my breviary to repeat,” answered Aramis ; “then 
some verses to compose, which Madame d’Aiguillon begged of me. Then 
I must go to Rue St. Honore, in order to purchase some rouge for^ 
Madame de^Chevreuse: so you see, my dear friend, that if you are not" 
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And Aramis held out his hand in a cordial manner to his young com- 
panion, and took leave of him. 

Notwithstanding- all the pains he took, D’Artagnan was unable to 
learn any more concerning his young friends. He formed, therefore, the 
resolution of believing in the present all that was said of their past, hoping 
for more certain and extended revelations from the future. In the mean- 
while, he looked upon Athos as an Achilles, Porthos as an Ajax, and 
Aramis as a Joseph. 

As to the rest, the life of our four young friends was joyous enough. 
Athos played, and that generally unfortunately. Nevertheless, he never 
borrowed a sou of his companions, although his purse was ever at their 
service: and when he had played upon honor, he always awakened his 
creditor by six o’clock the next morning to pay the debt of the preceding 
evening. 

Porthos played by fits : on the days he won he was insolent and osten- 
tatious : if he lost, he disappeared completely for several days, after which 
he reappeared with a pale face and thinner person, but with money in 
his purse. 

As to Aramis, he never played. He was the worst musketeer and 
the most unconvivial companion imaginable. He had always something 
or other to do. Sometimes, in the midst of dinner, when every one, under 
the attraction of wine and in the warmth of conversation, believed they 
had two or three hours longer to enjoy themselves at table, Aramis looked 
at his watch, arose with a bland smile, and took leave of the company, to 
go, as he said, to consult a casuist with whom he had an appointment. 
At other times he would return home to write a treatise, and requested 
his friends not to disturb him. 

At this Athos would smile, with his charming, melancholy smile, 
which so became his noble countenance, and Porthos would drink, swear- 
ing that Aramis would never be anything but a village cure. 

Planchet, D’Artagnan’s valet, supported his good fortune nobly ; he 
received thirty sous per day, and during a month he returned home gay 
as a chaffinch, and affable toward his master. When the wind of adversity 
began to blow upon the housekeeping of Rue des Fossoyeurs, that is to 
say, when the forty pistoles of King Louis XID. were consumed, or 
nearly so, he commenced complaints which Athos thought nauseous, 
Porthos unseemly, and Aramis ridiculous. Athos advised D’Artagnan 
to dismiss the fellow, Porthos was of opinion that he should give him a 
good thrashing first, and Aramis contended that a master should never 
attend to anything but the civilities paid him. 

“This is all very easy for you to say,” replied D’Artagnan ; “for you, 
Athos, who live like a dumb man with Grimaud, who forbid him to speak, 
and consequently never exchange ill words with him ; for you, Porthos, 
who carry matters in such magnificent style, and are a god for your valet 
Mousqueton ; and for you, Aramis, who, always abstracted by your theo- 
logical studies, inspire your servant Bazin, a mild, religious man, with a 
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profound respect ; but for me— who am without any settled means, and 
without resources— for me, who am neither a musketeer, nor even a 
guard, what am I to do to inspire either affection, terror, or respect in 
Planchet?” 

“The thing- is serious,” answered the three friends ; “it is a family 
affair ; it is with valets as with wives, they must be placed at once upon 
the footing in which you wish thei-n to remain. Reflect upon it,” 

D’Artagnan did reflect, and resolved to thrash Planchet in the interim, 
which -was executed with the conscience that D’Artagnan placed in every- 
thing ; then, after having w'ell beaten him, he forbade him to leave his 
service without his permission; for, added he, “the future cannot fail to 
mend ; I inevitably look for better times. Your fortune is therefore made 
if you remain with me, and I am too good a master to allow you to miss 
such a chance by granting you the dismissal you require.” 

This manner of acting created much respect for D’Artagnan’s policy 
among the musketeers. Planchet was equally seized with admiration, 
and said no more about going away. 

The life of the four young men had become common; D’Artagnan, 
who had no settled habits of his own, as he came from his province into 
the midst of a world quite new to him, fell easily into the habits of his 
friends. 

They rose about eight o’clock in tlie winter, about six in summer, and 
went to take the orderly words and see how things went on at M. de Tre- 
ville’s. D’Artagnan, although he was not a musketeer, performed the 
duty of one with remarkable punctuality : he went on guard, because he 
always kept company with that one of his friends who mounted his. He 
was well known at the hotel of the musketeers, where every one consid- 
ered him a good comrade; M. de Treville, who had appreciated him at 
the first glance, and who bore him a real affection, never ceased recom- 
mending him to the king. 

On their side, the three musketeers were much attached to their young 
comrade. The friendship which united these four men, and the want they 
felt of seeing each other three or four times a day, whether for duel, 
business, or pleasure, caused them to be continually running after one 
another like shadows, and the inseparables were constantly to be met with 
seeking each other, from the Luxembourg to the Place .Saint-Sulpice, or 
from the Rue du Vieux-Colombier to the Luxembourg. 

In the meanwhile the promises of M. de Treville went on prosper- 
ously. One fine morning the king commanded M. le Chevalier Desscssarts 
to admit D’Artagnan as a cadet in his company of guards. D’Artagnan, 
with a sigh, donned his uniform, which he would have exchanged for 
that of a musketeer, at the expense of ten years of his existence. But 
M. de Treville promised this favor after a novitiate of two years, a novi- 
tiate which might, besides, be abridged if an opportunity should present 
itself for D’Artagnan to render the king any signal service, or to distin- 
^ guish himself by some brilliant action. Upon this promise D’Artagnan 

retired, and the next day entered upon his duties. 
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Then it became the turn of Athos, Porthos and Aramis to mount 
guard with D’Artagnan, when he was on duty. By admitting D’Artagnan, 
the company of M. le Chevalier Dessessarts thus received four instead 
of one. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

A COURT INTRIGUE. 


In the meantime, the forty pistoles of King Louis XIII., like all 
Other things of this world, after having had a beginning had an end, and 
after this end our four companions began to be somewhat embarrassed. 
At first Athos supported the association for a time with his own means. 
Porthos succeeded him, and thanks to one of these disappearances to 
which he was accustomed, he was able to provide for the wants of all 
for a fortnight ; at last it became Aramis’ turn, who performed it with a 
good grace, and who succeeded, as he said, by selling some theological 
books, in procuring a few pistoles. 

They then, as they had been accustomed to do, had recourse to 
M. de Treville, who made some advances on their pay ; but these advances 
could not go far with three musketeers who were already much in arrears, 
and a guard who as yet had no pay at all. 

At length, when they found they were likely to be quite in want, they 
got together, as a last effort, eight or ten pistoles, with which Porthos 
went to the gaming-table. Unfortunately he was in a bad vein ; he lost 
all, together with twenty-five pistoles upon his parole. 

Then the inconvenience became distress ; the hungry friends, followed 
by their lackeys, were seen haunting the quays and guard-rooms, picking 
up among their friends abroad all the dinners they could meet with ; for, 
according to the advice of Aramis, it was prudent to sow repasts right 
and left in prosperity in order to reap a few in time of need. 

Athos was invited four times, and each time took his friends and their 
lackeys with him; Porthos had six occasions, and contrived in the same 
manner that his friends should partake of them ; Aramis had eight of 
them. He was a man, as must have been already perceived, who made 
but little noise, and yet was much sought after. 

As to D’Artagnan, who as yet knew nobody in the capital, he only 
found one breakfast of chocolate at the house of a priest who was his 
countryman, and one dinner at the house of a cornet of the guards. He 
took his army to the priest’s, where they devoured as much provision as 
would have lasted him for two months ; and to the cornet’s, who per- 
formed wonders ; but, as Planchet said, “People only eat once at a time, 
even though they eat much,” 

D’Artagnan then felt himself humiliated in having only procured one 
meal and a half for his companions, as the breakfast at the priest’s could 
only be counted as half a repast, in return for the feasts which Athos, 
Porthos, and Aramis had procured him. He fancied himself a burden to 
the society, forgetting in his perfectly juvenile good faith that he had fed 
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this society for a month, and he set his mind actively to work. He re- 
flected that this coalition of four young, brave, enterprising, and active 
men ought to have some other object than swaggering walks, fencing 
lessons, and practical jokes, more or less sensible. 

In fact, four men, such as they were, four men devoted to each other, 
from their purses to their lives, four men always supporting each other, 
never yielding, executing singly or together the resolutions formed in 
common; four arms threatening the four cardinal points, or turning 
toward a single point, must inevitably, either subterraneously, in open 
day, by mining, in the trench, by cunning, or by force, open themselves 
a way toward the object they wished to attain, however well it might be 
defended, or however distant it might seem. The only thing that aston- 
ished D’Artagnan was, that his friends had never yet thought of this. 

He was thinking alone, and seriously racking his brain to find a direc- 
tion for this single force four times multiplied, with which he did not 
doubt, as with the lever for which Archimedes sought, they should suc- 
ceed in moving the world, when some one tapped gently at his door. 
D’Artagnan awakened Planchet and desired him to go and see who was 
there. 

Let not the reader, from this phrase — “D’Artagnan awakened Plan- 
chet,” suppose that it was night, or that the day was not yet come. No, 
it had just struck four. Planchet, two hours before, had asked his mas- 
ter for some dinner, and he had answered him with the proverb, “He who 
sleeps dines.” And Planchet dined sleeping. 

A man was introduced of a common mien, with the appearance of 
a bourgeois. 

Planchet, by way of dessert, would have liked to hear the conversa- 
tion, but the bourgeois declared to D’Artagnan that that which he had to 
say being important and confidential, he desired to be left alone with him. 

' D’Artagnan dismissed Planchet, and requested his visitor to be 
seated. 

There was a moment of silence, during which the two men looked 
at each other, as if to make a preliminary acquaintance, after which 
D’Artagnan bowed as a sign that he was attentive. 

“I have heard speak of M. d’Artagnan as of a very brave young 
man,” said the bourgeois, “and this reputation, which he justly enjoys, 
has determined me to confide a secret to him.” 

“Speak, monsieur, speak,” said D’Artagnan, who instinctively scented 
something advantageous. 

The bourgeois made a fresh pause and continued : 

“I have a wife, who is seamstress to the queen, monsieur, and who is 
not deficient in either good conduct or beauty. I was induced to marry 
her, about three years ago, although she had but very little dowry, be- 
cause M. Laporte, the queen's cloak-bearer, is her godfather, and patron- 
izes her.” 

“Well, monsieur?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Well !” resumed the bourgeois, ‘Veil ! monsieur, my wife was car- 
ried off, yesterday morning, as she was coming out of her work-room.” 
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“And by whom was your wife carried off ?” 

“I know nothing certain about the matter, monsieur, but I suspect 
some one.” 

“And who is the person you suspect?” 

“A man who pursued her a long time ago.” 

“The devil!” 

“But allow me to tell you, monsieur,” continued the citizen, “that I 
am convinced that there is less love than policy in all this.” 

“Less love than policy,” replied D’Artagnan, with a very serious air, 
"and what do you suspect ?” 

“I do not know whether I ought to tell you what I suspect.” 

“Monsieur, I beg you to observe that I ask you absolutely nothing. 
It is you who have come to me. It is you who have told me that you 
had a secret to confide to me. Act then as you think proper ; there is 
still time to withhold it.” 

“No, monsieur, no ; you appear to be an honest young man, and I 
will place confidence in you. I believe, then, that love has nothing to do 
with the carrying off of my wife, as regards herself, but that it has been 
done on account of the amours of a much greater lady than she is.” 

“Ah I ah ! can it be on account of the amours of Madame de Bois- 
Tracy?” said D’Artagnan, wishing to have the air, in the eyes of the 
bourgeois, of being acquainted with the affairs of the court. 

“Higher, monsieur, higher.” 

“Of Madame d’Aigtiillon ?” 

“Still higher.” 

“Of Madame de Chevreuse ?” 

“Higher ; much higher !” 

“Of the ” D’Artagnan stopped. 

“Yes, monsieur,” replied the terrified bourgeois, in a tone .so low that 
he was scarcely audible. 

“And with whom?” 

“With whom can it be, if not with the duke of ” 

“The duke of ” 

/‘Yes, monsieur,” replied the bourgeois, giving a still lower intonation 
to his voice. 

“But how do you know all this ?” 

“How do I know it ?” 

“Yes, how do you know it? No half-confidence, or— -You under- 
stand !” 

“I know it from my wife, monsieur — ^from my wife herself.” 

“Who knows it — she herself — from whom ?” 

“From M. Laporte. Did I not tell you that she was the goddaughter 
of M. Laporte, the confidential man of the queen? Well/M. Laporte 
placed her near her majesty, in order that our poor queen might at least 
have some one in whom she could place confidence, abandoned as she 
is by the king, watched as she is by the cardinal, betrayed as she is by 
everybody.” ^ 

“Ah! ah ' it begins to develop itself,” said D’Artagnan. 
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“Now my wife came home four days ago, monsieur ; one of her con- 
ditions was that she should come and see me twice a week ; for, as I had 
the honor to tell you, my wife loves me dearly; my wife, then, came and 
confided to me that the queen, at this very moment, entertained great 
fears.” 

“Indeed!” 

“Yes. M. le Cardinal, as it appears, pursues her and persecutes her 
more than ever.^ He cannot pardon her the history of the Saraband. 
You know the history of the Saraband?” 

“PnrrffeM.Mcnow it!” replied D’Artagnan, who knew nothing about 
it, but who wished to appear to know everything that was going on. 

“So that now it is no longer hatred, but vengeance.” 

“Indeed!” 

“And the queen believes ” 

“Well, what does the queen believe?” 

“She believes that some one has written to the Duke of Buckingham 
in her name.” 

“In the queen’s name ?” 

“Yes, to make him come to Paris ; and when once come to Paris, to 
draw him into some snare.” 

“The devil ! But your wife, monsieur, what has she to do with all 
this ^ 

“Pier devotion to the queen is known, and they wish either to remove 
her from her mistress, or to intimidate her, in order to obtain her 
majesty’s secrets, or to seduce her and make use of her as a spy.” 

“That is all very probable,” said D’Artagnan ; “but the man who has 
carried her off — do you know him ?” 

“I have told you that I believe I know him.” 

“His name?” 

“I do not know that ; what I do know is that he is a creature of the 
cardinal’s, his dme damnee” 

“But you have seen him?” 

“Yes, my wife pointed him out to me one day.” 

“Has he anything remarkable about him, by which he may be recog- 
nized ?” 

“Oh! certainly; he is a noble of very lofty carriage, black hair, 
swarthy complexion, piercing eye, white teeth, and a scar on his temple.” 

“A scar on his temple,” cried D’Artagnan; “and with that, white 
teeth, a piercing eye, dark complexion, black hair, and haughty carriage ; 
why, that’s my man of Meuiig.” 

“He is your man, do you say?” 

“Yes, yes; but that has nothing to do with it. No, I am mistaken; 
that simplifies the matter greatly; on the contrary, if your man is mine, 
with one blow I shall obtain two revenges, that’s all ; but where is this 
man to be met with ?” 

“I cannot inform you,” 

“Plave you no information respecting his dwelling?” 
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''None ; one day, as I was conveying my wife back to the Louvre, he 
was coming out as she was going in, and she showed him to me.” 

“The devil! the devil!" murmured D’Artagnan; “all this is vague 
enough ; from whom did you learn the abduction of your wife?” 

“From M. Laporte.” 

“Did he give you any of the particulars?” 

“He knew none himself.” 

“And you have learned none from any other quarter ?” 

“Yes, I have received ” 

“What?” 

“I fear I am committing a great imprudence.” 

“You still keep harping upon that; but I beg leave to observe to you 
this time that it is too late now to retreat.” 

“I do not retreat, mordieu!'' cried the bourgeois, swearing to keep 
his courage up. “Besides, by the word of Bonacieux ” 

“Your name is Bonacieux?” interrupted D’Artagnan. 

“Yes, that is my name.” 

“You said then, by the word of Bonacieux! Pardon me tor inter- 
rupting you, but it appears to me that that name is familiar to me.” 

“Very possibly, monsieur. I am your proprietaire/* 

“Ah, ah !” said D’Artagnan, half rising and bowing ; “you are my 
proprietairef" 

“Yes, monsieur, yes. And as it is three months since you came, and 
engaged as you must be in your important occupations, you have for- 
gotten to pay me my rent ; as, I say, I have not tormented you a single 
instant, I thought you would appreciate my delicacy.” 

“How can it be otherwise, my dear Bonacieux ?” replied D’Artagnan ; 
“trust me, I am fully grateful for such conduct, and if, as I have told 
you, I can be of any service to you ” 

‘T believe you, monsieur, I believe you; and as I was about to say. 
by the word of Bonacieux! I have confidence in you.” 

“Finish, then, that which you were about to say.” 

The bourgeois took a paper from his pocket, and presented it to 
D’Artagnan. 

“A letter?” said the young man. 

“Which I received this morning,” 

D’Artagnan opened it, and as the day was beginning to decline, he 
drew near to the window to read it, and the bourgeois followed him. 

“Do not seek for your wife,” read D’Artagnan ; “she will be restored 
to you when there is no longer occasion for her. If you make a single 
step to find her you are lost.” 

“That’s pretty positive,” continued D’Artagnan ; “but after all, it is 
but a threat,” 

“Yes ; but that threat terrifies me. I am not a man of the sword at 
all, monsieur ; and I am afraid of the Bastille.” 

“Hum !” said D’Artagnan. “I have no greater regard for the Bastille t 
than you. If it were nothing hut a sword-thrust ” 

“I have depended upon you on this occasion, monsieur.” 




“You have?” 

“Seeing you constantly surrounded by musketeeers of a very superb 
appearance, and knowing that these musketeers belonged to M. de Tre- 
ville, and were consequently enemies of the cardinal, 1 thought that you 
and your friends, while rendering justice to our poor queen, would not 
be displeased at having an opportunity of giving his eminence an ill-turn.” 

“Without doubt.” 

“And then I thought that owing me three months’ rent, which I have 
said nothing about ” 

“Yes, yes; you have already given me that reason, and I find it 
excellent.” 

“Reckoning still further, that as long as you do me the honor to 
remain in my house, that I shall never name to you your future rent.” 

“Very kind!” 

“And adding to this, if there be need of it, meaning to offer you 
fifty pistoles, if against all probability you should be short at the present 
moment.” 

“Admirable ! but you are rich then, my dear Monsieur Bonacieux ?” 

“I am comfortably off, monsieur, that’s all : I have scraped together 
some such thing as an income of two or three thousand crowns in the 
mercery business, but more particularly in venturing some funds in the 
last voyage of the celebrated navigator, Jean Moquet ,* so that you under- 
stand, monsieur — But!” cried the bourgeois. 

“What !” demanded D’Artagnan. 

“Whom do I see yonder?” 

“Where?” 

“In the street, fronting your window, in the embrasure of that door : 
a man enveloped in a cloak.” 

“It is he!” cried D’Artagnan and the bourgeois at the same time, 
having each recognized his man. 

“Ah! this time,” cried D’Artagnan, springing to his sword, “this 
time he does not escape me!” 

Drawing his sword from the sheath, he rushed out of the apartment. 

On the staircase he met Athos and Porthos, who were coming to see 
him. They separated, and D’Artagnan rushed between them like light- 
ning. 

“Where the devil are you going?” cried the two musketeers in a 
breath. 

“The man of Meung!” replied D’Artagnan, and disappeared. 

D’Artagnan had more than once related to his friends his adventure 
with the unknown, as well as the apparition of the beautiful foreigner 
to whom this man had confided some important missive. 

The opinion of Athos was that D’Artagnan had lost his letter in the 
skirmish. A gentleman, in his opinion, and according to D’Artagnan’s 
portrait of him the unknown must be a gentleman, a gentleman would 
be incapable of the baseness of stealing a letter. 
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Porthos saw nothing in all this but a love-meeting, g;iven by a lady 
to a cavalier, or by a cavalier to a lady, which had been disturbed by the 
presence of D’Artagnan and his yellow horse. 

Aramis said that as these sorts of affairs were mysterious, it was 
better not to attempt to unravel them. 

They understood then, from the few words which escaped from 
D'Artagnan, what affair was in hand, and as they thought that after hav- 
ing overtaken his man or lost sight of him, D’Artagnan would return to 
his rooms again, they went in. 

When they entered D’Artagnan’s chamber, it was empty ; the proprie- 
taire, dreading the consequences of the encounter which was, doubtless, 
about to take place between the young man and the unknown, had, con- 
sistently with the character he had given himself, judged it most prudent 
to decamp. 

CHAPTER IX. 

D’ARTAGNAN BEGINS TO DEVELOP HIMSELF. 

As Athos and Porthos had foreseen, at the expiration of half an 
hour D’Artagnan returned. He had this time again missed his man, who 
had disappeared as if by enchantment. D’Artagnan had run, sword in 
hand, through all the neighboring streets, but had found nobody resem- 
bling the man he sought for ; then he did that by which, perhaps, he ought 
to have begun, which was to knock at the door against which the unknown 
was leaning; but it had proved useless to knock ten or twelve times run- 
ning, for no one answered, and some of the neighbors, who put their 
noses out of their windows, or were brought to their doors by the noise, 
had assured him that that house, all the openings of which were tightly 
closed, had been for six months completely uninhabited. 

While D’Artagnan was running through the streets and knocking 
at doors, Aramis had joined his companions, so that on returning home 
D’Artagnan found the meeting complete. 

“Well !” cried the three musketeers all together, on seeing D’Artagnan 
enter with his brow covered with perspiration, and his face clouded with 
anger. 

“Well!” cried he, throwing his sword upon the bed; “this man must 
be the devil in person ; he has disappeared like a phantom, like a shade, 
like a spectre.” 

“Do you believe in apparitions ?” asked Athos of Porthos, 

“I never believe in anything I have not seen, and as I never have seen 
an apparition, I don’t believe in them.” 

“The Bible,” said Aramis, “makes our belief in them a law ; the shade 
of Samuel appeared to Saul, and it is an article of faith that I should 
be vpy sorry to see any doubt thrown upon, Porthos.” 

‘At all events, man or devil, body or shadow, illusion or reality, 
this man is born for my damnation, for his flight has caused us to miss a 
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glorious affair, gentlemen, an affair by which there were a hundred pis- 
toles, and perhaps more to be gained.” 

“How is that?” cried Porthos and Aramis in a breath. 

As to Athos, faithful to his system of mutism, he satisfied himself 
with interrogating D’Artagnan by a look. 

“Planchet,” said D’Artagnan, to his domestic, who just then insinu- 
ated his head through the half-open door, in order to catch some frag- 
ments of the conversation, “go down to tay proprietaire, M. Bonacieux, 
and tell him to send me half a dozen bottles of Beaugency wine ; I prefer 
that.” 

“Ah ! ah ! what, are you in credit with your proprietaire, then?” asked 
Porthos. 

“Yes,” replied D’Artagnan, “from this very day, and mind! if the 
wine be not good, we will send to him to find better.” 

“We must use, and not abuse,” said Aramis sententiously. 

“I always said that D’Artagnan had the longest head of the four,” 
said Athos, who, after having uttered his opinion, to which D’Artagnan 
replied with a bow, immediately resumed his habitual silence. 

“But, come, tell us, what is this about ?” asked Porthos. 

“Yes,” said Aramis, “impart it to us, my dear friend, unless the honor 
of any lady be hazarded by this confidence; in that case you would do 
better to keep it to yourself.” 

“Be satisfied,” replied D’Artagnan, “the honor of no one shall have 
to complain of that which I have to tell you.” 

He then related to his friends, word for word, all that had passed 
between him and his landlord, and how the man who had carried off the 
wife of his worthy proprietaire was the same with whom he had had a 
difference at the hostelry of the Franc-Meunier. 

“Your affair is not a bad one,” said Athos, after having tasted the 
wine like a connoisseur, and indicated by a nod of his head that he 
thought it good, “and fifty or sixty pistoles may be got out of this good 
man. Then, there only remains to ascertain whether these fifty or sixty 
pistoles are worth the risk of four heads.” 

“But please to observe,” cried D’Artagnan, “that there is a woman in 
the affair, a woman carried off, a woman who is doubtless threatened, 
tortured perhaps, and all because she is faithful to her mistress.” 

“Beware, D’Artagnan, beware,” said Aramis, “you grow a little too 
warm in my opinion, about the fate of Madame Bonacieux. Woman 
was created for our destruction, and it is from her we inherit all our 
miseries.” 

At this speech of Aramis the brow of Athos became clouded, and 
he bit his lips. 

“It is not Madame Bonacieux about whom I am anxious,” cried 
D’Artagnan, “but the queen, whom the king abandons, whom the cardi- 
nal persecutes, and who sees the heads of all her friends fall one after 
the other.” 

“Why does she love what we hate most in the world, the Spaniards 
and the English ?” 
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“Spain is her country," replied D'Artagnan ; “and it is very natural 
that she should love the Spanish, who are the children of the same soil 
as herself. As to the second reproach, I have heard say that she does 
not love the English, but an Englishman.” 

“Well, and by my faith!” said Athos, “it must be confessed that this 
Englishman was worthy of being loved. I never saw a man with a nobler 
air than his.” 

“Without reckoning that he dresses as nobody else can,” said Porthos. 
“I was at the Louvre on the day that he scattered his pearls ; and, pardieu ! 
I picked up two that I sold for ten pistoles each. Do you know him, 
Ararais ?” 

“As well as you do, gentlemen; for I was among those who seized 
him in the garden at Amiens, into which M. Putange, the queen’s equerry, 
introduced me. I was at school at the time, and the adventure appeared 
to me to be cruel for the king.” 

“Which would not prevent me,” said D’Artagnan, “if I knew where 
the Duke of Buckingham was, to take him by the hand and conduct him 
to the queen, were it only to enrage the cardinal ; for our true, our only, 
our eternal enemy, gentlemen, is the cardinal, and if we could find means 
to play him a sharp turn, I confess that I would voluntarily risk my 
head in doing it.” 

“And did the mercer,” rejoined Athos, “tell you, D’Artagnan, that 
the queen thought that Buckingham had been brought over by a forged 
letter 

“She is afraid so.” 

“Wait a minute, then,” said Aramis. 

“What for ?” demanded Porthos. 

“Go on. I am endeavoring to remember some circumstances.” 

“And now I am convinced,” said D’Artagnan, “that this abduction of 
the queen’s woman is connected with the events of which we are speak- 
ing ; and perhaps with the presence of Monsieur de Buckingham at Paris.” 

“The Gascon is full of ideas,” said Porthos, with admiration. 

“I like to hear him talk,” said Athos, “his patois amuses me.” 

“Gentlemen,” cried Ararais, “listen to this.” 

“Listen to Aramis,” said his three friends. 

“Yesterday I was at the house of a doctor of theology whom I some- 
times consult about my studies.” 

Athos smiled. 

“He resides in a quiet quarter,” continued Aramis: “his tastes and 
his profession require it. Now, at the moment that I left his house ” 

H ere Ararais stopped. 

“Well,” cried his auditors; “at the moment you left his house?” 

Aramis appeared to make a strong inward effort, like a man who, in 
the full relation of a falsehood, finds himself stopped by some unforeseen 
obstacle ; but the eyes of his three companions were fixed upon him, their 
ears were wide open, and there were no means of retreating, 

“This doctor has a niece,” continued Aramis. 

“A niece ! has he ?” said Porthos. 
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"A very respectable lady/' said Aramis. 

The three friends burst into a loud laugh, 

"Ah ! if you laugh, or doubt what I say,” replied Aramis, “you shall 
know nothing.” 

“We are as stanch believers as Mahometans, and as mute as cata- 
falques,” said Athos. 

"1 will go on then,” resumed Aramis. “This niece comes sometimes 
to see her uncle; and, by chance, was there yesterday at the same time 
that I was, and I could do no less than offer to conduct her to her 
carriage.” 

“Oh 1 oh ! Then this niece of the doctor’s keeps a carriage, does she ?” 
interrupted Porthos, one of whose faults was a great incontinence of 
tongue ; “a very nice acquaintance, my friend !” 

“Porthos,” replied Aramis, “I have had occasion to observe to you, 
more than once, that you are very indiscreet ; and that is injurious to you 
among the women.” 

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” cried D’Artagnan, who began to get a 
glimpse of the result of the adventure, “the thing is serious ; endeavor, 
then, not to joke, if possible. Go on, Aramis, go on.” 

“All at once, a tall, dark gentleman — ^just like yours, D’Artagnan.” 

“The same, perhaps,” said he. 

“Possibly,” continued Aramis — ^“came toward me, accompanied by 
five or six men, who followed at about ten paces behind him ; and, in the 
politest tone, ‘Monsieur the Duke,’ said he to me, ‘and you, madame,’ 
continued he, addressing the lady, who had hold of my arm ” 

“The doctor’s niece ?” 

“Plold your tongue, Porthos,” said Athos ; “you are insupportable.” 

“ ‘Be so kind as to get into this carriage ; and that without offering 
the slightest resistance, or making the least noise.’ ” 

“He took you for Buckingham !” cried D’Artagnan. 

“I believe so,” replied Aramis. 

“But the lady ?” asked Porthos. 

“He took her for the queen !” said D’Artagnan. 

“Just so,” replied Aramis. 

“The Gascon is the devil !” cried Athos ; “nothing escapes him,” 

“The fact is,” said Porthos, “Aramis is of the same height, and some- 
thing of the shape of the duke ; but it nevertheless appears to me that the 
uniform of a musketeer ” 

“I wore a very large cloak,” said Aramis. 

“In the month of July ; the devil !” said Porthos. “Is the doctor afraid 
you should be recognized ?” 

“I can comprehend that the spy may have been deceived by the per- 
son ; but the face ” 

“I had a very large hat on/’ said Aramis. 

“Oh! good lord!” cried Porthos, “what precautions to study 
theology !” 
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'"Gentlemen, gentlemen/' said D'Artagnan, “do not let us lose our 
time in jesting; let us separate, and let us seek the mercer’s wife ; that is 
the key of the intrigue.” 

“A woman of such inferior condition! can you believe so?” said 
Porthos, protruding his lip with contempt. 

“She is goddaughter to Laporte, the confidential valet of the queen. 
Have I not told you so, gentlemen ? Besides, it has perhaps been a 
scheme of her majesty’s to have sought, on this occasion, for support so 
lowly. High heads expose themselves sometimes; and the cardinal is 
farsighted.” 

“Well,” said Porthos, “in the first place make a bargain with the mer- 
cer ; and a good bargain, too.” 

“That’s useless,” said D’Artagnan; “for I believe if he does not pay 
us, we shall be well enough paid by another party.” 

At this moment a sudden noise of footsteps was heard upon the stairs, 
the door was thrown violently open, and the unfortunate mercer rushed 
into the chamber in which the council was held. 

“Save me ! gentlemen I save me I” cried he. “There are four men 
come to arrest me ; save me ! for the love of heaven save me !” 

Porthos and Aramis arose. 

“A moment,” cried D’Artagnan, making them a sign to replace their 
half-drawn swords : “on this occasion we don’t require courage ; we must 
exercise prudence.” 

“And yet,” cried Porthos, “we will not leave ” 

“You will leave D’Artagnan to act as he thinks proper; he has, I 
repeat, the longest head of the four, and for my part, I declare I obey 
him. Do as you think best, D’Artagnan.” 

At this moment the four guards appeared at the door of the ante- 
chamber, but seeing four musketeers standing, and their swords by their 
sides, they hesitated to advance further. 

“Come in gentlemen, come in ; you are here in my apartment, and we 
are all faithful servants of the king and Monsieur le Cardinal.” 

“Then, gentlemen, you will not oppose our executing the orders we 
have received ?” asked the one who appeared to be the leader of the party. 

“On the contrary, gentlemen, we would assist you if it were 
necessary.” 

“What does he say?” grumbled Porthos. 

“That you are a simpleton,” said Athos ; “hold your tongue.” 

“But you promised me,” said the poor mercer, in a very low voice. 

'We can only save you by being free ourselves,” replied D’Artagnan, 
in a rapid, low tone, “and if we appear inclined to defend you, they will 
arrest us with you.” 

“It seems — nevertheless ” 

“Come in, gentlemen ! come in I” said D’Artagnan ; “I have no motive 
for defending monsieur. I saw him to-day for the first time, and he can 
tell you on what occasion ; he came to demand the rent of my lodging. 

T * M Bonacieux? Answer ?’C 
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“That’s the very truth,” cried the mercer, “but monsieur does not 
tell you ” 

“Silence, with respect to me! silence, with respect to my friends! 
silence about the queen above all, or you will ruin everybody without 
saving yourself. Now, gentlemen, you are at liberty to take away this 
man!” 

And D’Artagnan pushed the half-stupefied mercer among the guards, 
saying to him : 

“You are a shabby old fellow, my dear! you come to demand money 
of me ! of a musketeer ! to prison with him ! gentlemen, once more, take 
him to prison, and keep him under key as long as possible — that will 
give me time to pay him.” 

The sbirri were full of thanks, and took away their prey. 

At the moment they were going down, D’Artagnan laid his hand on 
the shoulder of their leader. 

“Shall I not have the pleasure of drinking to your health, and you to 
mine?” said D’Artagnan, filling two glasses with the Beaugency wine 
which he had obtained from the liberality of M. Bonacieux. 

“That will do me great honor,” said the leader of the sbirri, “and I 
consent thankfully.” 

“Then to yours, monsieur— -what is your name ?” 

“Boisrenard.” 

“Monsieur Boisrenard !” 

“To yours, my good sir — ^in your turn, what is your name, if you 
please?” 

“D’Artagnan.” 

“To yours, Monsieur d’Artagnan.” 

“And above all others,” cried D’Artagnan, as if carried away by his 
enthusiasm, “to that of the king and the cardinal.” 

The leader of the sbirri would perhaps have doubted the sincerity of 
D’Artagnan if the wine had been bad, but the wine was good, and he 
was convinced. 

“Why, what a devil of a villainy have you performed there,” said 
Porthos, when the alguazil-in-chief had rejoined his companions, and the 
four friends were left alone. “Shame! shame! for four musketeers to 
allow an unfortunate devil who cried out for help to be arrested from 
among them. And a gentleman to hob-nob with a bailiff !” 

“Porthos,” said Ararais, “Athos has already told you, you are a 
simpleton, and I am quite of his opinion. D’Artagnan, you are a gi*eat 
man, and when you occupy M. de Treville’s place, I will come and ask 
your influence to secure me an abbey,” 

“Well! I am quite lost!” said Porthos, “do you approve of what 
D’Artagnan has done ?” 

“Parbleu! indeed I do!” said Athos, “I not only approve of what he 
has done, but I congratulate him upon it.” 

“And now, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, without stopping to explain 
his conduct to Porthos — “all for one, one for all, that is our device, is 
it not ?” 
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“And yet !” said Porthos. 

“Hold out your hand and swear!” cried Athos and Aramis at once. 

Overcome by example, grumbling to himself, nevertheless, Porthos 
stretched out his hand, and the four friends repeated with one voice the 
formula dictated by D’Artagnan. 

“All for one, one for all.” 

“That's well! Now let every one retire to his own home,” said 
D’Artagnan, as if he had done nothing but command all his life~“and 
attention ! for from this moment we are at feud with the cardinal” 

CHAPTER X. 

A MOUSE-TRAP IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. 

The invention of the mouse-trap does not date froin our days ; as 
soon as societies, in forming, had invented any kind of police, that police 
in its turn, invented mouse-traps. 

As perhaps our readers are not familiar with the slang of the Rue de 
Jerusalem, and that it is fifteen years since we applied this word, for the 
first time, to this thing, allow us to explain to them what a mouse-trap is. 

When in a house, of whatever kind it may be, an individual suspected 
of any crime be arrested, the arrest is held secret ; four or five men are 
placed in ambuscade, in the first apartment, the door is opened to all that 
knock, it is closed after them, and they are arrested : so that at the end 
of two or three days they have in their jx>wer almost all the familiars 
of the establishment. And that is a mouse-trap. 

The apartment of Master Bonacieux then became a mouse-trap, and 
whoever appeared there was taken and interrogated by the cardinal’s 
people. It must be observed that as a private passage led to the first floor, 
in which D'Artagnan lodged, those who called to see him were exempted 
from this. 

Besides, nobody came thither but the three musketeers ; they had all 
been engaged in earnest search and inquiries, but had discovered nothing. 
Athos had even gone so far as to question M. de Treville, a thing which, 
considering the habitual mutism of the worthy musketeer, had very 
much astonished his captain. But M. de Treville knew nothing, except 
that the last time he had seen the cardinal, the king and the queen, the 
cardinal looked very thoughtful, the king uneasy, and the redness of the 
queen’s eyes denoted that she had been deprived of sleep, or had been 
weeping. But this last circumstance was not at all striking, as the queen, 
since her marriage, had slept badly and wept much. 

M. de Treville requested Athos, whatever might happen, to be ob- 
servant of his duty to the king, but more particularly to the queen, beg- 
ging him to convey his desires to his comrades. 

As to D’Artagnan, he did not stir from his apartment. He converted 
his chamber into an observatory. From his windows he saw all come 
who were caught; then, having removed some of the boarding of hi.s 
flnnr. and nothing remaining but a simple ceiling between him and the 
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room beneath, in which the interrogatories were made, he heard all that 
passed between the inquisitors and the accused. 

The interrogatories, preceded by a minute search operated upon the 
persons arrested, were almost all thus conceived. 

‘lias Madame Bonacieux sent anything to you for her husband, or 
any other person ? 

‘lias Monsieur Bonacieux sent anything to you for his wife, or for 
any other person? 

‘lias either the one or the other confided anything to you by word of 
mouth?" 

“If they were acquainted with anything, they would not question 
people in this manner,” said D’Artagnan to himself. “Now, what is it 
they want to know ? Why, if the Duke of Buckingham is in Paris, and 
if he has not had, or is not to have, some interview with the queen.” 

D’Artagnan was satisfied with this idea, which, after all he had heard, 
was not wanting in probability. 

In the meantime, the mouse-trap continued in operation, as likewise 
did D’Artagnan’s vigilance. 

On the evening of the day after the arrest of poor Bonacieux, as 
Athos had just left D’Artagnan to go to M. de Treville’s as nine o’clock 
had just struck, and as Planchet, who had not yet made the bed, was 
beginning his task, a knocking was heard at the street-door; the door 
was instantly opened and shut: some one was taken in the mouse-trap. 

D’Artagnan flew to his hole, and laid himself down on the floor at 
full length to listen. 

Cries were soon heard, and then moans, which some one appeared 
to be endeavoring to stifle. There were no interrogatories. 

“The devil!” said D’Artagnan to himself, “it’s a woman — ^they are 
searching her — she resists — ^they use force — ^the scoundrels !” 

In spite of all his prudence, D’Artagnan restrained himself with 
great difficulty from taking a part in the scene that was going on below. 

“But I tell you that I am the mistress of the house, gentlemen I I tell 
you I am Madame Bonacieux — I tell you I belong to the queen !” said 
the unfortunate woman. 

“Madame Bonacieux!” murmured D’Artagnan; “can I have been 
so lucky as to have found what everybody is seeking for?” 

The voice became more and more indistinct ; a tumultuous movement 
shook the wainscoting. The victim resisted as much as a woman could 
resist four men. 

“Pardon, gentlemen — ^par ” murmured the voice, which could 

now be only heard in inarticulate sounds. 

“They are binding her, they are going to drag her away,” cried 
D’Artagnan to himself, springing up from the floor. “My sword ! good, 
it is by my side. Planchet!” 

“Monsieur.” 

“Run and seek Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. One of the three will 
certainly be at home, perhaps all three are. Tell them to arm, to come 
here, and be quick ! Ah ! I remember, Athos is at M. de Treville’s.” 
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“But where are you going, monsieur, where are you going ?” 

“I am going down by the window, in order to be there the sooner,” 
cried D’Artagnan ; “on your part, put back the boards, sweep the floor, 
go out at the door, and run where I bid you.” 

“Oh ! monsieur ! monsieur ! you will kill yourself,” cried Planchet. 

“Hold your tongue, you stupid fellow,” said D’Artagnan, and laying 
hold of the window-frame, he let himself gently down, and the height 
not being great, he did not sustain the least injury. 

He then went straight to the door and knocked, murmuring : 

“I will go myself and be caught in the mouse-trap, but woe be to 
the cats that shall pounce upon such a mouse !” 

The knocker had scarcely sounded under the hand of the young man, 
than the tumult ceased, steps approached, the door was opened, and 
D’Aitagnan, sword in hand, rushed into the apartment of Master Bona- 
cieux, the door of which, doubtless, acted upon by a spring, closed 
after him. 

Then those who dwelt in Bonacieux’s unfortunate house, together 
with the nearest neighbors, heard loud cries, stamping of feet, clashing 
of swords, and breaking of furniture. Then, a moment after, such as. 
surprised by this tumult, had gone to their windows to learn the cause of 
it, could see the door open, and four men, clothed in black, not come out 
of it, but fly, like so many frightened crows, leaving on the ground, and 
on the corners of the furniture, feathers from their wings; that is to 
say, portions of their clothes and fragments of their cloaks. 

D’Artagnan was conqueror, without much trouble, it must be con- 
fessed, for only one of the alguazils was armed, and defended himself 
for form’s sake. It is true that the three others had endeavored to knock' 
the young man down with chairs, stools, and crockery ware ; but two or 
three scratches made by the Gascon's blade terrified them. Ten minute.s 
had sufficed for their defeat, and D’Artagnan remained ma.ster of the 
field of battle. 

The neighbors who had opened their windows, with sang froid pecu- 
liar to the inhabitants of Paris in these times of perpetual riots and dis- 
turbances, closed them again as soon as they saw the four men in black 
fly away : their instinct telling them that, for the moment, all was over. 

Besides, it began to grow late, and then, as at the present day, people 
went to bed early in the quarter of the Luxembourg. 

On being left alone with Madame Bonacieux^, D’Artagnan turned 
toward her; the poor woman reclined, where she had been left, upon a 
fauteidl, in a half-fainting state. D’Artagnan examined her with a 
rapid but an earnest glance. 

^ She was a charming woman, of about twenty-five years of age, dark- 
hair, blue eyes, and a nose slightly turned tip, admirable teetli and a com- 
plexion marbled with rose and opal There, however, stopped the signs 
which might have confounded her with a lady of rank. The hands were 
white, but without delicacy; the feet did not bespeak the woman of 
duality. Fortunately D’Artagnan was, as yet, not acquainted with such 
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While D’Artagnan was examining Madame Bonaciettjc, and was, as 
we have said, close to her, he saw on the groimd a fine cambric hand- 
kerchief, which he mechanically picked up, and at the corner of which 
he recognized the same cipher that he had seen on the handkerchief which 
had nearly caused him acd Aramis to cut each other’s throats. 

From that time D’Artagnan had been cautious with respect to hand- 
kerchiefs with arms on them, and he therefore placed the one he had 
just picked up in Madame Bonacieux’s pocket. 

At that moment Madame Bonacieux recovered her senses. She 
opened hei eyes, looked around her with terror, saw that the apartment 
was empty, and that she was alone with her liberator. She immediately 
held out her hands to him with a smile — ^Madame Bonacieux had the 
sweetest smile in the world ! 

“Ah ! monsieur !” said she, “you have saved me ; permit me to thank 
3mu.” 

“Madame,” said D’Artagnan, “I have only done what every gentle- 
man would have done in my place — ^you owe me no thanks.” 

“Oh ! yes, monsieur, oh ! yes ; and I hope to prove to you that you have 
not served an ingrate. But what could these men, whom I at first took 
for robbers, want with me, and why is M, Bonacieux not here ?” 

“Madame, those men were much more dangerous than any robbers 
could have been, for they are the agents of M. the Cardinal : and as to 
your husband, M. Bonacieux, he is not here, because he was yesterday 
evening taken away to the Bastille.” 

“My husband in the Bastille I” cried Madame Bonacieux. “Oh I good 
God ! what can he have done ? Poor dear man ! he is innocence itself !’^ 

And something like a faint smile glided over the still terrified features 
of the young woman. 

“What has he done, madame?” said D’Artagnan. “I believe that his 
only crime is to have at the same the good fortune and the misfortune to 
be your husband.” 

“But monsieur, you know then ” 

“I know that you have been carried off, madame.” 

“And by whom ? Do you know ? Oh, if you know, tell me !” 

“By a man of from forty to forty-five years of age, with black hair, 
a dark complexion, and a scar on his left templci” 

“That is he, that is he ; but his name?” 

“Ah! his name? I do not know that.” 

“And did my husband know I had been carried off ?” 

“He was informed of it by a letter written to him by the ravisher 
himself.” 

“And does he suspect,” said Madame Bonacieux, with some embar- 
rassment, “the cause of this event?” 

“He attributed it, I believe, to a political cause.” 

“I suspected so myself at first, and now I think entirely as he does. 
My dear M. Bonacieux has not then for an instant suspected me?” 

“So far from it, madame, he was too proud of your prudence, and 
particularly of your love.” 
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A second smile stole almost imperceptibly over the rosy lips of the 
pretty young woman. 

'‘But,” continued D’Artagnan, “how did you escape ?” 

“I took advantage of a moment at which they left me alone; and as 
I knew from this morning what to think of my abduction, with the help 
of the sheets I let myself down from the window ; then, as I concluded 
my husband would be at home, I hastened hither.” 

“To place yourself under his protection ?” 

“Oh ! no, poor dear man ! I knew very well that he was incapable of 
defending me; but, as he could be otherwise useful to us, I wished to 
inform him.” 

“Of what?” 

“Oh ! that is not my secret ; I must not, therefore, tell you.” 

“Besides,” said D’Artagnan — “pardon me, madam, if, guard as I 
am, I remind you of prudence — besides, I believe we are not here in a 
very proper place for imparting confidences. The men I have put to 
flight will return reinforced ; if they find us here, we are lost. I have sent 
for three of my friends, but who knows whether they may be at home?” 

“Yes! yes! you are right,” cried the terrified Madame Bonacieux; 
“let us fly ! let us save ourselves.” 

At these words she passed her arm under that of D’Artagnan, and 
pulled him forward eagerly. 

“But whither shall we fly? whither escape to?” 

“Let us in the first place get away from this house ; when clear of it 
we shall see,” 

And the young woman and the young man, without taking the trouble 
to shut the door after them, descended the Rue des Fossoyeurs rapidly, 
turned into the Rue des Fosses-Monsieur-le-Prince, and did not stop till 
they came to the Place-Saint-Surpree. 

“And now, what are we to do, and whither do you wish me to conduct 
you?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“I am quite at a loss how to answer you, I confess,” said Madame 
Bonacieux ; “my intention was to inform M. Laporte, by means of my 
husband, in order that M. Laporte might tell us exactly what has taken 
place at the Louvre in the course of the last three days, and whether there 
were any danger in presenting myself there,” 

“But I,” said D’Artagnan, “can go and inform M. Laporte.” 

“No doubt you could; only there is one misfortune in it, and that is 
that M. Bonacieux is known at the Louvre, and would be allowed to pass ; 
whereas you are not known there, and the gate would be closed against 
you.” 

“Ah! bah!” said D’Artagnan; “there is no doubt you have at some 
wicket of the Louvre a concierge who is devoted to you, and who, thanks 
to a password, would ” 

Madame Bonacieux looked earnestly at the young man. 

And if I give you this password, said she, “would you forget it 
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^Parole d’honneur! by the faith of a gentleman !” said D’Artagnan, 
with an accent so truthful no one could mistake it. 

“Then, I believe you; you appear to be a brave young man; besides, 
your fortune, perhaps, is at the end of your devotedness.” ' 

“I will do, without a promise, and voluntarily all that I can do to 
serve the king and be agreeable to the queen: dispose of me, then, as a 
friend.” 

“But I? where shall I go in the meanwhile?” 

“Do you know no one from whose house M. Laporte can come and 
fetch you?” 

“No, I know no one to whom I dare trust.” 

“Stop,” said D’Artagnan ; “we are near Athos’ door. Yes, here it is.” 

“Who is this Athos ?” 

“One of my friends.” 

“But, if he should be at home, and see me?” 

“He is not at home, and I will carry away the key, after having placed 
you in his apartment.” 

“But if he should return?” 

“Oh ! he won’t return ; and if he should, he will be told that I have 
brought a lady with me, and that lady is in his apartment.” 

“But that will compromise me sadly, you know.” 

“Of what consequence can it be to you? nobody knows you ! besides, 
we are in a situation in which we must not be too particular.” 

“Come, then, let us go to your friend’s house ; where does he live ?” 

“Rue Ferou, within two steps.” 

“Come, then !” 

And both resumed their way. As D’Artagnan had foreseen, Athos 
was not at home ; he took the key, which was customarily given him as 
one of the family, ascended the stairs, and introduced Madame Bona- 
cieux in to the little apartment of which we gave a description. 

“Here, make yourself at home,” said he, “wait here, fasten the door 
within, and open it to nobody unless you hear three taps like these ;” and 
he tapped thrice; “two taps close together and pretty hard, the other at a 
considerable distance and more light.” 

“That is all well,” said Madame Bonacieux; “now, in my turn, let 
me give you my orders.” 

“I am all attention.” 

“Present yourself at the wicket of the Louvre, on the side of the 
Rue de I’Echelle, and ask for Germain.” 

“Well ; and then ?” 

“He will ask you what you want, and you will answer by these two 
words — ^Tours and Bruxelles. He will immediately be at your com- 
mand.” 

“And what shall I order him to do?” 

“To go and fetch M. Laporte, the queen’s valet de chambreP 

“And when he shall have informed him, and M. Laporte is come?” 

“You will send him to me.” 

“That is all very well; but where and how shall I see you again?” 
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“Do you, then, wish much — ^to see me again ?" 

“Certainly, I do/’ 

“Well, let that care be mine, and be at ease.” 

‘T depend upon your word.” 

“You may,” 

D’Artagnan bowed to Madame Bonacieux, darting at her the rnost 
loving glance that he could possibly concentrate upon her charming little 
person ; and while he descended the stairs, he heard the door closed and 
double-locked. In two bounds he was at the Louvre : as he entered the 
wicket of i’Echelle, ten o’clock struck. All the events we have described 
had taken place within an hour. 

Everything fell out as Madame Bonacieux said it would. On hear- 
ing the password Germain bowed ; in a few minutes Laporte was at the 
lodge; in two words D’Artagnan informed him where Madame Bona- 
cieux was. Laporte assured himself, by having it twice repeated, of the 
exactitude of the address, and set off at a run. He had, however, scarcely 
got ten steps before he returned. 

“Young man,” said he to D’Artagnan, “I have a piece of advice to 
give you.” 

“What is it ?” 

“You may get into trouble by what has taken place.” 

“Do you think so ?” 

“Yes. Have you any friend whose clock is too slow ?” 

“What then ?” 

“Go and call upon him, in order that he may give evidence of your 
having been with him at half-past nine. In a court of justice that is 
called an alihi,^' 

D’Artagnan found his advice prudent, he took to his heels, and was 
soon at M. de Treville’s ; but instead of passing to the saloon with the 
rest of the world, he required to be introduced to M. cle Treville’s closet. 
As D’Artagnan so constantly frequented the hotel, no difficulty was made 
in complying with his request, and a servant went to inform M. de Tre- 
ville that his young compatriot, having something important to communi- 
cate, solicited a private audience. Five minutes after M. de Treville was 
asking D’Artagnan what he could do to serve him, and what caused his 
visit at so late an hour, 

“Pardon me, monsieur,” said D’Artagnaii, who had profited by the 
moment he had been left alone to put back M. de Treville’s clock three- 
quarters of an hour, “but I thought, as it was yet only twenty minutes 
past nine, it was not too late to wait upon you.” 

“Twenty minutes past nine!” cried M. de Treville, looking at the 
clock ; “why, that’s impossible !” 

‘Took, rather, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan, “the clock shows it.” 

“That’s true,” said M. de Treville ; “I should have thought it had been 
later. But what can I do for you ?” 

Then D’Artagnan told M. de Treville a long history about the queen. 
He expressed to him the fears he entertained with respect to her majesty ; 
v. he had heard of the projects of the cardinal with 
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regard to Buckingham ; and all with a traJfiquillity and sereneness of which 
M. de Treville was the more the dupe, from having himself, as we have 
said observed something fresh between the cardinal, the king, and the 
queen. 

As ten o’clock^ was striking, D’Artagnan left M. de Treville, who 
thanked him for his information, recommended him to have the service 
of the king and queen always at heart, and returned to the saloon. But 
at the foot of the stairs, D’Artagnan remembered he had forgotten his 
cane: he consequently sprang up again, re-entered the closet, with a turn 
of his finger set the clock right again, that it might not be perceived the 
next day that it had been put wrong, and certain from that time that he 
had a witness to prove his alibi, he ran downstairs and soon gained the 
street. 


CHAPTER XI. 

THE PLOT THICKENS. 

His visit to M. de Treville being paid, D’Artagnan took his pensive 
but longest way homeward. 

On what was D’Artagnan thinking, that he strayed thus from his 
path, gazing at the stars in the heaven, and sometimes sighing, sometimes 
smiling ? 

He was thinking of Madame Bonacieux. For an apprentice mus- 
keteer, the young woman was almost a loving ideality. Pretty, mysteri- 
ous, initiated in almost all the secrets of the court, which spread such a 
charming gravity over her pleasing features, she was suspected of not 
being insensible, which is an irresistible charm for novices in love of the 
other sex ; still further, D’Artagnan had delivered her from- the hands of 
the demons who wished to search and ill-treat her ; and this important 
service had established between them one of those sentiments of gratitude 
which so easily take another character. 

D’Artagnan already fancied himself, so rapid is the progress of our 
dreams upon the wings of imagination, accosted by a messenger from the 
young woman, who brought him some billet appointing a meeting, a gold 
chain, or a diamond. We have observed that some young cavaliers re- 
ceived presents from their king without shame ; let us add that, in these 
times of lax morality, they had no more delicacy with respect to their 
mistresses, and that the latter almost always left them valuable and dur- 
able remembrances, as if they endeavored to conquer the fragility of their 
sentiments by the solidity of their gifts. 

Men then made their way in the world by the means of women with- 
out blushing. Such as were only beautiful gave their beauty; whence, 
without doubt, conies the proverb, “That the most beautiful girl in the 
world can give no more than she has.” Such as were rich, gave in addi- 
tion a part of their money; and a vast number of heroes of that gallant 
period may be cited who would'neither have won their spurs in the first 
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place, nor their battles afterward, without the purse, more or less fur- 
nished, which their mistresses fastened to the saddle-bow. 

D'Artag'nan possessed nothing ; provincial diffidence, that slight var- 
nish, that ephemeral flower, that down of the peach, had been 1)orne to 
the winds by the but little orthodox counsels which the three musketeers 
gave their friend. D’Artagnan, following the strange custom of the 
times, considered himself at Paris as on a campaign, and that neither 
raore nor less than if he had been in Flanders — Spain yonder, woman 
here. In each there was an enemy to contend with, and contributions to 
be levied. 

But, we must say, at the present moment D’Artagnan was governed 
by a much more noble and disinterested feeling. The mercer had told 
him he was rich ; the young man might easily guess that, with so weak 
a man as M. Bonacieux, it was most likely the young wife kept the purse. 
But all this had no influence upon the feeling produced by the sight of 
Madame Bonacieux, and interest remained nearly foreign to this com- 
mencement of love, which had been the consequence of it. We say nearly, 
for the idea that a young, handsome, kind and witty woman is at the same 
time rich, takes nothing from the charm of this beginning of love, but, on 
the contrary strengthens it. 

There are in affluence a crowd of aristocratic cares and caprices which 
are highly becoming to beauty. A fine and white stocking, a silken robe, 
a lace kerchief, a pretty slipper on the foot, a tasty ribbon on the head, 
do not make an ugly woman pretty, but they make a pretty woman beau- 
tiful, without reckoning the hands which gain by all this; the hands, 
among women particularly, to be beautiful must be idle. 

Then D’Artagnan, as the reader, from whom we have not concealed 
the state of his fortune, very well knows — D’Artagnan was not a mil- 
lionaire; he hoped to become one some day, but the time which in his 
own mind he fixed upon for this happy change was still far distant. In 
the meanwhile, how disheartening to see the women one loves long for 
those thousands of nothings which constitute a woman’s hapifiness, and 
be unable to give her those thousands of nothings ! At least, wdien the 
woman is rich and the lover is not, that which he cannot offer she offers 
to herself ; and although it is generally with her husband’s money that 
she procures herself this indulgence, the gratitude for it seldom reverts 
to him. 

Then D’Artagnan, disposed to become the most tender of lovers, was 
at the same time a very devoted friend. In the midst of his amorous 
projects upon the mercer’s wife, he did not forget his friends. The pretty 
Madame Bonacieux was just the woman to walk with in the. Plaine 
St. Denis, or in the fair of Saint-Germain, in company with Athos, Por- 
thos and Aramis, to whom D’Artagnan would be so proud to display such 
a conquest. Then, when people walk for any length of time they become 
hungry, at least D’Artagnan had fancied so several times lately ; and they 
could enjoy some of those little charming dinners, in which we, on one 
otVip ^nurh die hand of a friend, and on the other, the foot of a mistress. 
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Besides, on pressing occasions, in extreme difficulties, D’Artagnan would 
become the preserver of his friends. 

And Monsieur Bonacieux, whom D’Artagnan had pushed into the 
hands of the shirri denying him aloud, although he had promised in a 
whisper to save him ! We are compelled to admit to our readers that 
D’Artagnan thought nothing about him in any way ; or that, if he did 
think of him, it was only to say to himself that he was very well where 
he was, wherever it might be. Love is the most selfish of all the passions. 

Let our readers, however, be satisfied ; if D’Artagnan forgets his host, 
or appears to forget him, under the pretense of not knowing where he 
has been taken to; we will not forget him, and we know where he is. 
But for the moment, let us do as the amorous Gascon did ; we will see 
after the worthy mercer presently. 

D’Artagnan, reflecting on his future loves, addressing himself to the 
beautiful night, and smiling at the stars, reascended the Rue Cherche- 
Midi, or Chasse-Midi, as it was then called. As he found himself in the 
quarter in which Aramis lived, he took it into his head to pay his friend 
a visit, in order to explain to him why he had sent Planchet to him, with 
a request that he would come instantly to the mouse-trap. Now, if 
Aramis was at home when Planchet came to his abode, he had doubtless 
hastened to the Rue des Fossoyeurs, and finding nobody there but his 
two other companions, perhaps they would not be able to conceive what 
all this meant. This mystery required an explanation ; at least, so D’Ar- 
tagnan thought. 

And he likewise whispered to himself that he thought this was an 
opportunity for talking about pretty little Madame Bonacieux, of whom 
his head, if not his heart, was already full. We must never look for dis- 
cretion in first love. First love is accompanied by such excessive joy, that 
unless this joy be allowed to overflow, it will stifle you. 

Paris for two hours past had been dark, and began to be deserted. 
Eleven o’clock struck by all the clocks of the Faubourg Saint-Germain; 
it was delightful weather ; D’Artagnan was passing along a lane upon the 
spot where the Rue d’Assas is now situated, respiring the balmy emana- 
tions which were borne upon the wind from the Rue Vaugirard, and 
which arose from the gardens refreshed by the dews of evening and the 
breeze of night. From a distance sounded, deadened, however, by good 
shutters, the songs of the tipples enjoying themselves in cabarets in the 
plain. When arrived at the end of the lane, D’Artagnan turned to the 
left. The house in which Aramis dwelt was situated between the Rue 
Cassette and the Rue Servandoni. 

D’Artagnan had just passed the Rue Cassette, and already perceived 
the door of his friend’s house, shaded by a mass of sycamores and clema- 
tis, which formed a vast arch opposite the front of it, when he perceived 
something like a shadow issuing from the Rue Servadoni. This some- 
thing was enveloped in a cloak, and D’Artagnan at first believed it was a 
man ; but by the smallness of the form, the hesitation of the progress, and 
the indecision of the step, he soon discovered that it was a woman. Fur- 
ther, this woman, as if not certain of the house she was seeking, lifted up 
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her eyes to look around her, stopped, went a little back, and then returned 
again. D’ Artagnan was perplexed. 

“If I were to go and offer her my services!” thought he. “By her 
step she must be young, perhaps pretty. Oh! yes. But a woman who 
wanders about the streets at this hour seldom does so but to meet the 
lover. Pestei to go and disturb an assignation would not be the best 
means of commencing an acquaintance.” 

The young woman, however, continued advancing slowly, counting 
the houses and windows. This was neither a long nor a difficult affair ; 
there were but three hotels, in this part of the street, two windows look- 
ing out upon that street, and one of them was that of a pavilion parallel 
to that which Aramis occupied, the other was that of Aramis himself. 

“Pardieu!” said D’Artagnan to himself, to whose mind the niece of 
the theologian reverted; “Pardieu! it would be droll if this late flying 
dove should be in search of our friend’s house. But, by my soul, that 
seems more than probable. Ah I my dear friend Aramis, this time, I will 
find you out.” 

And D’Artagnan, making himself as small as he could, concealed him- 
self in the darkest side of the street, near a stone bench placed at the back 
of a niche. 

The young woman continued to advance, for, in addition to the light- 
ness of her step, which had betrayed her, she had just emitted a little 
cough which announced a clear sweet voice. D’Artagnan believed this 
cough to be a signal. 

Nevertheless, whether this cough had been answered to by an equiva- 
lent signal, which had removed the resolution of the nocturnal seeker, or 
whether she had recognized that she had arrived at the end of her jour- 
ney, she boldly drew near the Aramis’ shutter, and tapped at three equal 
intervals with her bent finger. 

“This is all very fine, friend Aramis,” murmured D’Artagnan. “Ah ! 
master hypocrite ! this is the way you study theology, is it ?” 

The three blows were scarcely struck, when the inward casement was 
opened, and a light appeared through the apertures of the shutter. 

“Ah ! ah !” said the listener, “not through doors, but through win- 
dows! Ah! ah! this was an expected visit. We shall see the windows 
open, and the lady enter by escalade ! Very pretty !” 

But to the great astonishment of D’Artagnan, the shutter remained 
closed. Still more, the light which had shone out for an instant dis- 
appeared, and all was dark again. 

D’Artagnan thought this could not last long, and continued to look 
with all his eyes, and listen with all his ears. 

He was right : at the end of some seconds two sharp taps were heard 
in the interior ; the young woman of the street replied by a single tap, 
and the shutter was opened a little way. 

It may be judged whether D’Artagnan looked or listened with avidity. 
Unfortunately the light had been removed into another chamber. But 
the eyes of the young man were accustomed to the night. Besides, the 
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eyes of Gascons have, as it is asserted, like those of cats, the faculty of 
seeing- in the dark. 

D’Artagnan then saw that the young woman took from her pocket a 
white object, which she unfolded quickly, and which took the form of a 
handkerchief. She made her interlocutor observe the corner of this un- 
folded object. 

This immediately recalled to D’Artagnan’s mind the handkerchief 
which he had found at the feet of Madame Bonacieux, which had re- 
minded him of that which he had dragged from under Aramis’ foot. 

“What the devil could that handkerchief mean 

Placed where he was, D’Artagnan could not perceive the face of 
Aramis; we say Araniis, because the young man entertained no doubt 
that it was his friend who held this dialogue from the interior with the 
lady of the exterior; curiosity prevailed over prudence; and taking 
advantage of the preoccupation in which the sight of the handkerchief 
appeared to have plunged the two personages now on the scene, he stole 
from his hiding-place, and quick as lightning, but stepping with utmost 
caution, he went and placed himself close to the angle of the wall, from 
which his eye could plunge into the interior of the apartment. 

Upon gaining this advantage, D’Artagnan was near uttering a cry of 
surprise; it was not Aramis who was conversing with the nocturnal 
visitor, it was a woman ! D’Artagnan, however, could only see enough 
to recognize the form of her vestments, not enough to distinguish her 
features. 

At the same instant the woman of the apartment drew a second hand- 
kerchief from her pocket, and exchanged it for that which had just been 
shown to her. Then some words were pronounced by the two women. 
At length the shutter was closed : the woman who was outside the win- 
dow turned round, and passed within four steps of D'Artagnan, pulling 
down the hood of her cloak ; but the precaution was too late, D’Artagnan 
had already recognized Madame Bonacieux ! 

Madame Bonacieux ! The suspicion that it was she had crossed the 
mind of D’Artagnan when she drew the handkerchief from her pocket ; 
but what probability was there that Madame Bonacieux, who had sent 
for M. Laporte, in order to be reconducted to the Louvre, should be run- 
ning about the streets of Paris, at half-past eleven at night, at the risk of 
being carried off a second time ? 

It must be, then, for some affair of importance ; and what is the affair 
of the greatest importance to a pretty woman of twenty-five ? Love. 

But was it on her own account or on account of another person that 
she exposed herself to such hazards? This was a question the young 
man asked himself, whom the demon of jealousy already gnawed to the 
heart, neither more nor less than a settled lover. 

There was, besides, a very simple means of satisfying himself whither 
Madame Bonacieux was going ; that was to follow her. This means was 
so simple that D’Artagnan employed it quite naturally and instinctively. 

But at the sight of the young man, who detached himself from his wall 
like a statue walking from its niche, and at the noise of the steps which 
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she heard resound behind her, Madanje Bonacieux uttered a little ciy 
and fled. 

D’Artagnan ran after her. It was not a very difficult thing for him 
to overtake a woman embarrassed with her cloak. He came up to her 
before she had traversed a third of the street. The unfortunate woman 
was exhausted, not by fatigue, but by terror, and when D’Artagnan placed 
his hand upon her shoulder, she sank upon one knee, crying in a choking 
voice: 

“Kill me, if you please, you shall know nothing !” 

D’Artagnan raised her by passing his arm round her waist ; but as 
he felt by her weight she was on the point of fainting, he made haste to 
reassure her by protestations of devotediiess. These protestations were 
nothing for Madame Bonacieux, for such protestations may be made with 
the worst intentions in the world ; but the voice was all. Madame Bona- 
cieux thought she recognized the sound of that voice; she opened her 
eyes, cast a quick glance upon the man who had terrified her so, and at 
once perceiving it was D’Artagnan, she uttered a cry of joy. 

“Oh ! it is you ! it is you ! thank God ! thank God !” 

“Yes, it is I !” said D’Artagnan, “it is I, whom God has sent to watch 
over you.” 

“Was it with that intention you followed me?” asked the young 
woman, with a coquettish smile, whose somewhat bantering character 
resumed its influence, and with whom all fear had disappeared from the 
moment in which she recognized a friend in one she had taken for an 
enemy. 

“No,” said D’Artagnan ; “no, I confess it : it was chance that threw 
me in your way; I saw a female knocking at the window of one of my 
friends.” 

“Of one of your friends ?” interrupted Madame Bonacieux. 

“Without doubt ; Aramis is one of my most intimate friends.” 

“Aramis ! who is he ?” 

“Come, come, you won’t tell me you don’t know Aramis ?” 

“This is the first time I ever heard his name pronounced.” 

“It is the first time, then, that you ever went to that house?” 

“Certainly it is.” 

“And you did not know that it was inhabited by a young man ?” 

“No.” 

“By a musketeer?” 

“Not at all.” 

“It was not him, then, you came to seek ?” 

“Not the least in the world. Besides, you must have seen that the 
person I spoke to was a woman.” 

“That is true ; but this woman may be one of the friends of Aramis.” 

“I know nothing of that.” 

“Since she lodges with him.” 

“That does not concern me.” 

“But who is she ?” 

“Oh ! that is not my secret.” 
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“My dear Madame Bonadetix, you are charming; but at the same 
time you are one of the most mysterious women.” 

“Do I lose much by that ?” 

“No ; you are, on the contrary, adorable !” 

“Give me your arm, then.” 

“Most willingly. And now ?” 

“Now conduct me.” 

“Where?” 

“Where 1 am going.” 

“But where are you going ?” 

“You will see, because you will leave me at the door.” 

“Shall I wait for you ?” 

“That will be useless.” 

“You will return alone, then ?” 

“Perhaps I may, perhaps I may not.” 

“But will the person who shall accompany you afterward be a man or 
a woman?” 

“I don’t know yet.” 

“But I will know it 1” 

“How?” 

“I will wait for your coming out.” 

“In that case, adieu !” 

“Why so?” 

“I do not want you.” 

“But you have claimed ” 

“The aid of a gentleman, not the watchfulness of a spy.” 

“The word is rather hard.” 

“How are they called who follow others in spite of them ?” 

“They are indiscreet,” 

“The word is too mild.” 

“Well, madame, I perceive I must act as you please.” 

“Why did you deprive yourself of the merit of doing so at once ?” 
“Is there no merit in repentance?” 

“And you do really repent?” 

“I know nothing about it myself. But what I know is, that I 
promise to do all you wish if you will allow me to accompany you 
where you are going.” 

“And you will leave me afterward ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Without waiting for my coming out again?” 

“No.” 

'“^Parole d^honneurP^ 

“By the faith of a gentleman.” 

“Take my arm, then, and let us go on.” 

D’Artagnan offered his arm to Madame Bonacieux, who willingly 
took it, half laughing, half trembling, and both gained the top of Rue 
la Harpe. When arrived there the young woman seemed to hesitate. 
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as she had before done in the Rue Vaugirard, She, however, appeared by 
certain signs to recognize a door; and approaching that door: 

“And now, monsieur,” said she, “it is here I have business; a thou- 
sand thanks for your honorable company, which has saved me from all 
the dangers to which, alone, I might have been exposed. But the 
moment is come to keep your word : I am arrived at the place of my 
destination.” 

“And you will have nothing to fear on your return?” 

“I shall have nothing to fear but robbers.” 

“And is that nothing ?” 

“What could they take from me? I have not a denier about me.” 

“You forget that beautiful handkerchief, with the coat of arms.” 

“Which?” 

“That which I found at your feet, and replaced in your pocket!” 

“Silence I silence I imprudent man ! Do you wish to destroy me ?” 

“You see very plainly that there is still danger for you, since a 
single word makes you tremble; and you confess that if that word 
were heard you would be ruined. Come, come, madame I” cried D’Ar- 
tagnan, seizing her hands, and surveying her with an ardent glance; 
“come! be more generous — ^trust to me; have you not read in my eyes 
that there is nothing but devotion and sympathy in my heart ?” 

“Yes,” replied Madame Bonacieux; “therefore, ask my own secrets, 
and I will tell them to you ; but those of others — that is quite another 
thing.” 

“It is all very well,” said D’Artagnan. “I shall discover them ; as 
these secrets may have an influence over your life, these secrets .must 
become mine.” 

“Beware of what you do !” cried the young woman, in a manner so 
serious as made D’Artagnan start, in spite of himself. “Oh ! meddle 
in nothing which concerns me; do not seek to assist me in that which 
I am accomplishing. And this I ask you in the name of the interest with 
which I inspire you; in the name of the service you have rendered me, 
and which I never shall forget while I have life. Rather place faith in 
what I tell you. Take no more concern about me; I exist no longer for 
you, any more than if you had never seen me.” 

“Must Araniis do as much as I, madame ?” said D’Artagnan, deeply 
piqued. 

“This is the second or third time, monsieur, that you have repeated 
that name, and yet I have told you that I do not know him,” 

“You do not know the man at whose shutter you went and knocked? 
Indeed, madame, you think me too credulous !” 

“Confess, now, that it is for the sake of making me talk that you 
invent this history, and create this personage.” 

“I invent nothing, madame: I create nothing : I only speak the exact 
truth.” 

“And you say that one of your , friends lives in that house?” 

“I say so, and I repeat it for the third time; that hotise is that in 
which one of my friends lives; and that friend is Aramis.” 
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“All this will be cleared up at a later period,” murmured the young 
woman ; no, monsieur, be silent.” 

“If you could see my heart,” said D’Artagnan, “you would there 
read so much curiosity that you would pity me ; and so much love, that 
you would instantly satisfy my curiosity. We have nothing to fear 
from those who love us.” 

“You speak very quickly of love, monsieur!” said the young woman, 
shaking her head. 

“That is because love has come suddenly upon me, and for the 
first time; and because I am only twenty years old.” 

The young woman looked at him furtively. 

“Listen ; I am already upon the scent,” resumed D’Artagnan. “About 
three months ago I was near having a duel with Araniis, concerning 
a handkerchief resembling that you showed to the female in the house; 
for a handkerchief marked in the same manner, I am sure.” 

“Monsieur,” said the young woman, “you fatigue me very much, 1 
assure you, by your questions.” 

“But you, madame I prudent as you are, think, if you were to be 
arrested with that handkerchief, and that handkerchief were to be 
seized, would you not be compromised ?” 

“In what way: are not the initials mine — C. B. — Constance Bona- 
cieux ?” 

“Or Camille de Bois-Tracy.” 

“Silence, monsieur! once again, silence! Ah! since the dangers I 
incur on my own account cannot stop you, think of those you may 
yourself run!” 

“Danger for me?” 

“Yes; there is risk of imprisonment, risk of life, in knowing me.*' 

“Then I will not leave you.” 

“Monsieur !” said the young woman, supplicating him, and clasping 
her hands together ; “monsieur, in the name of heaven, by the name of a 
soldier, by the courtesy of a gentleman, depart — there — there is midnight 
striking — that is the hour at which I am expected.” 

“Madame,” said the young man, bowing; “I can refuse nothing 
asked of me thus; be satisfied, I will depart.” 

“But, you will not follow me; you will not watch me?” 

“I will return home instantly.” 

“Ah! I was quite sure you were a good and brave young man,” 
said Madame Bonacieux, holding out her hand to him, and placing the 
other upon the knocker of a little door almost hidden in the wall. 

D’Artagnan seized the hand that was held out to him, and kissed 
it ai'dently. 

“Ah! I wish I had never seen you!” cried D’Artagnan, with that 
ingenuous roughness, which women often prefer to the affectations of 
politeness, because it betrays the depth of the thought, and proves 
that feeling prevails over reason. 

“Well !” resumed Madame Bonacieux, in a voice that was almost 
caressing, and pressing the hand of D’Artagnan, who had not left hold 
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of hers, “well ! I will not say as much as you do: what is lost for to-day 
may not be lost for ever. Who knows, when I shall be some day at 
liberty, that I may not satisfy your curiosity ?" 

“And, will you make the same promise to my love ?” cried D’Ar- 
tagnan, beside himself with joy. 

“Oh! as to that, I do not engage myself; that depends upon the 
sentiments you may inspire me with.” 

“Then, to-day, madame ” 

“Oh! to-day, I have got no further than gratitude.” 

“Ah! you are too charming,” said D’Artagnan sorrowfully; “and 
you abuse my love.” 

“No, I use your generosity; that’s all. But be of good cheer; 
with certain people, everything comes round.” 

“Oh! you render me the happiest of men! Do not forget this 
evening— do not forgot that promise.” 

“Be satisfied, in time and place I will remember everything. Well ! 
now then, go ; go, in the name of heaven ! I was expected exactly at 
midnight, and I am late.” 

“By five minutes.” 

“Yes ; but in certain circumstances five minutes are five ages.” 

“When one loves.” 

“Well! and who told you I had not to do with some one in love!” 

“It is a man, then, that expects you ?” cried D’i\rtagnan— ^"a man !” 

“Oh, Lord ! oh, Lord ! there is the discussion going to begin again !” 
said Madame Bonacieux, with a half-smile, which was not quite free 
from a tinge of impatience. 

“No, no; I am going, I am going; I believe in you, and I would 
havfi all the merit of my devotedness, if that devotedness were even a 
stupidity. Adieu, madame, adieu!” 

And as if he only felt the strength to detach himself from the hand 
he held, by a violent effort he sprang away, running, while M'adame 
Bonacieux knocked, as she had done at the shutter, three light and 
regular taps; then, when he had gained the angle of the street, he 
returned : the door had been opened, and shut again — the mercer’s prett)- 
wife had disappeared. 

D’Artagnan pursued his way ; he had given his word not to watch 
Madame Bonacieux, and if his life had depended upon the spot to 
which she was going, or the person who should accompany her, D’Ar- 
tagiian would have returned home, since he had promised that he would 
do so. In five minutes he was in the Rue des Fossoyeurs. 

“Poor Athos!” said he, “he will never guess what all this means. 
He will have fallen asleep waiting for me, or else he will have returned 
home, where he will have learned that a woman had been there. A 
woman at Athos’ house! After all,” continued D’Artagnan, “there 
was certainly one in Ararais’ house. All this is very strange ; I should 
like to know how it will all end.” 

“Badly! monsieur— badly !” replied a voice, which the young man 
recognized as that of Planchet; for, soliloquizing aloud, as very pre- 
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occupied people do, he had entered the alley, at the bottom of which were 
the stairs which led to his chamber. 

“How, badly? What do you mean by that, you stupid fellow?” 
asked D’Artagiuxn ; “what has happened, then?” 

“All sorts of misfortunes.” 

“What?” 

“In the first place, M. Athos is arrested.” 

“Arrested! Athos arrested! What for?” 

“He was found in your lodging — ^they took him for you.” 

“And by whom was he arrested ?” 

“By the guards whom the black men you put to flight fetched.” 

“Why did he not tell them his name? Why did he not tell them he 
knew nothing about his affair?” 

“He took care not to do so, monsieur; on the contrary, he came 
up to me, and said, ‘It is your master that wants his liberty at this 
moment, and not I, since he knows everything, and I know nothing. 
They will believe he is arrested, and that will give him time; in three 
days I will tell them who I am, and they cannot fail to set me at 
liberty again.’ ” 

“Bravo, Athos! noble heart!” murmured D’Artagnan. “I know 
him well there ! And what did the sbirri do ?” 

“Four conveyed him away, I don’t know where — to the Bastille or 
Fort I’Eveque ; two remained with the black men, who rummaged every 
place out, and took all the papers; the two last mounted guard at the 
door during this examination ; then, when all was over, they went away, 
leaving the house empty and the doors open.” 

“And Porthos and Aramis?” 

“I could not find them ; they did not come.” 

“But they may come from one moment to the other, for you left 
word that I wanted them?” 

“Yes, monsieur,” 

“Well, don’t stir, then ; if they come, tell them what has happened. 
Let them wait for me at the Pomme-de-Pin ; here it would be dangerous 
— the house may be watched. I will run to M. de Treville to tell him 
all this, and will join them there.” 

“Very well, monsieur,” said Planchet 

“But you will remain, will you not? You are not afraid?” said 
D’Artagnan, coming back to recommend courage to his lackey. 

“Be satisfied, monsieur,” said Planchet; “you do not know me yet. 
I am brave when I set about it — I have only to begin; besides, I am 
a Picard.” 

“Then that’s understood,” said D’Artagnan; “you would rather 
be killed than desert your post?’_’ 

“Yes, monsieur; and there is nothing I would not do to prove to 
monsieur that I am attached to him.” 

“Good !” said D’Artagnan to himself. “It appears that the method 
I have adopted with this boy is decidedly a good one ; I shall employ 
it upon occasion.” 
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And with air the swiftness of his legs, already a little_ fatigtied, 
however, with the exercise of the day and night, D’Artagnan directed his 
course toward M. de Treville’s. 

M. de Treville was not at his hotel; his company was on guard at 
the Louvre; he was at the Louvre with his company. 

He must get at M. de Treville; it was of importance that he should 
be informed of what was going on. D’Artagnan resolved to endeavor 
to get into the Louvre. His costume of a guard in die company of 
M. Dessessarts would, he thought, be a passport for hiin. 

He therefore went down the Rue des Petits Augustins, and came 
up to the quay, in order to take the Pont Neuf. He had an idea of 
passing over by the ferryboat; but, on gaining the riverside, he had 
mechanically put his hand into his pocket, and perceived that he had 
not wherewithal to pay the ferr5mian. 

As he gained the top of the Rue Guenegaud, he saw two persons 
coming out of the Rue Dauphine whose appearance very much struck 
him. One was a man, and the other a woman : the latter very much 
like Madame Bonacieux in size and step, the former could be nobody 
but Aramis. 

Besides, the woman had on that black cloak whose outline D’Artagnan 
could still see reflected upon the shutter of the Rue de Vaugirarcl, and 
upon the door of the Rue de la Harpe. 

And still further, the man wore the uniform of a musketeer. 

The woman's hood was pulled down, and the man held a handker- 
chief to his face; both, this double precaution indicated — both had an 
interest in not being known then. 

They took the bridge ; that was D’Artagnan’s road, as D’Artagnan 
was going to the Louvre ; D’Artagnan followed them. 

He had not gone twenty steps before he became convinced that the 
woman was really Madame Bonacieux, and the man Aramis. 

He felt himself doubly betrayed— -by his friend, and by her whom he 
already loved as a mistress. Madame Bonacieux had declared to him, 
by all that was holy, that she did not know Aramis ; and, a quarter of 
an hour after having made this assertion, he found her hanging on 
the arm of Aramis. 

D’Artagnan did not reflect that he had only known the mercer’s 
pretty wife for three hours; that she owed him nothing but a little 
gratitude for having delivered her from the black men who wished to 
carry her off, and that she had promised him nothing. Pie considered 
himself to be an outraged, betrayed, and ridiculed lover; blood and 
anger mounted to his face— he was resolved to unravel the mystery. 

The young man and woman perceived they were watched, and 
redoubled their speed. D’Artagnan determined upon his course : he passed 
them, then returned, so as to meet them exactly before the Samaritaine, 
which was illuminated by a lamp, which threw its light over all that part 
of the bridge. 

D’Artagnan stopped before them, and they stopped before him. 
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“What do you want, monsieur?” demanded the musketeer, drawing 
back a step, with a foreign accent, which proved to D’Artagnan that he 
was deceived in one part of his conjectures at least. 

“It is not Aramis !” cried he. 

“No, monsieur, it is not Aramis; and by your exclamation I perceive 
you have mistaken me for another, and pardon you.” 

“You pardon me!” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Yes,” replied the unknown. “Allow me, then, to pass on, since 
it is not with me you have anything to do.” 

“You are right, monsieur, it is not with you I have anything to do ; 
it is with madame, here.” 

“With madame! You do not know her!” replied the stranger. 

“You are deceived, monsieur; I know her very well.” 

“Ah,” said Madarne Bonacieux, in a tone of reproach, “ah, mon- 
sieur, I had the promise of a soldier and the word of a gentleman ; I 
thought I might have depended upon them !” 

“And I, madame!” said D’Artagnan, embarrassed — “you promised 
me ” 

“Take my arm, madame,” said the stranger, “and let us proceed on 
our way.” 

D’Artagnan, however, sStupefied, cast down, annihilated by all that 
happened so strangely to him, still stood, with his arms crossed, before 
the musketeer and Madame Bonacieux. 

The musketeer advanced two steps, and pushed D’Artagnan aside 
with his hand. 

D’Artagnan made a spring backward, and drew his sword. At the 
same time, and with the rapidity of lightning, the unknown drew his. 

“In the name of heaven, milord !” cried Madame Bonacieux, throwing 
herself between the combatants, and seizing the swords with her hands, 

“Milord!” cried D’Artagnan, enlightened by a sudden idea, “milord! 
Pardon me, monsieur, but are you not -” 

“Milord, the Duke of Buckingham !” said Madame Bonacieux, in an 
undertone ; “and now you may ruin us all.” 

“Milord — ^madame, I ask a hundred pardons I but I love her, milord, 
and was jealous ; you know what it is to love, milord. Pardon me, and 
then tell me how I can risk my life to serve your grace ?” 

“You are a brave young man !” said Buckingham, holding out his 
hand to D’Artagnan, who pressed it respectfully. “You offer me your 
services ; with the same frankness I accept them. Follow us at a distance 
of twenty paces, to the Louvre, and if any one watches us, slay him !” 

D’Artagnan placed his naked sword under his arm, allowed the duke 
and Maclaine Bonacieux to proceed twenty steps, and then followed them, 
ready to execute the instructions of the noble and elegant minister of 
Charles I. 

But fortunately he had no opportunity to give the duke this proof 
of his devotion, and the young woman and the handsome musketeer 
entered the Louvre by the wicket of the Echelle, without meeting with 
any interruption. 
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As for D’Artagnati; he immediately repaired to the cabaret of the 
Pomme-de-Piti, where he found Porthos and Aramis, who were waiting 
for him. But, without giving them any explanation of the alarm and 
inconvenience he had caused them, he told them that he had terminated 
the affair alone, in which he had, for a moment, thought he should stand 
in need of their assistance. 

And now, carried away as we are by our history, we must leave our 
three friends to return each to his own home, and follow the Duke of 
Buckingham and his guide through the labyrinth of the Louvre. 

CHAPTER XII. 

GEORGE VILLIERS, DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

Madame Bonacieux and the duke entered the Louvre without 
difficulty : Madame Bonacieux was known to belong to the queen, the 
duke wore the uniform of the musketeers of M. de Treville, who were, 
as we have said, that evening on guard. Besides, Germain was in the 
interests of the queen, and, if anything should happen, Madame Bona- 
cieux would only be accused of having introduced her lover into the 
Louvre. She took the risk upon herself; to be sure her reputation was 
jeopardized, but of what value in the world was the reputation of the 
little wife of a mercer ? 

Once entered into the interior of the court, the duke and the young 
woman kept along the wall for about twenty-five steps ; this space passed, 
Madame Bonacieux pushed a little side-door, open by day, but generally 
closed at night. The door yielded : both entered, and found themselves 
in darkness ; but Madame Bonacieux was acquainted with all the turnings 
and windings of this part of the Louvre, destined for the people of the 
household. She closed the door after her, took the duke by the hand, 
advanced a little, feeling her way, came to a balustrade, put her foot 
upon the bottom step, and began to ascend a flight of stairs ; the duke 
counted two stories. She then turned to the right, followed the course 
of a long corridor, redescended a story, went a few steps furtligr, intro- 
duced a key into a lock, opened a door, and pushed the duke into an 
apartment lighted only by a night lamp, saying, “Remain here, milord- 
duke ; some one will come.” She then went out by the same door, which 
she locked, so that the duke found himself literally a prisoner. 

Nevertheless, isolated as he was, we must say that the Duke of 
Buckingham did not experience an instant of fear: one of the salient 
sides of his character was the seeking of adventures and a love of the 
romantic. Brave, even rash, and enterprising, this was not the first time 
he had risked his life in such attempts ; he had learned that the pretended 
message from Anne of Austria, upon the faith of which he had come to 
Paris, was a snare, and instead of regaining England, he had, abusing 
the position in which he had been placed, declared to the queen that he 
would not go back again without having seen her. The queen had at first 
positively refused, but at length became afraid that the duke, if exas- 
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perated, would commit some rashness. She had already decided upon 
seeing him and urging his immediate departure, when, on the very 
evening of coming to this decision, Madame Bonacieux, wdio was charged 
with going to fetch the duke and conducting him to the Louvre, was 
carried off. During two days it was not known what had become of 
her, and everything remained in suspense. But when once free, and 
placed in communication with Laporte, matters having resumed their 
course, she accomplished the perilous enterprise, which, but for her 
abduction, would have been executed three days earlier. 

Buckingham, on being left alone, walked toward a mirror. His 
musketeer’s uniform became him wonderfully well. 

At thirty-five, which was then his age, he passed with just title, for 
the handsomest gentleman and the most elegant cavalier of France or 
England. 

The favorite of t-v^ kings, immensely rich, all powerful in a kingdom 
which he threw into disorder, at his fancy, and calmed again at his 
caprice, George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, passed through one of 
those fabulous existences which remain in the course of centuries as 
an astonishment for posterity. 

Thus, sure of himself, convinced of his own power, certain that the 
laws which rule other men could not reach him, he went straight to the 
object he aimed at, even were this object so elevated and so dazzling 
that it would have been madness for any other even to have contemplated 
it. It was thus he had succeeded in gaining access several times to the 
beautiful and haughty Anne of Austria, and making himself loved by 
her, by astonishing her. 

George Villiers then placed himself before the mirror, as we have 
said, restored the undulations to his beautiful hair, which the weight of 
his hat had disordered, turned his moustache, and, with a heart swelling 
with joy, happy and proud of being near the moment he had so long 
sighed for, he smiled upon himself with pride and hope. 

At this moment a door concealed in the tapestry opened, and a 
woman appeared. Buckingham saw this apparition in the glass; he 
uttered a cry — ^it was the queen ! 

Anne of Austria was then from twenty-six to twenty-seven years of 
age — ^that is to say, she was in the full splendor of her beauty. " 

Her carriage was that of a queen or a goddess ; her eyes, which cast 
the brilliancy of emeralds, were perfectly beautiful, and yet were, at the 
same time, full of sweetness and majesty. 

Her mouth was small and rosy, and although her underlip, like that 
of the princes of the house of Austria, protruded slightly beyond the 
other, it was eminently lovely in its smile, but as profoundly disdainful 
in the expression of contempt. 

Her skin was admired for its velvety softness, her hands and arms 
were of surpassing beauty, all the poets of the time singing them as 
incomparable. 

Lastly, her hair, which, from being light in her youth, had become 
chestnut, and which she wore curled very plain, and with much powder, 
admirablv set off her face, in which the most rigid critic could only have 
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descried a little less rougej and the most fastidious statuary a little more 
fineness in the nose. 

Buckingham remained for a moment dazzled; never had Anne of 
Austria appeared to him so beautiful, amid balls, fetes, or carousals, 
as she appeared to him at this moment, dressed in a simple robe of white 
satin, and accompanied by Donna Estafania, the only one of her Spanish 
women that had not been driven from her by the jealousy of the king, 
or by the persecutions of the cardinal. 

Anne of Austria made two steps forwa'rd ; Buckingham threw himself 
at her feet, and before the queen could prevent him, kissed the hem of 
her robe. 

“Duke, you already know that it is not I who have caused you to 
be written to.” 

“Yes, yes, madame! yes, your majesty!” cried the duke; “I know 
that I must have been mad, senseless, to believe that snow would become 
animated or marble warm; but what then! they who love easily believe 
in love — besides, this voyage is not a loss, since I see you.” 

“Yes,” replied Anne, “but you know why and how I see you, milord ! 
I see you out of pity for yourself; I see you because, insensible to all 
T my sufferings, you persist in remaining in a city where, by remaining, 
you run the risk of your own life, and make me run the risk of my honor ; 
I see you to tell you that everything separates us, the depths of the sea, 
the enmity of kingdoms, the sanctity of vows. It is sacrilege to struggle 
against so many things, milord. In sliort, I see you to tell you that we 
must never see each other again.” 

“Speak on, madame, speak on, queen,” said Buckingham ; “the sweet- 
ness of your voice covers the harshness of your words. You talk of 
sacrilege ! why, the sacrilege is the separation of two hearts formed by 
God for each other.” 

“Milord,” cried the queen, “you forget that I have never told you 
I loved you.” 

“But you have never told me that you did not love me, and truly, to 
speak such words to me would be, on the part of your majesty, too great 
an ingratitude. For tell me, where can you find a love like mine, a love 
which neither time, nor absence, nor despair can extinguish ; a love which 
Contents itself with a lost ribbon, a stray look, or a chance word ? It is 
now three years, madame, since I saw you for the first time, and during 
those three years I have loved you thus. 

“Shall I tell you how you were, dressed the first time I saw jmu? 
shall r describe to you every one of the ornaments you wore? Mark! 
I see you now ; you were seated upon cushions in the Spanish fashion ; 
you wore a robe of green satin embroidered with gold and silver, hanging 
sleeves, fastened up upon your beautiful arms, upon those lovely arms, 
with large diamonds ; you wore a close ruff, a small cap upon your head 
of the same color as your robe, and in that cap a heron’s feather. 

“Oh, madame ! madame ! I shut my eyes and I can see you such as 
you then were ; I open them again and I see you such as you are now — 
a hundred times still more beautiful!” 
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“What folly !” murmured Anne of Austria, who had not the courage 
to find fault with the duke for having so well preserved her portrait in 
his heart ; “what folly to feed a useless passion with such remembrances !” 

“And upon what then must I live ? I have nothing but remembrances. 
They are my happiness, my treasures, my hopes. Every time that I see 
you is a fresh diamond which I enclose in the casket of my heart. This 
is the fourth which you have let fall and I have picked up ; for, in three 
years, madame, I have only seen you four times ; the first which I have 
just described to you, the secohd at the mansion of Madame de Chevreuse, 
the third in the gardens of Amiens.” 

“Duke,” said the queen, blushing, “never name that evening.” 

“Oh, yes! let me speak of it, on the contrary, let me speak of it; 
that is the most happy and brilliant evening of my life! Do you not 
remember what a beautiful night it was ? How soft and perfumed the air 
was? and how lovely the blue star-enameled sky was? 

“Ah I that time, madame, I was able for one instant to be alone with 
you ; that time you were about to tell me all, the isolation of your life, 
the griefs of your heart. You leaned upon my arm ; upon this, madame I 
I felt, as leaning my head toward you, your beautiful hair touched my 
cheek, and every time that it did touch me, I trembled from head to 
foot Oh, queen, queen! you do not know what felicity from heaven, 
what joys from paradise, are comprised in a moment like that ! I would 
give all my wealth, all my fortunes, all my glory, all the days I have to 
live, for such an instant, for a night like that ! for that night, madame, 
that night you loved me, I will swear it.” 

“Milord, yes, it is possible that the influence of the place, the charm 
of the beautiful evening, the fascination of your look, the thousand 
circumstances, in short, which sometimes unite to destroy a woman, were 
grouped around me on that fatal evening ; but, milord, you saw the queen 
come to the aid of the woman who faltered : at the first word you dared 
to utter, at the first freedom to w’hich I had to reply, I summoned my 
attendants.” 

“Yes, yes! that is true, and any other love but mine would have 
sunk beneath this ordeal, but my love came out from it more ardent and 
more eternal. You believed you should fly from me by returning to 
Paris, you believed that I should not dare to quit the treasure over whidi 
my master had charged me to watch. What to me were all the treasures 
in the world, or all the kings of the earth ! Eight days after I was back 
again, madame. That time you had nothing to say to me ; I had risked 
my life and my favor to see you but for a second; I did not even touch 
your hand, and you pardoned me on seeing me so submissive and so 
repentant.” 

“Yes, but calumny seized upon all those follies in which I took no 
part, as you well know, milord. The king, excited by M. the Cardinal, 
made a terrible clamor ; Madame de Vernet was driven from me, .Putange 
was exiled, Madame de Chevreuse fell into disgrace, and when you 
wished to come back as ambassador to France, the king himself, remem- 
ber, milord, the king himself opposed it.” 



“Yes, and France is about to pay for her king’s refusal with a war. 
I am not allowed to see you, madame, but you shall every day hear 
speak of me ! ^ What object, think you, has this expedition to Re and 
this league with the Protestants of Rochelle which I am projecting? 
The pleasure of seeing you. 

“I have no hope of penetrating sword in hand to Paris, I know that 
well ; but this war may bring round a peace, this peace will require a 
negotiator, that negotiator will be me. They will not dare to refuse me 
then, and I will see you, and will be happy for an instant. Thousands 
of men, it is true, will have to pay for my happiness with their lives, but 
what will that signify to me, provided I see you again ! All this is perhaps 
madness, folly, but tell me what woman has a lover more truly in love ? 
what queen has a servant more faithful or more ardent ?” 

“Milord! milord! you invoke in your defense things which accuse 
you more strongly ; milord, all these proofs of love that you boast are 
little better than crimes.” 

“Because you do not love me, madame : if you loved me, you would 
view all this much otherwise ; if you loved me, oh ! if you loved me, that 
would be happiness too great, and I should run mad. Ah! Madame de 
Chevreuse, of whom you spoke but now, Madame de Cheyreuse was less 
cruel than you. Holland loved her, and she responded to his love.” 

“Madame de Chevreuse was not a queen,” murmured Anne of 
Austria, overcome in spite of herself by the expression of so profound 
a passion. 

“You would love me, then, if you were no one; you, madame, say 
that you would love me then? Tam then to believe that it is the dignity 
of your rank alone that makes you cruel to me : I may then believe that 
if you had been Madame de Chevreuse, the poor Buckingham might 
have hoped? Thanks for those sweet words! oh, my lovely queen! a 
hundred times, thanks !” 

“Oh! milord! you have ill understood, wrongly interpreted; I did 
not mean to say •” 

“Silence ! silence !” cried the duke ; “if I am happy in an error do not 
have the cruelty to deprive me of it. You have told me yourself, madame, 
that I have been drawn into a snare, and I, perhaps, shall leave my life 
in it ; for, although it be strange, I have for some time had a presentiment 
that I shall shortly die.” And the duke smiled, with a smile at once 
sad and charming. 

“Oh ! my God !” cried Anne of Austria, with an accent of terror which 
pi'oved how much greater an interest she took in the duke than she 
ventured to tell. 

“I do not tell you this, madame, to terrify you ; no, it is even ridiculous 
for me to name it to you, and, believe me, I take no heed of such dreams. 
But the words you have just spoken, the hope you have almost given me, 
will have richly paid all — ^were it my life.” 

“Oh ! but I,” said Anne, “I, duke, have had presentiments likewise, 
I have had dreams. I dreamed that I saw you lying bleeding, wounded.” 
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“In the left side, was it not, and with a knife,” interrupted Bucking- 
ham. 

“Yes, it was so, milord, it was so, in the left side, and with a knife. 
Who can possibly have told you I had had that dream ; I have imparted 
it to no one but my God, and that in my prayers.” 

“I ask for no more; you love me, niadame? it is enough.” 

“I love you ! I !” 

“Yes, yes. Would God send the same dreams to you as to me, if 
you did not love me? Should we have the same presentiments if our 
existences were not associated by our hearts ? You love me, my beautiful 
queen, and you will weep for me?” 

“Oh 1 my God ! my God !” cried Anne of Austria, “this is more than 
I can bear ! In the name of heaven, duke, leave me, go ! I do not know 
whether I love you or do not love you, but what I know is that I will 
not be a perjured woman. Take pity on me, then, and go. Oh ! if you 
are struck in France, if you die in France, if I could imagine that your 
love for me was the cause of your death, nothing could console me, I 
should run mad. Depart, go then, I implore you!” 

“Oh ! how beautiful you are thus I Oh 1 how I love you I” said Buck- 
ingham. 

“Oh ! but go I go ! I implore you, and come back hereafter ; come 
back as ambassador, come back as minister, come back surrounded with 
guards who will defend you, with servants who will watch over you, 
and then — ^then I shall be no longer in fear for your days, and I shall be 
happy in seeing you.” 

“Oh ! is this true, is it true what you say?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh! then, some pledge of your indulgence, some object which, com- 
ing from you, may assure me that I have not dreamed ; something you 
have worn, and that I may wear in my turn — a ring, a necklace, a chain.” 

“Will you go then, will you go, if I give you that you ask for?” 

“Yes.” 

“This very instant?” 

/‘Yes.” 

“You will leave France, you will return to England?” 

“I will, I swear to you I will.” 

“Wait, then, wait.” 

And Anne of Austria, re-entered her apartment, and came out again 
almost immediately, holding a casket in her hand made of rosewood, 
with her cipher upon it in gold letters. 

“Here, milord, here,” said she, “keep this in memory of me.” 

Buckingharn took the casket, and fell a second time on his knees. 

“You promised me you would go,” said the queen. 

“And I keep my word. Your hand, madame, your hand, and I 
depart.” 

Anne of Austria stretched forth her hand, closing her eyes, and 
leaning with the other upon Estafania, for she felt her strength ready 
to fail her. 
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Buckingham applied his lips passionately to that beautiful hand, and 
then rising .said: 

“Within six months, if I am not dead, I shall have seen you again, 
madanie ; even if I have confounded the whole world for that object, 
I shall have seen you again.” 

Faithful to the promise he had made, with a desperate effort, he 
rushed out of the apartment. 

In the corridor he met Madame Bonacieux, who waited for him, and 
who, with the same precautions and the same good fortune, conducted 
him out of the Louvre. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

MONSIEUR BONACIEUX. 

There was in all this, as may have been observed, one personage 
concerned, of whom, notwithstanding his precarious position, we have 
appeared to take but very little notice; this personage is M. Bonacieux, 
the respectable martyr of the political and amorous intrigues which en- 
tangled themselves so nicely together at this gallant and chivalric period. 

Fortunately, the reader may remember, or may not remember, 
fortunately, that we promised not to lose sight of him. 

The officers who had arrested him conducted him straight to the 
Bastille, where he passed tremblingly before a party of soldiers who were 
loading their muskets. 

Thence, introduced into a half-subterranean gallery, he became, on the 
part of those who had brought him, the object of the grossest insults 
and the harshest treatment. The sbirri perceived that they had not to 
deal with a gentleman, and they treated him like a very beggar. 

At the end of half an hour, thereabouts, an officer came to put an 
end to his tortures, but not to his inquietudes, by giving the order for 
M. Bonacieux’s being led to the chamber of interrogatories. 

Ordinarily, prisoners were interrogated in their own cells, but they 
did not pay so much respect to M. Bonacieux. 

Two guards attended the mercer who made him traverse a court, 
and enter a corridor in which were three sentinels, opened a door and 
pushed him unceremoniously into an apartment, the whole furniture of 
which consisted of one table, one chair, and a commissary. The com- 
missary was seated in the chair, and was busily writing upon the table. 

The two guards led the prisoner toward the table, and upon a sign 
from the commissary, drew back so far as to be unable to hear the 
examination. 

The commissary, who had till this time held his head down over his 
papers, looked up to see what sort of person he had to do with. This 
commissary was a man of very' repulsive mien, with a pointed nose, 
yellow and salient cheek-bones, small, but keen penetrating eyes, and an 
expression of countenance partaking of the polecat and the fox. His 
head, supported by a long and flexible neck, issued from his large black 
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robe, balancing itself with a motion very much like that of the tortoise 
when drawing his head out of his shell. 

He began by asking M. Bonacieux his name, prenanies, age, condition, 
and abode. 

The accused replied that his name was Jacques Michel Bonacieux, 
that he was fifty-one years old, was a retired mercer, and lived Rue des 
Fossoyeurs, No. 14. 

The commissary then, instead of continuing to interrogate him, made 
him a long speech upon the danger there is for an obscure bourgeois to 
meddle with public matters. 

He complicated this exordium by an exposition in which he ipainted 
the power and the acts of M. the Cardinal, that incomparable minister, 
that conqueror of past ministers, that example for ministers to come — 
acts and power which no one would thwart with impunity. 

After this second part of his discourse, fixing his hawk's-eyes upon 
poor Bonacieux, he bade him reflect upon the seriousness of his situation. 

The reflections of the mercer were already made ; he had consigned to 
the devil the instant at which M. Laporte had formed the idea of marry- 
ing him to his goddaughter, but more particularly that instant in which 
that goddaughter had been received lady of the lingerie to her majesty. 

The character of M. Bonacieux was one of profound selfishness, 
mixed with sordid avarice, the whole seasoned with extreme cowardice. 
The love with which his 3mung wife had inspired him with a secondary 
sentiment, and was not strong enough to contend with the primitive 
feelings we have just enumerated. 

Bonacieux reflected, in fact, upon what had just been said to him. 

'‘But, M. le Commissaire," said he timidly, 'T beg you to believe that 
I know and appreciate more than anybody the merit of the incomparable 
eminence by whom we have the honor to be governed.” 

“Indeed?” asked the commissary, with an air of doubt, “indeed? 
if that is really the case, how came you in the Bastille?” 

“How I came there or rather why I came there,” replied Bonacieux, 
“is what it is impossible for me to tell you, because I don’t know myself ; 
but to a certainty it is not for having knowingly at least, disobliged M. 
the Cardinal.” 

“You must, nevertheless, have committed a crime, since you are 
here, and are accused of high treason.” 

“Of high treason!” cried the terrified Bonacieux, “of high treason! 
How is it possible for a poor mercer, who detests all Huguenots, and 
who abhors all Spaniards, to be accused of high treason? Consider, 
monsieur, the thing is materially impossible,” 

“Monsieur Bonacieux,” said the commissary, looking at the accused, 
as if his little eyes had the faculty of reading to the very depths of 
hearts, “Monsieur Bonacieux, you have a wife ?” 

“Yes, monsieur,” replied the mercer, in a tremble, feeling that that 
was the point at which affairs were likely to become perplexing, “that 
is to say, I had one.” 
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“What? you had one! what have you done with her then, if you 
have her no longer?” 

“She has been carried off from me, monsieur,” 

“Been carried off from you?” said the commissary. “Ah!” 

Bonacieux felt, when he heard this “Ah,” that matters were becom- 
ing more and more perplexing. 

“She has been carried off?” resumed the commissary, “and do you 
know who the man is that has committed this outrage?” 

“I think I know him.” 

“Who is he?” 

“Remember that I affirm nothing, Monsieur k Commissaire, and 
that I only suspect.” 

“Whom do you suspect? Come, answer freely.” 

M. Bonacieux was in the greatest perplexity possible : had he better 
deny everything or tell everything? By denying all, it might be sus- 
pected that he must know too much to be so ignorant; by confessing 
all, he should prove his good will. He decided then upon telling all. 

“I suspect,” said he, “a tall, dark man, of lofty carriage, who has 
the air of a great lord ; he has followed us several times, as I think, when 
I have waited for my wife at the wicket of the Louvre to fetch her 
home.” 

The commissary appeared to experience a little uneasiness. 

“And his name?” said he. 

“Oh! as to his name, I know nothing about it, but if I were ever 
to meet him, I should know him in an instant, I will answer for it, even 
if he were among a thousand persons.” 

The face of the commissary grew still darker. 

“You should recognize him among a thousand, say you?” continued 
he. 

“That is to say,” cried Bonacieux, who saw he had gone wrong, 
“that is to say ” 

“You have answered that you should recognize lura,” said the com- 
missary; “that is all very well, and enough for to-day; before we proceed 
further, some one must be informed that you know the ravisher of 
your wife.” 

“But I have not told you that I know him!” cried Bonacieux in 
despair, “I told you, on the contrary ” 

“Take away the prisoner,” said the commissary to the two guards. 

“Where must we place him ?” demanded the officer. 

“In a dungeon,” 

“Which?” 

“Good Lord! in the first you come to, provided it be a safe one,” 
said the commissary, with an indifference which penetrated poor Bona- 
cieux with horror. 

“Alas! alas!” said he to himself, “misfortune hangs over me; my 
wife must have committed some frightful crime; they believe that I 
am her accomplice, and will punish me with her ! she must have spoken, 
she must have confessed everything, a woman is so weak ! A dungeon. 
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the first he comes to! that’s it! one night is soon passed over; and to- 
morrow to the wheel, to the gallows I Oh ! rny God ! my God ! have pity 
on me!” 

Without listening the least in the world to the lamentations of 
Master Bonacieux, lamentations to which, besides, they must have been 
pretty well accustomed, the two guards took the prisoner, each by an 
arm, and led him away, while the commissary wrote a letter in haste, 
and dispatched it by an officer in waiting, 

Bonacieux could not close his eyes ; not because his dungeon was so 
very disagreeable, but because his uneasiness was too great to allow 
him to sleep. He sat up all night upon his stool, starting at the least 
noise; and when the first rays of the sun penetrated into his chamber, 
the dawn itself appeared to him to have taken a funereal tint. 

All at once he heard his bolts drawn, and sprang up with a terrified 
hound, believing that they were come to fetch him to the scaffold ; so 
that when he saw purely and simply that it was only his commissary of 
the preceding evening, attended by his officer, he was ready to embrace 
them both. 

“Your affair has become more complicated since yesterday evening, 
my good man, and I advise you to tell the whole truth; for your re- 
pentance alone can remove the anger of the cardinal.” 

“Why, I am ready to tell everythng,” cried Bonacieux, “at least, 
all that I know. Interrogate me, I entreat you!” 

“Where is your wife, in the first place?” 

“Why, did not I tell you she had been stolen away from me ?” 

“Yes, but yesterday, at five o’clock in the afternoon, thanks to you, 
she escaped.” 

“My wife escaped !” cried Bonacieux. “Oh ! unfortunate creature ! 
Monsieur, if she has escaped, it is no fault of mine, I will swear.” 

“What business had you then to go into the chamber of M. d’Ar- 
tagnan, your neighbor, with whom you had a long conference, in the 
course of the day?” 

“Ah ! yes. Monsieur le Commissaire ; yes, that is true, and I confess 
that I was in the wrong. I did go to M. d’Artagnan’s apartment.” 

“What was the object of that visit?” 

“To beg him to assist me in finding my wife. I believed I had a 
right to endeavor to recover her; I was deceived, as it appears, and I 
ask your pardon for doing so.” 

“And what did M. d’Artagnan reply?” 

“M. d’Artagnan promised me his assistance; but I soon found out 
that he was betraying me.” 

“You are imposing upon justice! M. d’Artagnan made an agree- 
ment with you, and in virtue of that agreement put to flight the men 
of the police who had arrested your wife, and has placed her out of 
reach of all inquiries,” 

“M. d’Artagnan has carried off my wife! What can that mean?” 

“Fortunately M. d’Artagnan is in our hands, and you shall be 
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“Ah! ma foi! 1 ask no better,” cried Bonacieux; “I shall not be 
sorry to see the face of an acquaintance.” 

“Bring in M. d’Artagnan,” said the commissary to the guards. 

The two guards led in Athos. 

“Monsieur d’Artagnan,” said the commissary, addressing Athos, “de- 
clare all that passed yesterday between you and monsieur here.” 

“But 1” cried Bonacieux, “this is not M. d’Artagnan that you have 
brought before me 1” 

“What I not M. d’Artagnan !” exclaimed the commissary. 

“Not the least in the world like him,” replied Bonacieux, 

“What is this gentleman’s name ?” asked the commissary. 

“I cannot tell you; I don’t know him.” 

“.How I you don’t know him ?” 

“No.” 

“Did you never see him ?” 

“Yes, I have seen him, but I don’t know what his name is.” 

“Your name?” asked the commissary. 

“Athos,” replied the musketeer. 

“But that is not a man’s name, that is the name of a mountain,” 
cried the poor commissary, who began to feel a little bewildered. 

“That is my name,” said Athos quietly. 

“But you said that your name was D’Artagnan.” 

“Who, I?” 

“Yes, you.” 

“My guards said to me: ‘You are Monsieur d’Artagnan?’ I an- 
swered, ‘You think so, do you?’ My guards again exclaimed that they 
were sure I was. I did not think it worth while to contradict them. 
Besides, I might myself be deceived.” 

“Monsieur, you insult the majesty of justice,” 

“Not at all,” said Athos calmly. 

“You are Monsieur d’Artagnan.” 

“You see, monsieur, that you persist in saying that I am.” 

“But, I tell you, Monsieur le Commissaire,” cried Bonacieux, in 
his turn, “there is not the least doubt about the matter. M. d’Artagnan 
is my tenant, although he does not pay me my rent, and even better on 
that account ought I to know him. M. d’Artagnan is a young man, 
scarcely nineteen, and this gentleman must be thirty at least. M. d’Ar- 
tagnan is in M. Dessessart’s guards, and monsieur is in the company 
of M. de Treville’s musketeers, look at his uniform, Monsieur le 
Commissaire, look at his uniform !” 

“That’s true,” murmured the commissary; ^‘pardieu! that’s true.” 

At this moment the door was opened quickly, and a messenger, 
introduced by one of the gate-keepers of the Bastille, gave a letter to 
the commissary. 

“CUi 1 unhappy woman !” cried the commissary. 

“How! what do you say? of whom do you speak? It is not of 
my wife, I hope!” 
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“On the contrary, it is of her. Your affair is becoming a pretty 
one.” 

‘‘But,” said the agitated mercer, “do me the pleasure, monsieur, to 
teil me how my own proper affair can become the worse by anything 
my wife does while I am in prison?” 

“Because that which she does is part of a plan concerted between 
you, of an infernal plan!” 

‘T swear to you, Monsieur le Coramissaire, that you are in the pro- 
foundest error, that I know nothing in the world about what my wife had 
to do ; that I am entirely a stranger to what she has done, and that if 
she has committed any follies I renounce her, I abjure her, I curse her I” 
“Bah!” said Athos to the commissary, “if you have no more need 
of me, send me somewhere ; your Monsieur Bonacieux is very un- 
pleasant.” 

“Reconduct the prisoners to their dungeons,” said the commissary, 
designating, by the same gesture, Athos and Bonacieux, “and let them 
be guarded more closely than ever.” 

“And yet,” said Athos, with his habitual calmness, “if it be M. d’Ar- 
tagnan who is concerned in this matter, I do not perceive too clearly 
how I can take his place.” 

“Do as I bade you,” cried the commissary, “and preserve the pro- 
foundest secrecy! You understand me!” 

Athos shrugged his shoulders, and followed his guards silently, while 
Monsieur Bonacieux uttered lamentations enough to break the heart 
of a tiger. 

They led back the mercer to the same dungeon in which he had 
passed the night, and left him to himself during the day. Bonacieux 
wept away the hours like a true mercer, not being at all a man of the 
sword, as he himself informed us. In the evening, at the moment he had 
made his mind up to lie down upon the bed, he heard steps in liis cor- 
ridor. These steps drew nearer to his dungeon, the door was thrown 
open, and the guards appeared. 

“Follow me,” said an exempt, who came behind the guards. 

“Follow you !” cried Bonacieux, “follow you, at this hour ! Where, 
in the name of God ?” 

“Where we have orders to lead you.” 

“But that is not an answer, that.” 

“It is, nevertheless, the only one we can give you.” 

“All! my God! my God!” murmured the poor mercer, “now, in- 
deed, I am lost!” And he followed the guards who came for him 
mechanically and without resistance. 

He passed along the same corridor as before, crossed a first court, 
then a second side of the building; at length at the gate of the entrance- 
court he found a carriage surrounded by four guards on horseback. 
They made him get into this carriage, the exempt placed himself by 
his side, the door was locked, and they were left in a rolling prison. 
The carriage was put in motion as slowly as a funeral car. THrough 
the closely fastened windows the prisoner could perceive the ijiouses 
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and the pavement, that was all ; but, true Parisian as he was, Bonacieux 
could recognize every street by the rails, the signs, and the lamps. At 
the moment of arriving at Saint Paul, the spot where such as were 
condemned at the Bastille were executed, he was near fainting and 
crossed himself twice. He thought the carriage was about to stop there. 
The carriage, however, passed on. 

Further on, a still greater terror seized him on passing by the 
cemetery of Saint Jean, where state criminals were buried. One thing, 
however, reassured him: he remembered that before they were buried 
their heads were generally cut off, and he felt that his head was still 
on his shoulders. But when he saw the carriage take the way to La 
Greve, when he perceived the pointed roof of the Hotel de Ville, and 
t|te carriage passed under the arcade, he then thought all was over 
with him, wished to confess to the exempt, and upon his refusal, uttered 
such pitiable cries that the exempt told him that if he continued to 
deafen him in that manner, he should put a gag in his mouth. 

This measure somewhat reassured Bonacieux; if they meant to 
execute him at La Greve, it could scarcely be worth while to gag him, 
as they had nearly reached the place of execution. In fact, the carriage 
crossed the fatal spot without stopping. There remained then no other 
place to fear but the Croix-du-Trahoir ; the carriage was taking exactly 
the road to it. 

This time there was no longer any doubt: it was at the Croix-du- 
Trahoir that obscure criminals were executed. Bonacieux had flattered 
himself in believing himself worthy of Saint Paul or of the Place de 
Greve: it was the Croix-du-Trahoir that his journey and his destiny 
were about to be ended ! He could not yet see that dreadful cross, but 
he felt as if it were in some sort coming to meet him. When he was 
within twenty paces of it, he heard a noise of people, and the carriage 
stopped. This was more than poor Bonacieux could endure depressed 
as he was by the successive emotions which he had experienced: he 
uttered a feeble groan which might have been taken for the last sigh 
of a dying man, and fainted. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE MAN OF MEUNG. 

The crowd was not produced by the expectation of a man who was 
to be hung, but by the contemplation of a man who was hung. 

The carriage, which had been stopped for a minute, resumed its 
way, passed through the crowd, threaded the Rue Saint Honore, turned 
the Rue des Bons Enfans, and stopped before a low door. 

The door opened, two guards received Bonacieux in their arms 
from the exempt, who supported him ; they carried him along an alley, 
up a flight of stairs, and deposited him in an antechamber. 

All these movements had been effected, as far as he was concerned 
in them, mechanically. He had moved along as if in a dream ; he had 
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a glimpse of objects as if through a fog; his ears had perceived sounds 
without comprehending them; he might have been executed at that 
moment without his making a single gesture in his own defense, or his 
uttering a cry to implore mercy. 

He remained upon the bench, with his back leaning against the wall 
and his hands hanging down, exactly in the spot where the guards had 
placed him. 

On looking round him, however, as he could perceive no threatening 
object, as nothing indicated that he ran any real danger, as the bench 
was comfortably covered with a well-stuffed cushion, as the wall was 
ornamented with beautiful Cordova leather, and as large red damask 
curtains, fastened back by gold clasps, floated before the window, he 
perceived by degrees that his fear was exaggerated, and he began to 
turn his head to the right and the left, upward and downward. 

; At this movement, which nobody opposed, he resumed a little cour- 
age, and ventured to draw up one leg and then the other ; at length, with 
the help of his two hands, he raised himself up upon the bench, and 
found himself upon his feet. 

At this moment an officer of a sufficiently good appearance opened 
a door, continued to exchange some words with a person in the next 
chamber, and then came up to the prisoner: 

'Ts your name Bonacieux?” said he. 

“Yes, Monsieur I’Officer,” stammered the mercer, more dead than 
alive, “at your service.” 

“Come in,” said the officer. 

And he moved out of the way to let the mercer pass. The latter 
oteyed without reply, and entered the chamber, where he appeared 
to be expected. 

It was a large cabinet, with the walls furnished with arms offensive 
and defensive, close and stifling ; and in which there was already a fire, 
although it was scarcely the end of September, A square table, covered 
with books and papers, upon which was unrolled an immense plan of 
the city of La Rochelle, occupied the center of the apartment. 

Standing before the chimney, was a man of middle height, of a 
haughty, proud mien ; with piercing eyes, a large brow, and a thin 
face, which was made still longer by a royal (or imperial, as it is now 
called), surmounted by a pair of moustaches. Although this man was 
scarcely thirty-six or thirty-seven years of age, hair, moustaches, and 
royal, all began to be gray. This man, except a sword, had all the 
appearance of a soldier, and his buff boots, still slightly covered with 
dust, indicated that he had been on horseback in the course of the day. 

This man was Armand Jean Duplessis, Cardinal de Richelieu, not 
such as he is now represented — broken down like an old man, suffering 
like a martyr, his body bent, his . voice extinct — buried in a large 
fautcuil, as in an anticipated tomb ; no longer living but by the strength 
of his genius, and no longer maintaining the struggle with Europe but 
by the eternal application of his thoughts— but such as he really was 
- 4-0 on and fralkut cavalier, already weak 
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of body, but sustained by that moral power which made of him one of 
the most extraordinary men that ever existed; preparing, after having 
supported the Duke de Nevers in his duchy of Mantua, after having 
taken Nimes, Castres, and Uzes — ^to drive the English from the isle of 
Re, and lay siege to La Rochelle. 

At first sight, nothing denoted the cardinal; and it was impossible 
for those who did not know his face to guess in whose presence they 
were. 

The poor mercer remained standing at the door, while the eyes of 
the personage we have just described were fixed upon him, and ap- 
peared to wish to penetrate even into the depths of the past. 

“Is this that Bonacieux?” asked he, after a moment of silence. 

“Yes, monseigneur,” replied the officer. 

“That’s well. Give me those papers, and leave us.” 

The officer took the papers pointed out from the table, gave them 
to him who asked for them, bowed to the ground, and retired. 

Bonacieux recognized, in these papers, his interrogatories of the 
Bastille. From time to time, the man of the chimney raised his eyes 
from the writings, and plunged them like poniards into the heart of 
the poor mercer. 

At the end of ten minutes’ reading, and ten seconds of examination, 
the cardinal was satisfied. 

“That head has never conspired,” murmured he; “but it matters 
not ; we will see, nevertheless.” 

“You are accused of high treason,” said the cardinal slowly. 

“So I have been told already, monseigneur,” cried Bonacieux, giving 
his interrogator the title he had heard the officer give him, “but I swear 
to you that I know nothing about it.” 

The cardinal repressed a smile. 

“You have conspired with your wife, with Madame de Chevreuse, 
and with milord Duke of Buckingham.” 

“In fact, monseigneur, I have heard her pronounce all those names.” 

“And on what occasion ?” 

“She said that the Cardinal de Richelieu had drawn the Duke of 
Buckingham to Paris to ruin him and to ruin the queen.” 

“She said that?” cried the cardinal, with violence. 

“Yes, monseigneur, but I told her she was wrong to talk about such 
things ; and that his eminence was incapable ” 

“Hold your tongue! you are stupid,” replied the cardinal. 

“That’s exactly what my wife said, monseigneur.” 

“Do you know who carried off your wife?” 

“No, monseigneur.” 

“You have suspicions, neverffieless ?” 

“Yes, monseigneur ; but these suspicions appeared to be disagreeable 
to monseigneur the commissary, and I no longer have them.” 

“Your wife has escaped ! Did you know that?” 
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“No, monseigneur; I learned it since I have been in prison and 
that from the conversation of monsieur the commissary — very good 
kind of man.” 

The cardinal repressed another smile. 

“Then you are ignorant of what is become of your wife since her 
flight.” 

“Absolutely, monseigneur; but she has most likely returned to the 
Louvre.” 

“At one o’clock this morning she had not returned.” 

“Good God ! what can have become of her then?” 

“We shall know, be assured ; nothing is concealed from the cardinal, 
the cardinal knows everything.” 

“In that case, monseigneur, do you believe the cardinal will be so 
kind as to tell me what has become of my wife ?” 

“Perhaps he may ; but you must, in the first place, reveal to the 
cardinal all you know of your wife’s relations with Madame de Qiev- 
reuse.” 

“But monseigneur, I know nothing about them; I have never .seen 
her !” 

“When you went to fetch your wife from the Louvre, did you always 
return directly home?” 

“Scarcely ever; she had business to transact with linen drapers, to 
whose houses I conducted her.” 

“And how many were there of these linen drapers ?” 

“Two, monseigneur.” 

“And where did they live?” 

“One Rue de Vaugirard, the other Rue de la Harpe.” 

“Did you go into these houses with her?” 

“Never, monseigneur; I waited at the door.” 

“And what excuse did she make for going in in this manner alone ?” 

“She gave me none ; she told me to wait, and I waited.” 

“You are a very complacent husband, my dear Monsieur Bonacieux,” 
said the cardinal 

“He calls me his dear monsieur,” said the mercer to himself. “Peste ! 
matters are going all right !”• 

“Should you know those doors again ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you know the numbers?” 

“Yes.” 

“What are they ?” 

“No. 25 in the Rue Vaugirard ; 75 in the Rue de la Harpe.” 

“That’s well,” said the cardinal. 

At these words, he took up a silver bell, and rang it: the officer 
entered. 

“Go,” said he, in a subdued voice, “and find Rochefort ; tell him to 
come to me immediately, if he is returned.” 

“The count is here,” said the officer, “and requests to speak with 
your eminence instantly.” 
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“Let him come in, then; let him come in, then!” said the cardinal 
eagerly. 

The officer sprang out of the apartment with that alacrity which 
all the servants of the cardinal displayed in obeying him. 

“To your eminence 1” murmured Bonacieux, rolling his eyes round 
in astonishment. 

Five seconds had scarcely elapsed after the disappearance of the 
officer, when the door opened, and a new personage entered. 

“It is he !” cried Bonacieux, 

“He! what he?” asked the cardinal. 

“The man that took away my wife !” 

The cardinal rang a second time. The officer reappeared. 

“Place this man in the care of his guards again, and let him wait till 
I send for him.” 

“No, monseigneur! no! it is not he!” cried Bonacieux; “no, I was 
deceived : this is quite a different man, and does not resemble him at all. 
Monsieur is, I am sure, a very pod sort of man !” 

“Take away that fool!” said the cardinal. 

The officer took Bonacieux by the arm, and led him into the ante- 
chamber, where he found his two guards. 

The newly introduced personage followed Bonacieux impatiently 
with his eyes till he was gone out, and the moment the door closed, he 
advanced eagerly toward the cardinal, and said : 

“They have seen each other !” 

“Who?” asked his eminence. 

“He and she !” 

“The queen and the duke?” cried Richelieu. 

“Yes.” 

“Where?” 

“At the Louvre.” 

“Are you sure of it ?” 

“Perfectly sure.” 

“Who told you of it ?” 

“Madame Lannoy, who is devoted to your eminence, as you know.” 

“Why did she not let me know sooner?” 

“Whether by chance or from mistrust, I don’t know ; but the queen 
made Madame de Surgis sleep in her chamber, and detained her all day.” 

“Well, we are beaten ! Now let us try to take our revenge.” 

“I will assist you with all my heart, monseigneur ; be assured of that,” 

“Plow did it take place?” 

“At half-past twelve, the queen was with her women ” 

“Where?” 

“In her bedchamber ” 

“Go on.” 

“When some one came and brought her a handkerchief from her 
dame de lingerie/* 

“And then !” 


114 


The Three Musketeers 


"The queen immediately exhibited strong emotion ; and notwithstand- 
ing that her face was covered with rouge, evidently turned pale — — 
"Well, go on!” 

“She however, rose, and with a trembling voice: ‘Ladies, said she, 
wait for me ten minutes, I shall soon return/ She then opened the door 
of her alcove, and went out.” 

"Why did not Madame Lannoy come and inform you instantly?” 
"Nothing was certain; besides, her majesty had said: ‘Ladies, wait 
for me and she did not dare to disobey the queen,” 

“How long did the queen remain out of the chamber ?” 
"Three-quarters of an hour.” 

“Did none of her women accompany her?” 

"Only Donna Estafania,” 

"Did she afterward return?” 

"Yes; but to take a little rosewood casket, with her cipher upon it; 
and went out again immediately.” 

"And when she finally returned, did she bring that casket with her ?” 
“No.” 

"Does Madame Lannoy know what was in that casket?” 

"Yes ; the diamond studs which his majesty gave the queen,” 

"And she came back without this casket?” 

"Yes.” 

"Madame Lannoy, then, is of opinion that she gave them to Bucking- 
ham.” ' 

"She is sure of it.” 

"How can she be so?” 

“In the course of the day, Madame de Lannoy, in her quality of tire- 
woman of the queen, looked for this casket, appeared uneasy at not finding 
it, and at length asked the queen if she knew anything about it,” 

"And the queen ?” 

"The queen became exceedingly red, and replied, that having on the 
preceding evening broken one of those studs, she had sent it to her 
goldsmith to be repaired.” 

"He must be called upon, and so ascertain if the thing be true or not,” 
“I have just been with him,” 

"And the goldsmith says ” 

"The goldsmith has heard of nothing of the kind.” 

“Right! right! Rochefort, all is not lost; and perhaps — perhaps — 
everything is for the best !” 

“The fact is, that I do not doubt your eminence’s genius ” 

“Will repair the blunders of his agent — ^is that it ?” 

^ “That is exactly what I was going to say, if your eminence had per- 
mitted me to finish my sentence.” , 

"Do you know where the Duchess de Chevreuse and the Duke of 
Buckingham are now concealed ?” 

“No, monseigneur; my people could tell me nothing on that head.” 
“But I know.” 

“You, monseigneur?” 
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“Yes; or at least I guess. They were, one in the Rue Vaugirard, 
No. 25 ; the other in the Rue de la Harpe, No. 75.” 

“Does your eminence command that they should be both instantly 
arrested ?” 

“It will be too late; they will be gone.” 

“But still, we can make sure that they are so.” 

“Take ten men of my guards, and search the house thoroughly.” 

“Instantly, monseigneur.” 

And Rochefort went hastily out of the apartment. 

The cardinal, upon being left alone, reflected for an instant, and then 
rang the bell a third time. The same officer appeared. 

“Bring the prisoner in again,” said the cardinal. 

Master Bonacieux was introduced afresh, and upon a sign from the 
cardinal the officer retired. 

“You have deceived me!” said the cardinal sternly. 

“I I” cried Bonacieux ; “I ! deceive your eminence I” 

“Your wife, when going to Rue de Vaugirard and Rue de la Harpe, 
did not go to meet linen drapers.” 

“Then whom did she go to meet, in the name of God ?” 

“She went to meet the Duchess de Chevreuse and the Duke of 
Buckingham.” 

“Yes,” cried Bonacieux, recalling all his remembrances of the cir- 
cumstances, “y^s, that’s it. Your eminence is right. I told my wife, 
several times, that it was surprising that linen drapers should live in 
such houses as those — in houses that had no signs — ^but she only always 
laughed at me. 

“Ah! monseigneur!” continued Bonacieux, throwing himself at his 
eminence’s feet, “ah ! how truly you are the cardinal, the great cardinal, 
the man of genius whom all the world reveres.” 

The cardinal, however contemptible might be the triumph gained 
over so vulgar a being as Bonacieux, did not the less enjoy it for an 
instant ; then, almost immediately, as if a fresh thought had occurred, 
to the mercer : 

“Rise, my good friend,” said he ; “you are a worthy man.” 

“The cardinal has touched me with his hand ! I have touched the 
hand of the great man !” cried Bonacieux : “the great man has called me 
his friend !” 

“Yes, my friend; yes!” said the cardinal, with that paternal tone 
which he sometimes knew how to assume, but which deceived none who 
knew him ; “and as you have been unjustly suspected, well ! you must be 
idemnified : here ! take this purse of a hundred pistoles, and pardon me.” 

“I pardon you, monseigneur !” said Bonacieux, hesitating to take the 
purse, fearing, doubtless, that this pretended gift was but a joke. “But 
you are free to have me arrested, you are free to have me tortured, you 
are free to have me hung : yoU are the master, and I could not have the 
least word to say against it. Pardon you, monseigneur ! you cannot mean 
that!” 
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"Ah! my dear Monsieur Bonacieux, you are generous in this matter, 
and I thank you for it. Thus, then, you will take this bag, and you will 
go away without being too much dissatisfied with your treatment.” 

“I shall go away enchanted.” 

"Farewell, then ; that is to say, for the present, for I hope we shall 
meet again.” 

“Whenever monseigneur wishes: I am always at his eminence’s 
orders.” 

“And that will be frequently, I assure you, for I have found some- 
thing extremely agreeable in your conversation.” 

“Oh, monseigneur !” 

“All revoir, Monsieur Bonacieux, au revoir !” 

And the cardinal made him a sign with his hand, to which Bonacieux 
replied by bowing to the ground ; he then went out backward, and when 
he was in the antechamber, the cardinal heard him, in his enthusiasm, 
crying aloud, "Vive monseigneur ! Vive son eminence ! Vive le grand 
cardinal I” The cardinal listened with a smile to this vociferous manifesta- 
tion of the feelings of Bonacieux ; and then, when Bonacieux’s cries were 
no longer audible : 

"Good !” said he, "that man would, henceforward, lay down his life 
for me.” 

And the cardinal began to examine with the greatest attention the 
map of La Rochelle, which, as we have said, lay open upon the table, 
tracing with a pencil the line in which the famous dyke was to pass, which, 
eighteen months later, shut up the port of the besieged city. As he was 
in the deepest of his strategic meditations, the door opened, and Roche- 
fort returned. 

“Well !” said the cardinal eagerly, rising with a promptitude which 
proved the degree of importance he attached to the commission with 
which he had charged the count. 

"Well!” said the latter, "a young woman of about twenty-six or 
twenty-eight years of age, and a man of from thirty-five to forty, have 
lodged at the two houses pointed out by your eminence, but the woman 
left last night, and the man this morning.” 

“They were the persons !” cried the cardinal, looking at the clock ; 
"and now it is too late to have them pursued : the duchess is at Tours, 
and the duke at Boulogne. It is at London they must be met with.” 

"What are your eminence’s orders ?” 

"Not a word of what has passed; let the queen remain in perfect 
security; let her be ignorant that we know her secret; let her believe 
that we are in search of some conspiracy or other. Send me the keeper 
of the seals, Monseiur Seguier.” 

"And that man, what has your eminence done with him ?” 

"What man ?” asked the cardinal. 

"That Bonacieux.” 

"I have done with him all that could be done : I have made him a 
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The Count _de Rochefort bowed like a man who acknowledges as 
great the superiority of the master, and retired. 

“Tell Vitray to come to me,” said he, “and tell him to get ready for 
a journey.” 

The instant after, the man he required was before him, booted and 
spurred, 

“Vitray,” said he, “you will go, with all speed, to London. You must 
not stop an instant on the way. You will deliver this letter to milady. 
Here is an order for two hundred pistoles ; call upon my treasurer and 
get the money. You shall have as much again if you are back within six 
days, and have executed your commission well.” 

The messenger, without replying a single word, bowed, took the 
letter, with the order for the two hundred pistoles, and retired. 

These were the contents of the letter : 

“Milady: Be at the first ball at which the Duke of Buckingham 
shall be present. He will wear on his doublet twelve diamond stubs ; get 
as near to him as you can, and cut off two of them, 

“As soon as these studs shall be in your possession, inform me.” 


CHAPTER XV. 

MEN OF THE ROBE AND MEN OF THE SWORD. 

On the day after these events had taken place, Athos not having 
reappeared, M. de Treville was informed by D’Artagnan and Porthos of 
the circumstance. As to Aramis, he had asked for leave of absence for 
five days, and was gone, it was said, to Rouen, on family business. 

M, de Treville was the father of his soldiers. The lowest or the most 
unknown of them, as soon as he assumed the uniform of the company, was 
as sure of his aid and support as his brother himself could have been. 

He repaired then, instantly to the residence of the lieutenant-criminel. 
The officer who commanded the post of the Croix-Rouge was sent for, 
and by successive inquiries they found that Athos was at the time lodged 
in the Fort I’Eveque. 

Athos had passed through all the examinations we have seen Bona- 
cieux undergo. 

We were present at the scene in which the two captives were con- 
fronted with each other. Athos, had till that time said nothing for fear 
that D’Artagnan, interrupted in his turn, should not have the time neces- 
sary ; but from this moment Athos declared that his name was Athos, 
and not D’Artagiian. He added that he did not know either Monsieur 
or Madame Bonacieux ; that he had never spoken to the one or the other ; 
that he had come, at a1x)ut ten o’clock in the evening, to pay a visit to his 
friend, M. d’Artagnan, but that till that hour he had been at M. de 
Treville’s, where he had dined; “twenty witnesses,” added he, “could 
attest the fact,” and he named several distinguished gentlemen, and 
among them was M. the duke de la Treraouille. 
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The second commissary was as much bewildered as the first had 
been at the simple but firm declaration of the musketeer, upon whom he 
was anxious to take the revenge which men of the robe like at all times 
to gain over men of the sword ; but the name of M. de Treville, and that 
of M. de la Tremouille, commanded a little reflection. 

Athos was then sent to the cardinal, but unfortunately the cardinal 
was at the Louvre with the idng. 

It was precisely at this moment, at which M. de Treville, on leaving 
the residence of the lieutenant-criminel, and that of the governor of the 
Fort rEveque, without being able to find Athos, arrived at the palace. 

As the captain of the musketeers, M. de Treville had the right of 
entree at all times. 

It is well known how violent the king’s prejudices were against the 
queen, and how carefully these prejudices were kept up by the cardinal, 
who, in affairs of intrigue, mistrusted women much more than men. 
One of the principal causes of this prejudice was the friendship of Anne 
of Austria for Madame de Chevreuse. These two women gave him more 
uneasiness than the war with Spain, the quarrel with England, or the 
embarrassment of the finances. In his eyes, and to his perfect conviction, 
Madame de Chevreuse not only served the queen in her political in- 
trigues, but, which troubled him still more, in her love affairs. 

At the first word the cardinal spoke of Madame de Chevreuse, who, 
though exiled to Tours, and who was believed to be in that city, had been 
at Paris, had remained there five days, and had outwitted the police, the 
king flew into a furious passion. Although capricious and unfaithful, the 
king wished to be called Louis the Just and Louis the Chaste. Posterity 
will find a difficulty in understanding this character, which liistory ex- 
plains only by facts and never by reasonings. 

But when the cardinal added, that not only had Madame de Chevreuse 
been in Paris, but, still further, that the queen had renewed with her, 
by the means of one of those mysterious correspondences which at that 
time was named a cabal ; when he affirmed that he, the cardinal, was about 
to unravel the most closely twisted thread of this intrigue ; when at the 
moment of arresting in the fact, with all the proofs about her, the queen’s 
emissary to the exiled duchess, a musketeer, had dared to interrupt the 
course of justice violently, by falling, sword in hand, upon the honest 
men of the law charged with investigating impartially the whole affair, 
in order to place it before the eyes of the king, Louis XIII. could not 
contain himself, and he made a step toward the queen’s apartment, with 
that pale and mute indignation, which when it broke out, led this prince 
to the commission of the coldest cruelty. 

And yet, in all this, the cardinal had not yet said a word about the 
Duke of Buckingham, 

At this instant M. de Treville entered, cold, polite, and in irreproach- 
able costume. V 

Rendered aware of what had passed by the presence of the cardinal, 
and the alteration in the king’s countenance, M. de Treville felt himself 
something like Samson before the Philistines. 
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Louis XIIL had already placed his hand on the button uf the door ; 
at the noise of M. de Treville’s entrance he turned round. 

“You arrive in good time, monsieur,” said the king, who, when his 
passions were raised to a certain point, could not dissemble; “I have 
learned some pretty things concerning your musketeers !” 

“And I,” said M. de Treyille, coldly, “I have some pretty things to 
inform your majesty of, concerning these men of the robe.” 

“What do you say ?” said the king, with hauteur, 

“I have the honor to inform your majesty,” continued M. de Treville 
in the same tone, “that a party of procureurs, commissaries, and the men 
of the police, very estimable people but very inveterate, as it appears, 
against the uniform, have taken upon themselves to arrest in a house, 
to lead away through the open street, and throw into the Fort I’Eveque, 
all upon an order which they have refused to show me, one of my, or 
rather your musketeers, sire, of irreproachable conduct, of an almost 
illustrious reputation, and whom your majesty knows favorably, M. 
Athos.” 

“Athos!” said the king mechanically; “yes, indeed, I know that 
name.” 

“Let your majesty remember,” said M. de Treville, “that M. Athos 
is the musketeer who, in the annoying duel which you are acquainted 
with, had the misfortune to wound M. de Cahusac so seriously. Apropos, 
monseigneur,” continued De Treville, addressing the cardinal, “M. de 
Cahusac is quite recovered, is he not?” 

“Thank you I” said the cardinal, biting his lips with anger. 

“M. Athos, then, went to pay a visit to one of his friends, at the 
time absent,” continued M. de Treville, “to a young Bearnais, a cadet 
in his majesty’s guards, the company of M. Dessessarts, but scarcely 
had he arrived at his friend’s, and taken up a book, while waiting his 
return, when a crowd of bailiffs and soldiers mixed, came and laid 
siege to the house, and broke open several doors ” 

The cardinal made the king a sign, which signified, “That was on 
account of the affair about which I spoke to you.” 

“Oh! we all know that,” interrupted the king; “for all that was 
done for our service.” 

“Then,” said Treville, “it was also for your majesty’s service, that 
one of my musketeers, who was innocent, has been seized ; that he has 
been placed between two guards, like a malefactor; and that this 
gallant man, who has ten times shed his blood in your majesty’s service, 
and is ready to shed it again, has been paraded through the midst of 
an insolent populace!” 

“Bah !” said the king, who began to be shaken, “was it managed so ?” 

“M. de Treville,” said the cardinal, with the greatest phlegm, “does 
not tell your majesty that this innocent musketeer, this gallant man, had 
only an hour before attacked, sword in hand four commissaires of 
inquiry, who were delegated by me to examine into an affair of the 
highest importance.” 
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‘T defy your eminence to prove it,” cried M. de Treville, with his 
Gascon freedom and military roughness ; ”for one hour before, M. Athos, 
who, I will confide to your majesty, is really a man of the highest 
quality, did me the honor, after having dined with me, to be conversing 
in the salon of my hotel, with M. the Duke de la Tremouille and M. le 
Comte de Chalus, who happened to be there.” 

The king looked at the cardinal. 

"A proces-verbal attests it,” said the cardinal, replying aloud to 
the mute interrogation of his majesty; “and the ill-treated people have 
drawn up the following, which I have the honor to present to your 
majesty.” 

“And is the proces-verbal of men of the robe to be placed in com- 
parison with the word of honor of a man of the sword ?” replied Treville 
haughtily. 

“Come, come, Treville, hold your tongue,” said the king. 

“If his eminence entertains any suspicion against one of my mus- 
keteers,” said Treville, “the justice of M. the Cardinal is sufficiently 
well known to induce me, myself, to demand an inquiry.” 

“In the house in which this judicial inquiry was made,” continued 
the impassable cardinal, “there lodges, I believe, a young Bearnais, 
a friend of the musketeer's.” 

“Your eminence means M. d'Artagnan.” 

“I mean a young man whom you patronize, Monsieur de Treville.” 

“Yes, your eminence, it is the same.” 

“Do you not suspect this young man of having given bad advice ” 

“To M. Athos ! to a man double his age ?” interrupted M. de 
Treville. “No, monseigneur. Besides, M, d’Artagnan passed the eve- 
ning at my hotel.” 

“Well,” said the cardinal, “everybody seems to have passed the 
evening at your hotel.” 

“Does your eminence doubt my word?” said De Treville, with a 
brow flushed with anger. 

“No, God forbid!” said the cardinal; “but only let me inquii'e at 
what hour he was with you?” 

“Oh, that I can speak to positively, your eminence ; for as he came 
in I remarked that it was half-past nine by the clock, although I had 
believed it to be later.” 

“And at what hour did he leave your hotel ?” 

“At half-past ten; an hour after the event.” 

“Well, but,” replied the cardinal, who could not for an instant 
suspect the loyalty of De Treville, and who felt that the victory was 
escaping from his hands— “well, but Athos, was taken in the house 
of the Rue des Fossoyeurs.” 

“Is one friend forbidden to visit another? or a musketeer of my 
company to fraternize with a guard of M. Dessessart’s company?” 

“Yes, when the house in which he fraternizes is suspected.” 

“That house is suspected, Treville,” said the king; “perhaps you 
were not aware of that?” 
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“Indeed, sire, I knew nothing of the circumstances. The house 
may be suspected, but I deny that it is in the part of it inhabitated by 
M. d’Artagnan; for I can affirm, sire, if I can believe what he says, 
that there does not exist a more devoted servant of your majesty, or 
a more profound admirer of Monsieur the Cardinal.” 

“Was it not this D’Artagnan who wounded, one day, Jussac, in 
that unfortunate encounter, which took place near the convent of the 
Garmes Dechausses?” asked the king, looking at the cardinal, who 
colored with vexation. 

“And the next day Bernajoux. Yes, sire, yes, it is the same. Your 
majesty has an excellent memory.” 

“Come, how shall we determine?” said the king. 

“That concerns your majesty more than me,” said the cardinal. 
“I should affirm the culpability.” 

“And I deny it,” said De Treville. “But his majesty has judges, 
and these judges will decide.” 

“That is best,” said the king. “Send the case before the judges ; 
it is their business to judge, and they will judge.” 

“Only,” replied Treville, “it is a sad thing that, in the unfortunate 
times in which we live, the purest life, the most incontestable virtue, 
cannot exempt a man from infamy and persecution. The army, I will 
answer for it, will be but little pleased at being exposed to rigorous 
treatment on account of affairs of police.” 

The expression was imprudent; but M. de Treville launched it with a 
full knowledge of his cause. He was desirous of an explosion, because 
in that case the mine throws forth fire, and fire enlightens. 

“Affairs of police !” cried the king, taking up De Treville’s words ; 
“affairs of police! And what do you know about them, monsieur? 
Meddle with your musketeers, and do not annoy me in this way. It 
appears, according to your account, that if, unfortunately, a musketeer 
is arrested, France is in danger! Here’s a piece of work about a 
musketeer! Why, I would arrest ten of them, venirebleu! a hundred, 
even— all the company! and I would not allow a murmur!” 

“From the moment they are suspected by your majesty,” said 
Treville, “the musketeers are guilty ; therefore, you see me prepared 
to surrender my sword; for, after having accused my soldiers, there 
can be no doubt that M. the Cardinal will end by accusing me. It is 
best to constitute myself at once a prisoner with M. Athos, who is 
alread}'^ arrested, and with M. d’Artagnan, who most probably will be 
arrested.” 

“Gascon-headed man! will you have done?” said the king. 

“Sire,” replied Treville, without lowering his voice in the least, 
“either order my musketeer to be restored to me, or let him be tried.” 

“He shall be tried,” said the cardinal. 

“Well, so much the better; for in that case I shall demand of his 
majesty permission to plead for him,” 

The king became afraid of an outbreak. 

“If his eminence,” said he, “had not personal motives ” 
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The cardinal saw what the king was about to say, and interrupted 
him : 

“Pardon me,” said he; “but the instant your majesty considers me 
a prejudiced judge, I withdraw.” 

“Come,” said the king, “will you swear by my father that M. Athos 
was at your residence during the event, and that he took no part in it?” 

“By your glorious father, and by yourself — who are that which I 
love and venerate the most in the world — I swear it !” 

“Be so kind as to reflect, sire,” said the cardinal. “If we release 
the prisoner thus, we shall never be able to know the truth.” 

“M. Athos will always be to be found,” replied Treville — “always 
ready to answer, when it shall please the men of the long robe to 
interrogate him. He will not desert. Monsieur le Cardinal, be assured 
of that; I will answer for him.” 

“No. he will not desert,” said the king; “he can always be found, 
as M. de Treville says. Besides,” added he, lowering his voice, and 
looking with a suppliant air at the cardinal, “let us give them apparent 
security; there is policy in that.” 

This policy of Louis XIII.'s made Richelieu smile. 

“Order it as you please, sire ; you possess the right of pardoning.” 

“The right of pardoning only applies to the guilty,” said Treville, 
who was determined to have the last word, “and my musketeer is inno- 
cent. It is not mercy, then, that you are about to accord, sire; it is 
justice.” 

“And he is in the Fort I’Eveque?” said the king. 

“Yes, sire, in solitary confinement, in a dungeon, like the lowest 
criminal.” 

“The devil! the devil!” murmured the king — “what must be done?” 

“Sign the order for his release, and all will be said,” replied the 
cardinal. “I believe, with your majesty, that M. de Treville’s guarantee 
is more than sufficient.” 

Treville bowed very respectfully, with a joy that was not unmixed 
with fear ; he would have preferred an obstinate resistance on the part 
of the cardinal, to this sudden yielding. 

The king signed the -order for enlargement, and Treville carried 
it away without delay. 

At the moment he was about to leave the presence, the cardinal 
gave him a friendly smile, and! said : 

“A perfect harmony seems to prevail in your musketeers, sire, 
between the leader and the soldiers, which must be good for the service, 
and advantageous to all.” 

“Now he will play me some dog’s trick or other, and that imme- 
diately,” said Treville; “there is no possibility of getting the last word 
with such a man. But let us be quick~the king may change his mind 
presently; and, at all events, it is more difficult to replace a man in the 
Fort TEv^ue, or the Bastille, who has got out, than to keep a prisoner 
i-liprp whfi Ts in.” 
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M. de Treville made his entrance triumphantly into the Fort I’Eveque, 
whence he delivered the musketeer, whose peaceful indifference had not 
for a moment abandoned him. 

The first time he saw D’Artagnan, “You have come off well,” said 
he to him; “there is your Jussac thrust paid for. There still remains 
that of Bernajoux, but you must not be too confident.” 

As to the rest, M. de Treville had good reason to mistrust the car- 
dinal, and to think that all was not over, for scarcely had the captain of 
the musketeers closed the door after him, than his eminence said to 
the king; 

“Now that we are at length by ourselves, we will, if your majesty 
pleases, converse seriously. Sire, Monsieur de Buckingham has been 
in Paris five days, and only left it this morning.” 

CHAPTER XVI. 

IN WHICH MONSIEUR SEGUIER, THE KEEPER OF THE SEALS, LOOKS MORE 
THAN ONCE FOR THE BELL, IN ORDER TO RING IT, AS HE DID BEFORE, 

It is impossible to form an idea of the impression these few words 
made upon Louis XIII. He grew pale and red alternately ; and the 
cardinal saw at once that he had recovered, by a single blow, all the 
ground he had lost. 

“M, de Buckingham in Paris 1” cried he, “and what does he come 
to do there?” 

“To conspire, no doubt, with your enemies the Huguenots and the 
Spaniards.” 

“No, pardieu! no ! To conspire against my honor, with Madame de 
Chevreuse, Madame de Longueville, and the Condes.” 

“Oh! sire, what an idea! The queen is too prudent, and, besides, 
loves your majesty too well.” 

“Woman is weak, Monsieur le Cardinal,” said the king; “and as 
to loving me much, I have my own opinion respecting that love.” 

“I not the less maintain,” said the cardinal, “that the Duke of 
Buckingham, came to Paris for a project purely political.” 

“And I am sure that he came for quite another purpose. Monsieur 
le Cardinal, but if the queen be guilty, let her tremble !” 

“Indeed,” said the cardinal, “whatever repugnance I may have to 
directing my mind to such a treason, your majesty compels me to think 
of it. Madame de Lannoy, whom, according to your majesty’s com- 
mand, I have frequently interrogated, told me this morning, that the 
night before last her majesty sat up very late, that this morning she 
wept much, and that she was writing all day.” 

“That’s it!” cried the king; “to him, no doubt. Cardinal, I must 
have the queen’s papers.” 

“But how to take them, sire? It seems to me that neither your 
majesty nor I can charge ourselves with such a mission.” 
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“How did they act with regard to La Marechale d’Ancre?” cried 
the king, in the highest state of irritation ; “her armoires were thoroughly 
searched, and then she herself was searched.” 

“The Marechale d’Ancre was no more than the Marechale d’Ancre, 
a Florentine adventuress sire, and that was all ; while the august spouse 
of your majesty is Anne of Austria, queen of France, that is to say, 
one of the greatest princesses in the world.” 

“She is not the less guilty, Monsieur le Due! The more she has 
forgotten the high position in which she was placed, the more degrading 
is her fall. It is long since, besides, that I have determined to put an 
end to all these petty intrigues of policy and love. She has also about 
her a certain Laporte.” 

“Who, I believe, is the mainspring of all this, I confess,” said the 
cardinal. 

“You think, then, as I do, that she deceives me?” said the king, 

“I believe, and I repeat it to your majesty, that the queen conspires 
against the power of the king, but I have not said against his honor.” 

“And I — *1 tell you against both; I tell you the queen does not love 
me; I tell you she loves another; I tell you she loves that infamous 
Buckingham ! Why did you not cause him to be arrested while he was 
in Paris?” 

“Arrest the duke! arrest the prime minister of King Charles 1. 
Think of it, sire ! What a scandal ! And if then the suspicions of your 
majesty, which I still continue to doubt, should prove to have any 
foundation, what a terrible disclosure 1 what a fearful scandal !” 

“But as he acted like a vagabond or a thief, he should have been ” 

Louis XIII. stopped, terrified at what he was about to say, while 
Richelieu, stretching out his neck, waited uselessly for the word which 
had died on the lips of the king. 

“He should have been ?” ^ 

“Nothing,” said the king, “nothing. But all the time he was in 
Paris, you, of course, did not lose sight of him?” 

“No, sire,” 

“Where did he lodge?” 

“Rue de la Plarpe, No, 75.” 

“Where is that?” 

“By the side of the Luxembourg.” 

“And you are certain that the queen and he did not see each other?” 

“I believe the queen to have too high a sense of her duties, sire.” 

“But they have corresponded; it is to him that the queen has been 
writing all the day ; Monsieur le Due, I must have those letters 1” 

“Sire, notwithstanding ” 

“Monsieur le Due, at whatever price it may be, I will have them.” 

“I would, however, beg your majesty to observe ” 

“Do you then also join in betraying me. Monsieur le Cardinal, by 
thus always opposing my will? Are you also in concert with Spain 
■Rnrrinnd. with Madame de Chevreuse and the queen?” 
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“Sire,” replied the cardinal, sighing, “I thought I was secure from 
such suspicion.” 

“Monsieur le Cardinal, you have heard me, I will have those letters.” 

“There is but one means.” 

“What is that ?” 

^“That would be to charge M. de Seg^ier, the keeper of the seals, 
with this mission. The matter enters completely into the duties of his 
post.” 

“Let him be sent for instantly.” 

“He is most likely at my hotel ; I requested him to call, and when I 
came to the Louvre, I left orders, if he came, to desire him to wait.” 

“Let him be sent for instantly.” 

“Your majesty’s orders shall be executed; but — — ” 

“But what?” 

“But the queen will perhaps refuse to obey.” 

“What, my orders?” 

“Yes, if she is ignorant that these orders come from the king.” 

“Well, that she may have no doubt on that head, I will go and 
inform her myself.” 

I “Your majesty will not forget that I have done everything in my 

power to prevent a rupture.” 

“Yes, duke, yes, I know you are very indulgent toward the queen, 
too indulgent perhaps; we shall have occasion I warn you, at some 
future period to speak of that.” 

“Whenever it shall please your majesty; but I shall be always happy 
and proud, sire, to sacrifice myself to the good harmony which I desire 
to see reign between you and the queen of France.” 

“It is all very well, cardinal, all very well; but, in the meantime, 
send for monsieur the keeper of the seals. I will go to the queen.” 

And Louis XIII., opening the door of communication, passed into 
the corridor which fed to the apartments of Anne of Austria. 

The queen was in the midst of her women, Madame de Guitant, 
Madame de Sable, Madame de Montbazon, and Madame de Guemene. 
In a corner was the Spanish cameriste, Donna Estafania, who had 
followed her from Madrid. Madame Guemene was reading aloud, and 
everybody was listening to her with attention, with the exception of 
the queen, who had, on the contrary, desired this reading in order that 
she might be able, while feigning to listen, to pursue the thread of her 
own thoughts. 

These thoughts, gilded as they were by a last reflection of love, 
were not the less sad. Anne of Austria, deprived of the confidence 
of her husband, pursued by the hatred of the cardinal, who could not 
pardon her for having repulsed a more tender feeling, having before 
her eyes the example of the queen mother, whom that hatred had 
tormented all her life, though Mary de Medici, if the memoirs of the 
time are to be believed, had begun by according to the cardinal that 
sentiment which Anne of Austria always refused him; Anne of Aus- 
tria had seen fall around her her most devoted servants, her most 



126 


The Three Musketeers 

intimate confidants, her dearest favorites. Like those unfortunate per- 
sons endowed with a fatal gift, she brought misfortune upon everything 
she touched ; her friendship was a fatal sign which called down persecu- 
tion, Madame Chevreuse and Madame Vernet were exiled, and Laporte 
did not conceal from his mistress that he expected to be arrested every 
instant. 

It was at the moment she was plunged in the deepest and darkest 
of these reflections, that the door of the chamber opened, and the king 
entered. 

The reader was instantly silent, all the ladies rose, and there was a 
profound silence. As to the king, he made no demonstration of polite- 
ness, only stopping before the queen. 

“Madame,” said he, “you are about to receive a visit from the 
chancellor, who will communicate certain matters to you, with which I 
have charged him.” 

The unfortunate queen, Avho was constantly threatened with divorce, 
exile, and trial even, turned pale under her rouge, and could not refrain 
from saying: 

“But why this visit, sire ? What can Monsieur the Chancellor have 
to say to me that your majesty could not say yourself?” 

The king turned upon his heel without reply, and almost at the 
same instant the captain of the guards, M. de Guitant, announced the 
visit of Monsieur . the Chancellor. 

When the chancellor appeared, the king had already gone out by 
another door. 

The chancellor entered, half smiling, half blushing. As we shall 
probably meet with him again in the course of our history, it would be 
quite as well for our readers to be made at once acquainted with him. 

This chancellor was a pleasant man. It was Des Roches le Masle, 
canon of Notre Dame, and who had formerly been valet de charabre 
to the cardinal, who introduced him to his eminence as a perfectly 
devout man. The cardinal trusted him, and found his advantage in it. 

There were many stories related of him, and among them this : 

After a wild youth, he had retired into a convent, there to expiate, 
at least for some time, the follies of adolescence. 

But, on entering this holy place, the poor penitent was unable to 
shut the door so dose as to prevent the passions he fled from, from enter- 
ing with him. He was incessantly attacked by them, and the superior, 
to whom he had confided this misfortune, wishing, as much as in him 
lay, to free him from them, had advised him, in order to conjure away 
the tempting demon, to have recourse to the bell-rope, and to ring with 
all his might. At the denunciatiiig sound, the monks would be rendered 
aware that temptation was besieging a brother, and all the community 
would go to prayers. 

This advice appeared good to the future chancellor. He con- 
jured the evil spirit with abundance of prayers off ered up by the monks. 
But the devil does not suffer himself to be easily disposed from a 
-.in.o .xrhirh hp has fixed his garrison : in proportion as they redoubled 
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the exorcisms he redoubled the temptations, so that day and night the 
bell was ringing full swing, announcing the extreme desire for mortifi- 
cation which the penitent experienced. 

The monks had no longer an instant of repose. By day they did 
nothing but ascend and descend the steps which led to the chapel ; at 
night, in addition to complins and matins, they were further obliged 
to leap twenty times out of their beds and prostrate themselves on the 
floor of their cells. 

It is not known whether it was the devil who gave way, or the 
monks who grew tired ; but within three mouths the penitent reappeared 
in the world with the reputation of being the most terrible possessed 
that ever existed. 

On leaving the convent, he entered into the magistracy, became 
president d mortier in the place of his uncle, embraced the cardinal’s 
party, which did not prove want of sagacity ; became chancellor, served 
his eminence with zeal in his hatred against the queen-mother, and his 
vengeance against Anne of Austria; stimulated the judges in the affair 
of Chalais; encouraged the essays of M. de Laffemas, grand gibecier 
of France; then, at length, invested with the entire confidence of the 
cardinal, a confidence which he had so well earned, he received the 
singular commission for the execution of which he presented himself 
in the queen’s apartments. 

The queen was still standing when he entered, but scarcely had she 
perceived him than she reseated herself in her jauteiiil, and made a sign 
to her women to resume their cushions and stools, and with an air of 
supreme hauteur, said : 

“What do you desire, monsieur, and with what object do you pre- 
sent yourself here?” 

“To make, madame, in the name of the king, and without prejudice 
to the respect which I have the honor to owe to your majesty, a close 
investigation into all your papers.” 

“How, monsieur ! an investigation into my papers — ^mine! Truly, 
this is an unworthy proceeding!” 

“Be kind enough to pardon me, madame; but in this circumstance 
I am but the instrument which the king employs. Has not his majesty 
just left you? and has he not himself desired you to prepare for this 
visit?” 

“Examine, then, monsieur ; I am a criminal, as it appears. Estafania, 
give tlic keys of my tables and my secretaries.” 

For form’s sake the chancellor paid a visit to the pieces of furniture 
named, but he well knew that it was not in a piece of furniture that the 
queen would place the important letter she had written in the course 
of the day. 

When the chancellor had opened and shut twenty times the drawers 
of the secretaries, it became necessaiy, whatever hesitation he might 
experience, it became necessary, I say, to come to the conclusion of the 
affair— that is to say, to search the queen herself. The chancellor 
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advanced, therefore, toward Anne of Austria, and, with a ■very perplexed 
and embarrassed air : 

“And now,” said he, "it remains for me to make the principal 
investigation.” 

“What is that?” asked the queen, who did not understand, or, 
rather, was not willing to understand. 

“His majesty is certain that a letter has been written by you in 
the course of the day ; he knows that it has not been sent to its address. 
This letter is not in your table-drawers, nor in your secretary ; and yet 
this letter must be somewhere.” 

“Would you dare to lift your hand to your queen?” said Anne of 
Austria, drawing herself up to her full height, and fixing her eyes upon 
the chancellor with an expression almost threatening. 

“I am an humble subject of the king, madame, and all that liis 
majesty commands, I shall do.” 

“Well, that’s true!” said Anne of Austria; “and the spies of the 
cardinal have served him faithfully. I have written a letter to-day ; that 
letter is not yet gone. The letter is here.” 

And the queen laid her beautiful hand on her bosom. 

Then give me that letter, madame,” said the chancellor. 

“I will give it to none but the king, monsieur,” said Anne. 

"If the king had desired that the letter should be given to him, 
madame, he would have demanded it of you himself, and if you do 

not give it up ” 

“Well?” 

“He has, then, charged me to take it from you.” 

“How! what do you say?” 

“That my orders go far, madame ; and that I am authorized to seek 
for the suspected paper, even on the person of your majesty.” 

“What horror!” cried the queen, 

“Be kind enough then, madame, to act more compliantly.” 

“This conduct is infamously violent ! Do you know that, monsieur ?” 

“The king commands it, madame; excuse me.” 

“I will not suffer it ! no, no, I would rather die !” cried the queen, 
with whom the imperious blood of Spain and Austria began to rise. 

The chancellor made a profound reverence ; then, with the intention 
quite patent of not drawing back a foot from the accomplishment of 
the commission with which he was charged, and as the attendant of 
an executioner might have done in the chamber of torture, he approached 
Anne of Austria, from whose eyes at the same instant sprang tears of 
rage. 

The queen was, as we have said, of great beauty. The commission 
might then, pass for delicate; and the king had arrived, in his jealousy 
for Buckingham, at the point of being no longer jealous of any one. 

Without doubt the Chancellor Seguier looked about at that moment 
for the rope of the famous bell; but, not finding it, he summoned his 
resolution, and stretched forth his hands toward the place where the 
VisiH arknowledared the paper was to be found. 
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Anne of Austria made one step backward, became so pale that it 
might be said she was dying, and, leaning with her left hand, to keep 
herself from falling, upon a table behind her, she with her right hand 
drew the paper from her bosom, and held it out to the keeper of the 
seals. 

“There, monsieur, there is that letter!” cried the queen, with a 
broken and trembling voice; “take it and deliver me from your odious 
presen&|>” 

The'‘^hancellor, who, on his part, trembled with an emotion easily 
to be conceived, took the letter, bowed to the ground, and retired. 

The door was scarcely closed upon him, when the queen sank, 
half -fainting, into the arms of her women. 

The chancellor carried the letter to the king without having read a 
single word of it. The king took it with a trembling hand, looked for 
the address, which was wanting, became very pale, opened it slowly, 
then, seeing by the first words that it was addressed to the king of 
Spain, he read it rapidly. 

It was nothing but a plan of an attack against the cardinal. The 
queen pressed her brother and the emperor of Austria to appear to be 
wounded, as they really were, by the policy of Richelieu, the eternal 
object of which was the abasement of the house of Austria; to declare 
war against France, and, as a condition of peace, to insist upon the dis- 
missal of the cardinal ; but as to love, there was not a single word about 
it in all the letter. 

The king, quite delighted, inquired if the cardinal was still at the 
Louvre : he was told that his eminence awaited the orders of his majesty 
in the business cabinet. 

The king went straight to him. 

“There, duke,” said he, “you were right, and I was wrong : the whole 
intrigue is political, and there is not the least question of love in this 
said letter. But, on the other hand, there is abundant question of you. 

The cardinal took the letter, and read it with the greatest attention ; 
then, when he had arrived at the end of it, he read it a second time. 

“Well, your majesty,” said he, “you see how far my enemies go ; they 
threaten you with two wars if you do not dismiss me. In your place, in 
truth, sire, I should yield to such powerful instances ; and, on my part, it 
would be a real happiness to withdraw from public affairs.” 

“What’s that you say, duke?” 

“I say, sire, that my health is sinking under these annoying strug- 
gles, and these never-ending labors. I say that, according to all prob- 
ability, I shall not be able to undergo the fatigues of the siege of La 
Rochelle, and that it would be far better that you should appoint there, 
either M. de Conde, M. de Bassompierre, or some valiant gentleman 
whose business is war, and not me, who am a churchman, and who am 
constantly turned aside from my real vocation to look after matters for 
which I have no aptitude. You would be the happier for it at home, 
sire, and I do not doubt you would be the greater for it abroad.” 

“Monsieur le Due,” said the king, “I understand you. Be satisfied, 
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all who are named in that letter shall be punished as they deserve; and 
the queen herself shall not be forgotten.” 

“What do you say, sire? Glod forbid that the queen should suffer 
the least inconvenience or uneasiness on my account ! She has always 
believed me, sire, to be her enemy, although your majesty can bear wit- 
ness that I have always taken her part warmly, even against you. Oh ! 
if she betrayed your majesty on the side of your honor, it would be quite 
another thing, and I should be the first to say, ‘No grace, sire — ^no grace 
for the guilty!’ Fortunately, there is nothing of the kind, and your 
majesty has just acquired a fresh proof of it.” 

“That is true, Monsieur le Cardinal,” said the king, “and you were 
right, as you always are; but the queen, not the less, deserves all my 
anger.” 

“It is you, sire, who have now incurred hers ; and even if she were 
to be seriously offended, I could well understand it; your majesty has 
treated her with a severity ” 

“It is thus I will always treat my enemies and yours, duke, however 
high they may be placed, and whatever peril I may incur in acting severely 
toward them.” 

“The queen is my enemy, but is not yours, sire ; on the contrary, 
she is a devoted, submissive, and irreproachable wife; allow me, then, 
sire, to intercede for her with your majesty.” 

“Let her humble herself, then, and come to me first.” 

“On the contrary, sire, set the example ; you have committed the 
first wrong, since it was you who suspected the queen.” 

“What I I make advances first I” said the king, “never 1” 

“Sire, I entreat you to do so.” 

“Besides, in what manner can I make advances first?” 

“By doing a thing which you know will be agreeable to her.” 

“What is that?” 

“Give a ball ; you know how much the queen loves dancing. I will 
answer for it, her resentment will not hold out against such an attention.” 

“Monsieur le Cardinal, you know that I do not like mundane 
pleasures.” 

“The queen will only be the more grateful to you, as she knows your 
antipathy for that amusement; besides, it will be an opportunity for 
her to wear those beautiful diamonds which you gave her recently, on 
her birthday, and with which she has since had no occasion to adorn 

herself.” 

“We shall see, Monsieur le Cardinal, we shall see,” said the king, 
who, in his joy at finding the queen guilty of a crime which he cared little 
about, and innocent of a fault of which he had great dread, was ready 
to make up all differences with her ; “we shall see, but, upon my honor, 
you are too indulgent toward her.” 

“Sire,” said the cardinal, “leave severity to your ministers; clemency 
is a royal virtue; employ it, and you will find you derive advantage 
from it.” 

Upon which the cardinal, hearing the clock strike eleven, bowed 
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lowly, demanding permission of the king to retire, and supplicating him 
to come to a good understanding with the queen. 

Anne of Austria, who, in consequence of the seizure of her letter, 
expected reproaches, was much astonished the next day to see the king 
make some attempts at reconciliation with her. Her first movement 
was repulsive, her womanly pride and her queenly dignity had both 
been so cruelly outraged, that she could not come round at the first 
advance ; but, overpersuaded by the advice of her women, she at last had 
the appearance of beginning to forget. The king took advantage of this 
favorable moment to tell her that he had the intention of shortly giving 
a fete. 

A fete was so rare a thing for poor Anne of Austria, that at this 
announcement, as the cardinal had predicted, the last ti'ace of her resent- 
ment disappeared, if not from her heart, at least from her countenance. 
She asked upon what day this fete would take place, but the king replied 
that he must consult the cardinal upon that head. 

In fact, every day the king asked the cardinal when this fete should 
take place, and every day the cardinal, under some pretense or other, 
deferred fixing it. Ten days passed away thus. 

On the eighth day after the scene we have described, the cardinal 
received a letter with the London stamp, which only contained these lines : 

“I have them, but I am unable to leave London for want of money ; 
send me five hundred pistoles, and four or five days after I have received 
them I shall be in Paris.” 

On the same day that the cardinal received this letter, the king put his 
customary question to him. 

Richelieu counted on his fingers, and said to himself : 

“She will arrive, she says, four or five days after having received the 
money; it will require four or five days for the transmission of the 
money, four or five days for her to return, that makes ten days; now, 
allowing for contrary winds, accidents, and a woman’s weakness, we 
cannot make it, altogether, less than twelve days.” 

“Well, Monsieur le Due,” said the king, “have you made your cal- 
culations?” 

“Yes, sire, to-day is the 20th of September ; the of the city 
give a fete on the 3d of October. That will fall in wonderfully well ; 
you will not appear to have gone out of your way to please the queen.” 

Then the cardinal added; 

“Apropos, sire, do not forget to tell her majesty, the evening before 
the fete, that you should like to see how her diamond studs become her.” 


CHAPTER XVII. 

BONACIEUX AT HOME. 

It was the second time the cardinal had mentioned these diamond 
studs to the king. Louis XIII. was struck with these repetitions, and 
1 - 4... tKnf this recommendation concealed some mystery. 
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More than once the king had been humiliated by the cardinal, whose 
police, without having yet attained the perfection of the modern police, 
was excellent, being better informed than himself even upon what was 
going on in his own household. He hoped, then, in conversation with 
Anne of Austria, to obtain some information from that conversation, and 
afterward, to come upon his eminence with some secret, which the cardi- 
nal either knew or did not know, but which, in either case, would raise 
him infinitely in the eyes of his minister. 

He went then to the queen, and, according to custom, accosted her 
with fresh menaces against those who surrounded her. Anne of Austria 
hung down her head, allowed the torrent to flow on without replying, 
and hoped that it would end by stopping of itself; but this was not 
what Louis XIII. meant ; Louis XIII. wanted a discussion, from which 
some light or other might break, convinced as he was that the cardinal 
had some afterthought, and was preparing for him one of those terrible 
surprises which his eminence was so skillful in getting up. He arrived 
at this end by his persistence in accusing. 

“But,” cried Anne of Austria, tired of these vague attacks, “but, 
sire, you do not tell me all that you have in your heart. What have I 
done, then? Let me know what crime I have committed? It is im- 
possible that your majesty can make all this to-do about a letter written 
to my brother !” 

The king, attacked in a manner so direct, did not know what to 
answer; and he thought that this was the moment for expressing the 
desire which he was not to have made until the evening before the fete. 

“Madame,” said he, with dignity, “there will shortly be a ball at the 
Hotel de Ville; I wish that, to do honor to our worthy ichevins, you 
should appear at it in ceremonial costume, and particularly ornamented 
with the diamond studs which I gave you on your birthday. That is 
my answer.” 

The answer was terrible, Anne of Austria believed that Louis XIII. 
knew all, and that the cardinal had persuaded him to employ this long 
dissimulation of seven or eight days, which, likewise, was characteristic. 
She became excessively pale, leaned her beautiful hand upon a console, 
which hand appeared then like one of wax, and looking at the king with 
terror in her eyes, she was unable to reply by a single syllable. 

“You hear, madame,” said the king, who enjoyed this embarrass- 
ment to its full extent, but without guessing the cause — “You hear, 
madame?” 

“Yes, sire, I hear,” stammered the queen. 

“You will appear at this ball?” 

“Yes.” 

“And with those studs?” 

“Yes.” 

The queen’s paleness, if possible, increased; the king perceived it 
and enjoyed it with that cold cruelty which was one of the worst sides 
o£ his character. 
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“Then that is agreed,” said the king, “and that is all I had to say 
to you.” 

“But on what day will this hall take place?” asked Anne of Austria. 

Louis XIII. felt instinctively that he ought not to reply to this 
question, the queen having put it in an almost inaudible voice. 

“Oh ! very shortly, madame,” said he, “but I do not precisely recol- 
lect the date of the day; I will ask the cardinal.” 

“It was the cardinal, then, who informed you of this fete?” 

“Yes, madame,” replied the astonished king; “but why do you ask 
that?” 

“It was he who told you to desire me to appear there with these 
studs ?” 

“That is to say, madame 

“It was he, sire, it was he!” 

“Well ; and what does it signify whether it was he or I ? is there any 
crime in this request?” 

“No, sire.” 

“Then you will appear?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“That’s well,” said the king, retiring, “that’s well, I depend upon 
you.” 

The queen made a courtesy, less from etiquette than because her 
knees were sinking under her. 

“I am lost,” murmured the queen, “lost ! for the cardinal knows all, 
and it is he who urges on the king, who as yet knows nothing, but will 
soon know everything. I am lost! my God! my God! my God!” 

She knelt upon a cushion and prayed, with her head buried between 
her palpitating arms. 

In fact, her position was terrible. Buckingham had returned to 
London, Madame de Crevreuse was at Tours. More closely watched 
than ever, the queen felt certain that one of her women betrayed her, 
without knowing how to tell which. Laporte could not leave the Louvre ; 
she had not a soul in the world in whom she could confide. 

Thus, while contemplating the misfortune which threatened her, and 
the abandonment in which she was left, she broke out into sobs and 
tears. 

“Can I be of no service to your majesty?” said all at once, a voice 
full of sweetness and pity. 

The queen turned sharply round, for there could be no deception in 
the expression of that voice : it was a friend who spoke thus. 

In fact, at one of the doors which opened into the queen’s apartment, 
appeared the pretty Madame Bonacieux; she had been engaged in ar- 
ranging the dresses and linen in a closet, when the king entered; she 
could not get out, and had heard all. 

The queen uttered a piercing cry at finding herself surprised, for in 
her trouble she did not at first recognize the young woman who had been 
given to her by Laporte. 

“Oh ! fear nothing, madame !” said the young woman, clasping her 
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hands, and weeping herself at the queen’s sorrows ; “I am your majesty’s, 
body and soul, and however far I may be from you, however inferior 
may be my position, I believe I have discovered a means of extricating 
your majesty from your trouble.” 

“You ! oh heavens \ you !” cried the queen ; “but look me in the face ; 
I am betrayed on all sides ; can I trust in you ?” 

“Oh I madame !” cried the young woman, falling on her knees, “upon 
my soul, I am ready to die for your majesty!” 

This expression sprang from the very bottom of the heart, and, lilce 
the first, there was no mistaking it. 

“Yes,” continued Madame Bonacieux, “yes, there are traitors here; 
but by the holy name of the Virgin, I swear that none is more devoted 
to your majesty than I am. Those studs, which, the king speaks of, you 
gave them to the Duke of Buckingham, did you not? Those studs were 
in a little rosewood box, which he held under his arm? Am I de- 
ceived? Is it not so, madame?” 

“Oh, my God! my God!” murmured the queen, whose teeth chat- 
tered with fright. 

“Well, those studs,” continued Madame Bonacieux, “we must have 
them back again.” 

“Yes, without doubt, it must be so,” cried the woman, “but how am 
I to act? How can it be effected?” 

“Some one must be sent to the duke.” 

“But who? who? in whom can I trust?” 

“Place confidence in me, madame ; do me that honor, my queen, and 
I will find a messenger.” 

“But I must write.” 

“Oh, yes ; that is indispensable. Two words from the hands of your 
majesty and your own private seal.” 

“But these two words would bring about my condemnation, divorce, 
exile!” 

“Yes, if they fell into infamous hands. But I will answer for these 
two words being delivered to their address.” 

“Oh, my God ! I must then place my life, my honor, my reputation, 
all in your hands ?” 

“Yes, yes, madame, you must, and I will save them all.” 

“But how — ^teil me at least, how?” 

“My husband has been set at liberty these two or three days ; I have 
not yet had time to see him again. He is a worthy, honest man, who 
entertains neither love nor hatred for anybody. Pie will do anything I 
wish ; he will set out upon receiving an order from me, without knowing 
wdiat he carries, and he will remit your majesty’s letter, without even 
knowing it is from 3'-our majesty, to the address which shall be upon it.” 

The queen took the two hands of the young woman with a burst of 
emotion, gazed at her as if to read her very heart, and seeing nothing 
but sincerity in her beautiful eyes, embraced her tenderly. 

“Do that,” cried she, “and you will have saved my life, you will have 
saved my honor!” 
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*‘0h! do not exaggerate the service I have the happiness to render 
your majesty ; I have nothing of your majesty’s to save, who are only the 
victim of perfidious plots.” 

“That is true, that is true, my child,” said the queen, “you are right.’ 

“Give me then that letter, madarae ; time presses.” 

The queen ran to a little table, upon which were pens, ink, and paper ; 
she wrote two lines, sealed the letter with her private seal, and gave it 
to Madame Bonacieux. 

“And now,” said the queen, “we are forgetting one very necessary 
thing.” 

“What is that, madame ?” 

“Money.” 

Madame Bonacieux blushed. 

“Yes, that is true,” said she, “and I will confess to your majesty 
that my husband ” 

“Your husband has none ; is that what you would say ?” 

“Oh! yes, he has some, but he is very avaricious, that is his fault. 
Nevertheless, let not your majesty be uneasy, we will find means.” 

“And I have none, either,” said the queen. Such as have read the 
Memoirs of Madame de Motteville will not be astonished at this reply. 
“But wait a minute.” 

Anne of Austria ran to her jewel case. 

“Here,” said she, “here is a ring of great value, as I have been assured ; 
it came from my brother, the king of Spain; it is mine, and I am at 
liberty to dispose of it. Take this ring, make money of it, and let your 
husband set out.” 

“In an hour, you shall be obeyed, madame.” 

“You see the address,” said the queen, speaking so low that Madame 
Bonacieux could hardly hear what she said — “To Milord Duke of Buck- 
ingham, London.” 

“The letter shall be given to him himself.” 

“Generous girl !” cried Anne of Austria. 

Madame Bonacieux kissed the hands of the queen, concealed the 
paper in the bosom of her dress, and disappeared with the lightness of 
a bird. 

Ten minutes afterward she was at home ; as she told the queen, she 
had not seen her husband since his liberation, she was ignorant of the 
change that had taken place in him with respect to the cardinal, a change 
which had since been strengthened by two or three visits from the Count 
de Rochefort, who had become the best friend of Bonacieux, and had 
persuaded him that nothing culpable had been intended by the carrying 
off of his wife, but that it was only a piece of political precaution. 

She found Bonacieux alone : the poor man was restoring with much 
trouble, order in his house, the furniture of which he had found mostly 
broken, and his chests and drawers mostly empty, justice not being one 
of the three things which King Solomon named as leaving no traces of 
their passage. As to the servant, she had run away at the moment of her 
arrest. Terror had had such an effect upon the poor girl, that 
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she had never ceased walking from Paris till she got to Burgundy, her 
native place. 

The worthy mercer had, immediately upon entering his house, com- 
municated to his wife the news of his happy return, and his wife had 
replied by congratulating him, and telling him that the first moment she 
could steal from her duties should be devoted to paying him a visit. 

The first moment had been delayed five days, which under any other 
circumstances, might have appeared rather long to Master Bonadeux ; 
but he had, in the visit he had made to the cardinal, and in the visits 
Rochefort had made him, ample subjects for reflection, and, as everybody 
knows, nothing makes time pass more quickly than reflection. 

This was all so much the more so from Bonacieux’s reflections all 
being couleur de rose. Rochefort called him his friend, his dear Bona- 
deux, and never ceased telling him that the cardinal had a great respect 
for him. The mercer fancied himself already in the high road to honors 
and fortune. 

On her side, Madame Bonacieux had also reflected, but it must be 
admitted, upon something widely different from ambition: in spite of 
herself, her thoughts constantly reverted to that handsome young man, 
who was so brave, and appeared to be so much in love. Married at 
eighteen to Monsieur Bonacieux, having always lived among her hus- 
band’s friends, people very little susceptible of inspiring any sentiment 
whatever in a young woman whose heart was above her position, 
Madame Bonacieux had remained insensible to vulgar seductions: but 
at this period the title of gentleman had a particularly great influence 
with the bourgeoise, or citizen class, and D’Artagnan was a gentleman ; 
besides, he wore the uniform of the guards, which, next to that of the 
musketeers, was most admired by the ladies. He was, we repeat, hand- 
some, young, and bold ; he spoke of love like a man who did love, and 
was anxious to be loved in return ; there was certainly enough in all this 
to turn a head only twenty-three years old, and Madame Bonacieux had 
just attained that happy period of life. 

The married couple then, although they had not seen each other for 
eight days, and during that time serious events had taken place in which 
both were concerned, accosted each other with a degree of preoccupation : 
nevertheless, M. Bonacieux manifested real joy, and advanced toward 
his wife with open arms. 

Madame Bonacieux presented her cheek to him. 

“Let us talk a little,” said she. 

“How !” said Bonacieux, astonished. 

“Yes ; I have something of great importance to tell you.” 

“True,” said he, “and I have some questions sufficiently serious to 
put to you. Describe to me how you were carried off.” 

“Oh! that’s of no consequence just now,” said Madame Bonacieux. 

“And what does it allude to then? To my captivity!” 

“I heard of it the day it happened; but as you were not guilty of any 
crime, as you were not guilty of any intrigue, as you, in short, knew 
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nothing that could compromise yourself or anybody else, I attached little 
more importance to that event than it merited,” 

“You speak pretty much at your ease, madame,” said Bonacieux, 
hurt at the little interest his wife seemed to take in him ; “do you know 
that I was plunged during a whole day and a whole night in a dungeon 
of the Bastille?” 

“Oh ! a day and night soon pass away ; let us return to the object 
that brings me here.” 

“What! to that which brings you home to me! Is it not the desire 
of seeing a husband again from whom you have been separated for a 
week?” asked the mercer, piqued to the quick. 

“Yes, that first, and other things afterward.” 

“Speak then.” 

“It is a thing of the highest interest, and upon which our future 
fortune perhaps depends.” 

“The complexion of our fortune has changed very much since I saw 
you, Madame Bonacieux, and I should not be astonished if, in the course 
of a few months, it were to excite envy of many folks.” 

“Particularly if you obey the instructions I am about to give you.” 

“To me?” 

“Yes, to you. There is a good and holy action to be performed, 
monsieur, and much money to be gained at the same time.” 

Madame Bonacieux knew that when naming money to her husband, 
she attacked him on his weak side. But a man, were he even a mercer, 
when he has talked for ten minutes with the Cardinal de Richelieu, is 
no longer the same man. 

“Much money to be gained ?” said Bonacieux, protruding his lip. 

“Yes, much.” 

“About how much, pray ?” 

“A thousand pistoles, perhaps.” 

“Humph ! What you have to ask me then is serious !” 

“It is indeed.” 

“What is to be done.” 

“You must set out immediately; I will give you a paper which you 
must not part with on any account, and which you will deliver into the 
proper hands.’^ 

“And where am I to go ?” 

“London.” 

“I go to London ! You are joking, I have nothing to do in London.” 
“But others require that you should go there.” 

“But who are those others? I warn you that I will never again work 
in the dark, and that I will know not only to what I expose myself, 
but for whom I expose myself.” 

“An illustrious person sends you, an illustrious person awaits you; 
the recompense will exceed your expectations, that is all I promise you.” 

“More intrigues ! nothing but intrigues ! Thank you, madame, I am 
aware of them now ; Monsieur le Cardinal has enlightened me on that 
head.” 
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“The cardinal?” cried Madame Bonacieux; “have you seen the 
cardinal !” 

“He sent for me,” answered the mercer proudly. 

“And you went ! you imprudent man !” 

“Well, I can’t say I had much choice in going or not going, for I was 
taken to him between two guards. I must also confess that as I did 
not then know his eminence, if I had been able to have declined the visit, 
I should have been delighted to have done so.” 

“He ill-treated you, then ? he threatened you ?” 

“He gave me his hand, and he called me his friend — his friend! do 
you hear that, madame ? I am the friend of the great cardinal !” 

“Of the great cardinal 1” 

“Perhaps you would dispute his right to that title, madame?” 

“Oh ! I would dispute his right to nothing ; but I tell you that the 
favor of a minister is ephemeral, and that a man must be mad to attach 
himself to a minister ; there are powers above his which do not depend 
upon a man or the issue of an event ; it is around these powers we should 
endeavor to range ourselves.” 

“I am sorry for it, madame, but I acknowledge no other power but 
that of the great man whom I have the honor to serve.” 

“You serve the cardinal?” 

“Yes, madame, and as his servant, I will not allow you to be con- 
cerned in plots against the safety of the state, or to assist in the intrigues 
of a woman who is not a Frenchwoman, and who has a Spanish heart. 
Fortunately, we have the great cardinal, his vigilant eye watches over 
and penetrates to the bottom of hearts.” 

Bonacieux was repeating, word for word, a sentence which he had 
heard the Count de Rochefort make use of ; but the poor wife, who had 
reckoned on her husband, and who, in that hope, had answered for him 
to the queen, did not tremble the less, both at the danger into which she 
had nearly cast herself, and at the helpless state to which she was reduced. 
Nevertheless, knowing the wealcness of her husband, and more particu- 
larly his cupidity, she did not despair of bringing him around to her 
purpose. 

“Ah I you are a cardinalist I then, monsieur, are you ?” cried she, “and 
you serve the party who ill-treat your wife and insult your queen ?” 

“Priv^ate intei'ests are as nothing before the interests of all. I am 
for those who save the state,” said Bonacieux emphatically. 

This was another of the Count de Rochefort’s sentences which he 
had retained, and which he sought an occasion to make use of . 

“And what do you know about the state you talk of?” said Madame 
Bonacieux, shrugging her shoulders. “Be satisfied with being a plain, 
straightforward bourgeois, and turn your attention to that side which 
holds out the greatest advantages.” 

“Eh ! eh !” said Bonacieux, slapping a plump, round bag, which re- 
turned a sound of money ; “what do you think of this, madame preacher?” 

“Where does that money come from ?” 

“Can’t you guess ?” 
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“From the cardinal ?” 

“From him, and from my friend the Count de Rochefort.” 

“The Count de Rochefort! why, it was he who carried me off!” 

“Perhaps it was, madame.” 

“And you receive money from that man !” 

“Did you not yourself tell me that that carrying off was entirely 
political?” 

“Yes, but that event had for its object to make me betray my mistress, 
to draw from me by tortures confessions that might have compromised 
the honor, and perhaps the life of my august mistress.” 

“Madame,” replied Bonacieux, “your august mistress is a perfidious 
Spaniard, and what the cardinal does is well done.” 

“Monsieur,*’ said the young woman, “I know you to be cowardly, 
avaricious, and weak, but I never till now believed you to be infamous !” 

“Madame I” said Bonacieux, who had never seen his wife in a pas- 
sion, and who retreated before this conjugal anger ; “madame, what is 
that you say?” 

“I say you are a miserable, mean creature!” continued Madame 
Bonacieux, who saw she was regaining some little influence over her 
husband. “You meddle with politics, do you! And still more, with 
cardinalist politics ! Why, you are selling yourself, body and soul, to 
the devil, for money!” 

“No, but to the cardinal.” 

“It’s the same thing !” cried the young woman. “Who says Richelieu 
says Satan !” 

“Hold your tongue! hold your tongue, madame; we may be over- 
heard.” 

“Yes, you are right, I should be ashamed for any one to know your 
baseness.” 

“But what do you require of me, then; come, let us see!” 

“I have told you: you must set out instantly, monsieur; you must 
accomplish loyally the commission with which I deign to charge you, 
and on that condition I pardon everything, I forget everything; and 
still further” — and she held out her hand to him — “I give you my love 
again.” 

Bonacieux was a coward, and he was avaricious, but he loved his 
wife — ^he was softened. A man of fifty cannot long bear malice with a 
pretty wife of twenty-three. Madame Bonacieux saw that he hesitated. 

“Come! have you made your mind up?” said she. 

“But, my dear love! reflect a little upon what you require of me. 
London is far from Paris, very far, and perhaps the commission with 
which you charge me is not without dangers?” 

“Of what consequence is that, if you avoid them?” 

“Well, then, Madame Bonacieux,” said the mercer, “well, then, I 
positively refuse; intrigues terrify me. I have seen the Bastille; I — 
whew ! — ^that’s a frightful place, that Bastille ! only to think of it makes 
my flesh crawl. They threatened me with torture ! Do you know what 

torture is? Wooden points that they stick in between your legs till 
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your bones burst out! No, positively I will not go. And, morbleu! 
why do you not go yourself? for, in truth, I think I have hitherto been 
deceived in you; I really believe you are a man, and a violent one 
too.” 

“And you, you are a woman, a miserable woman, stupid and bruti- 
fied. You are afraid, are you? Well, if you do not go this very instant, 
I will have you arrested by the queen’s orders, and I will have you 
placed in that Bastille which you dread so much.” 

Bonacieux fell into a profound reflection ; he turned the two angers in 
his brain, that of the cardinal and that of the queen ; that of the cardinal 
predominated enormously. 

“Have me arrested on the part of the queen,” said he, “and I, I will 
appeal to his eminence.” 

At once, Madame Bonacieux saw that she had gone too far, and 
she was terrified at having communicated so much. She for a moment 
contemplated, with terror, that stupid countenance, impressed with the 
invincible resolution of a fool that is overcome by fear. 

“Well, be it sol” said she. “Perhaps, when all is considered, you 
are right; in the long run, a man knows more about politics than a 
woman does, particularly such as, like you. Monsieur Bonacieux, have 
conversed with the cardinal. And yet it is very hard,” added she, “that 
a man upon whose affection I thought I might depend, treats me thus 
unkindly, and will not comply with any of my fancies.” 

“That is because your fancies might lead you too far,” replied the 
triumphant Bonacieux, “and I mistrust them.” 

“Well, I will give it up, then,” said the young woman, sighing; “it is 
as well as it is, say no more about it.” 

“Yes, at least you should tell me what I should have to do in London,” 
replied Bonacieux, who remembered a little too late that Rochefort 
had desired him to endeavor to obtain his wife’s secrets. 

“It is of no use for you to know anything about it,” said the young 
woman whom an instinctive mistrust now impelled to draw back : “it was 
about one of those purchases that interest women, a purchase by which 
much might have been gained.” 

But the more the young woman excused herself, the more impor- 
tant Bonacieux conceived the secret to be which she declined to com- 
municate to him. He resolved, then, that instant to hasten to the 
residence of the Count de Rochefort and tell him that the queen was 
seeking for a messenger to send to London. 

“Pardon me for leaving you, my dear Madame Bonacieux,” said he; 
“but not knowing you would come to see me, I had made an engage- 
ment with a friend ; I shall soon return, and if you will wait only a few 
minutes for me, as soon as I have concluded my business with that 
friend, as it is growing late, I will come and conduct you back to the 
Louvre.” 

“Thank you, monsieur, you are not obliging enough to be of any use 
to me whatever,” replied Madame Bonacieux ; “I shall return very safely 
to the Louvre by myself.” 
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“As you please, Madame Bonadeux,” said the ex-mei'cer, “shall 1 
have the pleasure of seeing you soon again ?” 

“Yes, next week, I hope my duties will afford me a little liberty, 
and I will take advantage of it to come and put things in order here, as 
they must, necessarily, be much deranged.” 

“Very well; I shall expect you. You are not angry with me?” 

“Who, I ? Oh ! not the least in the world.” 

“Till then, then?” 

“Till then, adieu !” 

Bonacieux kissed his wife’s hand and set off at a quick pace. 

“Weil!” said Madame Bonacieux when her husband had shut the 
street door, and she found herself alone, “there wanted nothing to com- 
plete that poor creature but being a cardinalist! And I, who have 
answered for him to the queen ! I, who have promised my poor mistress I 
Ah! my God! my God! she will take me for one of those wretches with 
whom the palace swarms, and which are placed about her as spies ! Ah ! 
Monsieur Bonacieux ! I never did love you much, but now, it is worse 
than ever : I hate you ! and by my word, you shall pay for this !” 

At the moment she spoke these words a rap on the ceiling made 
her raise her head, and a voice which reached her through the plaster, 
cried : 

“Dear Madame Bonacieux, open the little passage-door for me, and 
I will come down to you.” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE LOVER AND THE HUSBAND. 

“Ah ! MADAME,” said D'Artagnan, as he entered by the door which 
the young woman had opened for him, “allow me to tell you that you have 
a bad sort of a husband there !” 

“You have then overheard our conversation?” asked Madame Bona- 
cieux eagerly, and looking at D’Artagnan with much uneasiness. 

“The whole of it.” 

“But how, my God! could you do that?” 

“By a mode of proceeding known to myself, and by which I likewise 
overheard the more animated conversation which you had with the 
cardinal’s sbirri” 

“And what did you understand by what you heard us say?” 

“A thousand things; in the first place that, fortunately, your hus- 
band is a simpleton and a fool ; in the next place you are in trouble, of 
which I am very glad, as it gives me an opportunity of placing myself at 
your service, and God knows I am ready to throw myself into the fire 
for you ; and that the queen wants a brave, intelligent, devoted man to 
rnake a journey to London for her. I have, at least, two of the quali- 
ties you stand in need of — ^and here I am.” 

Madame Bonacieux made no reply, but her heart beat with joy, and 
chnrip in her eves. 
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“And what pledge can you give me/’ asked she, “if I consent to 
confide this message to you?” 

“My love for you. Speak! command! What must I do?” 

“My God! my God!” murmured the young woman, “ought I to 
confide such a secret to you, monsieur? You are almost a boy!” 

“I suppose, then, you require some one to answer for me ?” 

“I admit that that would reassure me greatly.” 

“Do you know Athos?” 

“No.” 

“Porthos?” 

“No.” 

“Aramis?” 

“No ; who are these gentlemen?” 

“Three of the king’s musketeers. Do you know M. de Treville, 
their captain?” 

“Oh 1 yes, him, I know him ; not personally, but from having heard 
the queen speak of him^ more than once as a brave and loyal gentleman.” 

“You are not afraid that he would betray you for the sake of the 
cardinal ?” 

“Oh ! no, certainly.” 

“Well, reveal your secret to him, and ask him whether, however im- 
portant, however valuable, however terrible it may be, you may not 
safely confide it to me.” 

“But this secret is not mine, and I cannot reveal it in this manner/’ 

“Why, you were going to confide it to M. Bonacieux,” said 
D'Artagnan, with an offended tone. 

“As we confide a letter to the hollow of a tree, to the wing of a 
pigeon, or the collar of a dog.” 

“And yet me — ^you see plainly that I love you.” 

“You say so.” 

“I am an honorable man.” 

“I believe so.” 

“I am brave.” 

“Oh ! I am sure of that.” 

“Then, put me to the proof.” 

Madame Bonacieux looked at the young man, restrained for a min- 
ute by a last hesitation ; but there was such an ardor in his eyes, such 
persuasion in his voice, that she felt herself drawn on to place confidence 
in him. Besides, she was in one of those circumstances in which every- 
thing must be risked for the sake of everything. The queen also might 
be as much injured by too much discretion as by too much confidence — 
and let us admit it, the involuntary sentiment which she felt for her young 
protector, compelled her to speak. 

“Listen,” said she, “I yield to your protestations, I yield to your 
assurances. But I swear to you, before God who hears us, that if you 
betray me, and my enemies pardon me, I will kill myself, while accusing 
you of my death.” 

“And I, I swear to you before God, madame,” said D’Artagnan, 
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“that if I am taken while accomplishing the orders you give me, I will 
die sooner than do anything, or say anything, that may compromise 
any one/' 

Then the young woman confided to him the terrible secret of which 
chance had already communicated to him a part, in front of the 
Samaritaine. 

This was their mutual declaration of love. 

D'Artagnan was radiant with joy and pride. This secret which he 
possessed, this woman whom he loved ! Confidence and love made him 
a giant. 

‘T will go,” said he, “I will go at once.” 

“How ! you will go !” said Madame Bonacieux ; “and your regiment, 
your captain?” 

“By my soul, you have made me forget all that, dear Constance ! Yes, 
you are right, I must obtain leave of absence.” 

“There is still another obstacle,” murmured Madame Bonacieux 
sorrowfully. 

“Whatever it may be,” cried D’Artagnan, after a moment of reflec- 
tion, ‘T shall surmount it, be assured.” 

“How ?” 

“I will go this very evening to M. de Treville, whom I will request to 
ask this favor for me of his brother-in-law, M. Dessessarts.” 

“But still, there is another thing.” 

“What is that?” asked D’Artagnan, seeing that Madame Bonacieux 
hesitated to continue. 

“You have, perhaps, no money?” 

“Perhaps is too much,” said D’Artagnan, smiling. 

“Then,” replied Madame Bonacieux, opening a cupboard and tak- 
ing from it the very bag which half an hour before her husband had 
caressed so affectionately, “take this bag.” 

“The cardinal’s !” cried D’Artagnan, brealdng into a loud laugh, he 
having heard, as may be remembered, thanks to his broken floor, every 
syllable of the conversation between the mercer and his wife. 

“The cardinal’s,” replied Madame Bonacieux; “you see, it makes a 
very respectable appearance.” 

''PardieuT cried D’Artagnan, “it will be a doubly amusing affair to 
save the queen with the cardinal’s money !” 

“You are an amiable and a charming young man!” said Madame 
Bonacieux. “Be assured you will not find her majesty ungrateful.” 

“Oh ! I am already more than recompensed !” cried D’Artagnan. “I 
love you; you permit me to tell you that I do; that is already more 
happiness than I dared to hope for.” 

“Silence !” said Madame Bonacieux, starting. 

“What!” 

“Some one is talking in the street.” 

“It is the voice of ” 

“Of mv husband I Oh 1 yes ; I recognized it !” 
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D’Artagnan ran to the door and drew the bolt. 

“He shall not come in before I am gone,” said he; “and when I am 
gone, you can open the door for him.” 

“But I ought to be gone, too. And the disappearance of his money, 
how am I to justify it, if I am here?” 

“You are right ; you must go out.” 

“Go out? How? He will see us if we go out.” 

“Then you must come up into my room.” 

“Ah !” said Madame Bonacieux, “you speak that in a tone that ter- 
rifies me!” 

Madame®Bonacieux pronounced these words with tears in her eyes. 
D’Artagnan saw those tears, and much disturbed, softened, he threw 
himself at her feet. 

“In my apartment you will be as safe as in a temple ; I give you my 
word of a gentleman.” 

“Let us go, then, I place full confidence in you, my friend !” 

D’Artagnan drew back the bolt with precaution, and both, light as 
shadows, glided through the interior door into the passage, ascended 
the stairs as quietly as possible, and entered D’Artagnan’s apartment. 

Once in his apartment, for greater security, the young man barri- 
caded the door. They both went up to the window, and through a slit 
in the shutter, they saw M. Bonacieux talking with a man in a cloak. 

At the sight of this man, D’Artagnan started, half drew his sword, 
and sprang toward the door. 

It was the man of Meung. 

“What are you going to do ?” cried Madame Bonacieux ; “you will 
ruin us ail!” 

“But I have sworn to kill that man !” said D’Artagnan. 

“At this time your life is devoted, and does not belong to you ! In 
the name of the queen I forbid you to throw yourself into any danger 
which is foreign to that of your voyage !” 

“And do you command nothing in your own name?” 

“In my name?” said Madame Bonacieux, with great emotion; “in 
my name I beg you ! But listen ; they appear to be speaking of me,” 

D’Artagnan drew near the window, and listened. 

M, Bonacieux had opened his door, and seeing the apartment empty, 
had returned to the man in the cloak, whom he had left alone for an 
instant. 

“She is gone,” said he ; “she must be gone back to the Louvre.” 

“You are sure,” replied the stranger, “that she did not suspect the 
intention you went out with ?” 

“No,” replied Bonacieux, with a self-sufficient air, “she is too super- 
ficial a woman.” 

“Is the young guardsman at home?” 

“I do not think he is ; as you see, his shutter is closed, and there is 
no light through the chinks of the shutters.” 

“That’s true ; but it’s as well to be certain.” 
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“How can we be so?” 

“By knocking? at his door.” 

“Go.” 

“I will ask his servant.” 

Bonacieux went into the house again, passed through the same doot 
that had afforded a passage for the two fugitives, went up to D’Ar- 
tagnan’s door, and knocked. 

No one answered. Porthos, to make a greater display, had that 
evening borrowed Planchet. As to D’Artagnan, he took care not to 
give the least sign of existence. 

At the moment the finger of Bonacieux sounded on the*door, the tw’o 
young people felt their hearts bound within them. 

“There is nobody within,” said Bonacieux, 

“Never mind; let us walk into your apartment; we shall be better 
there than in the doorway.” 

“Oh! Good God!” whispered Madame Bonacieux, “we shall hear 
no more.” 

“On the contrary,” said D’Artagnan, “we shall hear the better.” 

D’Artagnan raised the three or four boards which made another 
Dionysius' ear of his chamber, spread a carpet, went down upon his 
knees, and made a sign to Madame Bonacieux to do as he did, stooping 
down toward the opening. 

“You are sure there is nobody there?” said the unknown. 

“I will answer for it,” said Bonacieux. 

“And you think that your wife ” 

“Is returned to the Louvre.” 

“Without speaking to any one but yourself?” 

“I am sure of it.” 

“Please to understand, that is an important point.” 

“Then the news I brought you is valuable?” 

“Very, my dear Bonacieux ; I don’t attempt to deny it.” 

“Then the cardinal will be pleased with me?” 

“No doubt he will,” 

“The great cardinal!” 

“Are you sure, that in her conversation with you, your wife men- 
tioned no proper names?” 

"I don’t think she did.” 

“She did not name Madame de Chevreuse, the Duke of Bucking- 
ham, or Madame de Vernet?” 

“No; she only told me she wished to send me to London, to further 
the interests of an illustrious personage.” 

“Oh ! the traitor I” munnured Madame Bonacieux. 

“Silence!” whispered D’Artagnan, taking a hand, which, without 
thinking of it, she suffered him to retain. 

“Never mind,” continued the man in the cloak; “it was very silly of 
you not to have feigned to accept the mission; you would now be in 
possession of the letter; the state, which is now threatened, would be 
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“And I?” 

“Well, you ! The cardinal would have given you letters of nobility,” 

“Did he tell you so ?” 

“Yes, I know that he meant to afford you that agreeable surprise.” 

“Be satisfied,” replied Bonacieux; “my wife adores me, and there is 
still plenty of time.” 

“The silly fool !” murmured Madame Bonacieux. 

“Silence!” said D’Artagnan, pressing her hand more closely. 

“What do you mean by its being still time ?” asked the man in the 
cloak. 

“I will go to the Louvre, I will ask for Madame Bonacieux, I will 
tell her I have reflected upon the matter, I will renew the affair, I will 
obtain the letter, and I will run directly to the cardinal’s.” 

“Well! begone then! make all possible haste; I will shortly come 
back to learn the result of your plan.” 

The unknown went out. 

“Base old fool!” said Madame Bonacieux, addressing this affec- 
tionate epithet to her husband. 

“Silence, once more!” said D’Artagnan, pressing her hand still more 
warmly. 

A terrible howling interrupted these reflections of D’Artagnan and 
Madame Bonacieux, It was her husband, who had discovered the dis- 
appearance of his money bag, and was screaming out, “Thieves ! thieves !” 

“Oh! good God,” cried Madame Bonacieux, “he will rouse the 
whole quarter.” 

Bonacieux cried for a long time ; but, as such cries, on account of 
their frequency, did not attract much notice in the Rue des Fossoyeurs, 
and as lately the mercer’s house had not been in very good repute, find- 
ing that nobody came, he went out, crying aloud, his voice being heard 
fainter and fainter, in the direction of the Rue du Bac. 

“Now he is gone, it is your turn to get out,” said Madame Bonacieux : 
“courage, my friend, but, above all, prudence, and think what you owe 
to the queen !” 

“To her and to you !” cried D’Artagnan. “Be satisfied, lovely Con- 
stance. I shall prove worthy of her gratitude ; but shall I likewise return 
worthy of your love?” 

The young woman only replied by the beautiful glow which mounted 
to her cheeks. A few seconds after, D’Artagnan went out in his turn, 
enveloped likewise in a large cloak, which ill-concealed the sheath of a 
long sword. 

Madame Bonacieux followed him with her eyes, with that long, fond 
look with which a woman accompanies the man she loves ; but when he 
had turned the angle of the street, she fell on her knees, and clasping 
her bands: 

“Oh ! my God !” cried she, “protect the queen, protect me!” 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

PLAN OF THE CAMPAIGN. 

D’Artagnan went straight to the hotel of M. de Treville. He had 
reflected that in a few minutes the cardinal would be wanied by this 
cursed unknown, who appeared to be his agent, and he judged, with 
reason, he had not a moment to lose. 

The heart of the young man overflowed with joy. An opportunity 
presented itself to him in which there would be both glory and money to 
be gained, and as a far higher encouragement still, which had brought 
him into close intimacy with a woman he adored. This chance did then 
for him, at once, more than he would have dared to ask of Providence. 

M. de Treville was in his saloon with his habitual court of gentle- 
men. D’Artagnan, who was known as a familiar of the house, went 
straight to his cabinet, and sent word to him that he wished to see him 
upon an affair of importance. 

D’Artagnan had been there scarcely five minutes when M. de Treville 
entered. At the first glance, and by the joy which was painted on his 
countenance, the worthy captain plainly perceived that something fresh 
and extraordinary was on foot. 

All the way he came, D’Artagnan was consulting with himself 
whether he should place confidence in M. de Treville, or whether he 
should only ask him to give him carte blanche for a second affair. But 
M. de Treville had always been so perfectly his friend, had always been 
so devoted to the king and queen, and hated the cardinal so cordially, that 
the young man resolved to tell him everything. 

“Did you ask for me, my young friend ?” said M. de Treville. 

“Yes, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan, “you will pardon me, I hope, for 
having disturbed you, when you know the importance of my business,” 

“Speak, then, I am attentive.” 

“It concerns nothing less,” said D’Artagnan, lowering his voice, 
“than the honor, perhaps the life, of the queen.” 

“What do you say?” asked M. de Treville, glancing round to see if 
they were alone, and then fixing his interrogative look upon D’Artagnan. 

“I say, monsieur, that chance has rendered me master of a secret ” 

“Which you will keep, I hope, young man, sacred as your life.” 

“But which I must impart to you, monsieur, for you alone can assist 
me in the mission I have just received from her majesty.” 

“Is this secret your own?” 

“No, monsieur, it is her majesty’s.” 

“Are you authorized by her majesty to communicate it to me ?” 

“No, monsieur, for on the contrary, I am desired to preserve the 
profonndest mystery.” 

“Why, then, are you about to betray it with respect to me?” 

“Because, as I said, without you I can do nothing, and I was afraid 
that you would refuse me the favor I am come to ask, if you were not 
acquainted with the object for which I requested it of you.” 
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“Keep your secret, young man, and tell me what you wish.” 

“I wish you to obtain for me, from M. Dessessarts, leave of absence 
for a fortnight.” 

“When?” 

“This very night.” 

“You are leaving Paris?” 

“I am going on a mission.” 

“May you tell me whither?” 

“To London.” 

“Has any one an interest in preventing your arriving there ?” 

“The cardinal, I believe, would give anything in the world to pre- 
vent my success.” 

“And you are going alone ?” 

“I am going alone.” 

“In that case you will not get beyond Bondy; I tell you so, by the 
word of De Treville.” 

“How so, monsieur?” 

“You will be assassinated.” 

“And shall die in the performance of my duty.” 

“Yes, but please to recollect your mission will not be accomplished.” 

“That is true,” replied D’Artagnan. 

“You may take my word,” continued Treville, “in enterprises of this 
kind, in order that one may arrive, four must set out.” 

“Ah! you are right, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan; “but you know 
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, and you know if I can dispose of them.” 

“Without confiding to them the secret which I was not willing to 
know ?” 

“We are sworn, once forever, to implicit confidence and devoted- 
ness against all proof ; besides, you can tell them that you have full con- 
fidence in me, and they will not be more incredulous than you.” 

“I can send to each of them leave of absence for a fortnight, that is 
all: Athos, whose wound still gives him inconvenience, to go to the 
waters of Forges ; to Porthos and Aramis to accompany their friend, 
whom they are not willing to abandon in such a painful position. The 
sending of their leave of absence will be proof enough that I authorize 
their voyage.” 

“Thanks, monsieur ! you are a hundred times kind (” 

“Begone then, find them instantly, and let all be done to-night. Ha ! 
but first write your request to M. Dessessarts. You, perhaps, had a spy 
at your heels, and your visit, if it should ever be known to the cardinal, 
will be thus legitimated.” 

D’Artagnan drew up his request, and M. de Treville, on receiving 
it, assured him that by two o’clock in the morning, the four leaves of 
absence should be at the respective domiciles of the travelers. 

“Have the goodness to send mine to Athos’ residence. I should dread 
some disagreeable encounter if I w:ere to go home.” 

“I will. Adieu ! and a prosperous voyage ! Apropos !” said M. de 
Treville, calling him back. • 
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D’Artagnan returned. 

“Have you any money?” 

D’Artagnan tapped the bag he had in his pocket. 

“Enough?” asked M. de Treville, 

“Three hundred pistoles.” 

“Oh! plenty; that would carry you to the end of the world: begone 
then.” 

D’Artagnan bowed to M. de Treville, who held out his hand to him ; 
D’Artagnan pressed it with a respect mixed with gratitude. Since his 
first arrival at Paris, he had had constant occasion to honor this excellent 
man, whom he had always found worthy, loyal, and great. 

His first visit was for Aramis, at whose residence he had not been 
since the famous evening on which he had followed Madame Bonacieux. 
Still further, he had seen the young musketeer but seldom, but every 
time he had seen him, he had remarked a deep sadness imprinted on his 
countenance. 

He found Aramis this evening, sitting up, but melancholy and 
thoughtful; D’Artagnan risked a question or two about this prolonged 
melancholy; Aramis pleaded as his excuse a commentary upon the 
eighteenth chapter of St. Augustin, that he was forced to write in Latin, 
for the following week, and which preoccupied him a good deal. 

After the two friends had been chatting a few instants, a servant 
from M. de Treville entered, bringing a sealed packet. 

“What is that,” asked Aramis. 

“The leave of absence monsieur has asked for,” replied the lackey. 

“For me 1 I have asked for no leave of absence I” 

“Hold your tongue, and take it,” said D’Artagnan. “And you, my 
friend, there is a denii-pistole for your trouble; you will tell M. de 
Treville that M. Aramis is very much obliged to him. Go.” 

The lackey bowed to the ground and departed. 

“What does all this mean ?” asked Aramis. 

“Pack up all you want for a journey of a fortnight, and follow me.” 

“But I cannot leave Paris, just now, without knowing ” 

Aramis stopped. 

“What is become of her? I suppose you mean ” continued 

D’Artagnan. 

“Become of whom ?” replied Aramis. 

“The lady who was here, the lady of the embroidered handkerchief.” 

“Who told you there was a lady . here?” replied Aramis, becoming 
as pale as death. 

“T saw her.” 

“And you know who she is ?” 

“Well, I think I can give a pretty good guess, at least.” 

“Then,” said Aramis, “since you appear to know so many things, 
can you tell me what is become of that lady ?” 

“I presume that she is gone back to Tours.” 

“To Tours? yes, that may be; you evidently know her. But why 
did she return to Tours without telling me anything about it?” 
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“Because she was in fear of being arrested.” 

“Why did she not write to me then ?” 

“Because she was afraid of compromising you.” 

“D’Artagnan, you restore me to life!” cried Aramis. “I fancied 
myself despised, betrayed. I was so delighted to see her again ! I could 
not have believed she would risk her liberty for me, and yet for what 
other cause could she have returned to Paris ?” 

“For the cause which, to-day, carries us to England.” 

“And what is this cause ?” demanded Aramis. 

“Oh! you’ll know it some day, Aramis; but, at present, I must beg 
leave to imitate the discretion of the doctor's niece." 

Aramis smiled, as he remembered the tale he had related to his friends 
on a certain evening. 

“Well, then, since she has left Paris, and you are sure of it, 
D’Artagnan, nothing prevents me, and I am ready to follow you. You 
say we are going ” 

“To Athos’ residence, now, and if you will come thither, I beg you 
to make haste, for we have lost much time already. Apropos, inform 
Bazin.” 

“Will Bazin go with us ?” asked Aramis. 

“Perhaps so. At all events, it is best that he should follow us to 
Athos’.” 

Aramis called Bazin, and after having ordered him to join them at 
Athos’ residence : “Let us go, then,” said he, taking his cloak, sword, 
and three pistoles, opening uselessly two or three drawers to see if he 
could not find some stray coin or other. When well assured this search 
was superfluous, he followed D’Artagnan, wondering to himself how this 
young guardsman should know so well who the lady was to whom he 
had given hospitality and that he should know better than he did what 
was to become of her. 

Only as they went out Aramis placed his hand upon the arm of 
D’Artagnan and looking at him earnestly : 

“You have not spoken of this lady?” said he. 

“To nobody in the world.” • 

“Not even to Athos or Porthos?” 

“I have not breathed a syllable to them ’ 

“That’s well !” 

And at ease on this important point Aramis continued his road with 
D’Artagnan and both soon arrived at Athos’ dwelling. 

They found him holding his leave of absence in one hand and M. de 
Treville’s note in the other. 

“Can you explain to me what this leave of absence and this letter, 
which I have just received, mean?” said the astonished Athos: “ ‘My 
dear Athos, I wish, as your health absolutely requires it, that you should 
rest for a fortnight. Go, then, and take the waters of Forges, or any 
that may be more agreeable to you, and re-establish yourself as quickly 
as possible. Your affectionate, De Treville.’” 
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“Well ; this leave of absence and that lettef mean that you must follow 
me, Athos/’ 

“To the waters of the Forges?” 

‘There or elsewhere.” 

“In the king’s service ?” 

“Either the king’s or the queen’s; are we not their majesties’ 
servants?” 

At that moment Porthos entered. 

"Pardieui'’ said he; “here is a strange thing has happened! Since 
when, I wonder in the musketeers did they grant men leave of absence 
without its being asked for ?” 

“Since” said D’Artagnan, “they have friends who ask it for them.” 

“Ah, ah!” said Porthos, “it appears there’s something fresh afoot?” 

“Yes, we are going — ’’saidAramis. 

“Going ! to what country ?” demanded Porthos. 

"Ma foil I don’t know much about it,” said Athos ; “ask D’Artagnan 
here.” 

“To London, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan. 

“To London !” cried Porthos ; “and what the devil are we going to 
do in London ?” 

“That is what I am not at liberty to tell you, gentlemen ; you must 
trust to me.” 

“But, in order to go to London, a man should have some money; 
and I have none.” 

“Nor I,” said Aramis. 

“Nor I,” said Porthos. 

“Well, I have,” added D’Artagnan, pulling out his treasure from his 
pocket, and placing it on tlie table. There are in this bag three hundred 
pistoles. “Let each take seventy five, which will be quite enough to take 
us to London and back. Besides, we may be sure that all of us will not 
arrive at London.” 

“Why so?” 

“Because, according to all probability, some of us will be left on the 
road.” 

“What is this, then, a campaign upon which we are entering ?” 

“And a most dangerous one. I give you fair notice.” 

“Ah! ah! but if we do risk being killed,” said Porthos, “at least I 
should like to know what for.” 

“You would be all the wiser!” said Athos. 

“And yet,” said Aramis, “I am somewhat of Porthos’ opinion.” 

“Is the king accustomed to give you such reasons ? No. Pie says to 
you, very simply : ‘Gentlemen, there is fighting going on in Gascony or 
in Flanders ; go and fight ;’ and you go there. Why? You need give 
yourself no uneasiness about that.” 

“D’Artagnan is right,” said Athos; “here are our three leaves of 
absence, which came from M. de Treville ; and here are three hundred 
pistoles, which came from I don’t know where. So let us go and get 
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killed where we are told to go. Is life worth the trouble of so many 
questions? D’Artagnan, I am ready to follow you.” 

“And I/’ said Porthos. 

“And 1 , also,” said Aramis. “And, indeed, I am not sorry to quit 
Paris ; I stood in need of a little distraction.” 

“Well, you will have distractions enough, gentlemen be assured,” 
said D’Artagnan. 

“And now when are we to go?” asked Athos. 

“Immediately,” replied D’Artagnan; “we have not a minute to lose.” 

“Hola ! Grimaud, Planchet, Mousqueton, Bazin !” cried the four 
young men, calling their lackeys, “clean by boots, and fetch the horses 
from the hotel.” 

Each musketeer was accustomed to leave at the general hotel, as at a 
barrack, his own horse and that of his lackey. 

Planchet, Grimaud, Mousqueton, and Bazin set off at full speed. 

“Now let us lay down the plan of the campaign” said Porthos. 
“Where do we go first?” 

“To Calais,” said D’Artagnan; “that is the most direct line to 
London.” 

“Well,” said Porthos, “this is my advice ” 

“Speak — ^what is it?” 

“Four men traveling together would be suspicious ; D’Artagnan will 
give each of us his instructions; I will go by the way of Boulogne, to 
clear the way ; Athos will set out two hours after, by that of Amiens ; 
Aramis will follow us by that of Noyon ; as to D’Artagnan, he will go 
by what route he thinks best, in Planchet’s clothes, while Planchet will 
follow us like D’Artagnan, in the uniform of the guards.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, “my opinion is that it is not proper to allow 
lackeys to have anything to do in such an affair ; a secret may, by chance, 
be betrayed by gentlemen ; but it is almost always sold by lackeys.” 

“Porthos’ plan appears to me to be impracticable,” said D’Artagnan, 
“inasmuch as I am myself ignorant of what instructions I can give you. 
I am the bearer of a letter, that is all. I have not, and I cannot make 
three copies of that letter, because it is sealed ; we must then, as it appears 
to me, travel in company. This letter is here, in this pocket;” and he 
pointed to the pocket wMch contained the letter. “If I should be killed, 
one of you must take it, and pursue the route; if he be killed, it will be 
another’s turn, and so on; provided a single one arrives, that is all that 
is required.” 

“Bravo, D’Artagnan ! your opinion is mine,” cried Athos. “Besides, 
we must be consistent ; I am going to take the waters, you will accompany 
me ; instead of taking the waters of Forges, I go and take sea waters ; 
I am free to do so. If any one wishes to stop us, I will show M. de 
Treville’s letter and you will show your leaves of absence; if we are 
attacked, we will defend ourselves ; if we are tried, we will stoutly main- 
tain that we were only anxious to dip ourselves a certain number of times 
in the sea. They would have an easy bargain of four isolated men; 
whereas four men together make a troop. We will arm our four lackeys 
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with pistols and musketoons; if they send an army out against us, we 
will give battle, and the survivor, as D’Artagnan says, will carry the 
letter.” ■ 

“Well said,” cried Aramis ; “you don’t often speak, Athos ; but when 
you do speak, it is like Saint John of the Golden Mouth. I agree to 
Athos’ plan. And you, Porthos ?” 

“I agree to it, too,” said Porthos, “if D’Artagnan approves of it. 
D’Artagnan, being bearer of the letter, is naturally the head of the enter- 
prise ; let him decide, and we will execute.” 

“Well!” said D’Artagnan; “I decide that we should adopt Athos’ 
plan, and that we set off in half an hour.” 

“Agreed I” shouted the three musketeers in chorus. 

And every one, stretched out his hand to the bag, took his seventy-five 
pistoles, and made his preparations to set out at the time appointed. 

CHAPTER XX 

THE JOURNEY. 

At two o’clock in the morning, our four adventurers left Paris by 
the barrier St. Dennis ; as long as it was dark they remained silent ; in 
spite of themselves they felt the influence of the obscurity, and appre- 
hended ambushes everywhere. 

With the first rays of the sun their tongues became loosened ; with 
day their gayety revived ; it was like the eve of a battle, the heart beat, 
the eyes laughed, and they felt that the life they were perhaps going to 
lose, was after all, worth something. 

Besides, the appearance of the caravan was formidable; the black 
horses of the musketeers, their martial carriage, with the squadron-like 
step of these noble companions of the soldier, would have betrayed the 
most strict incognito. The lackeys followed, armed to the teeth. 

All went well till they arrived at Chantilly^, which place they reached 
about eight o’clock in the morning. They stood in need of breakfast; 
and alighted at the door of an auberge, recommended by a sign represent- 
ing St. Martin giving half his cloak to a poor man. They ordered the 
lackeys not to unsaddle the horses, and to hold themselves in readiness to 
set off again immediately. 

They entered the common room and placed themselves at table. A 
gentleman, who had just arrived by the route of Dammartin, was seated 
at the same table, and was taking his breakfast. He opened the con- 
versation by talking of rain and fine weather ; the travelers replied, he 
drank to their good health, and the travelers returned his politeness. 

But at the moment Mousqueton came to announce that the horses 
were ready, and they were rising from table, the stranger proposed to 
Porthos to drink the health of the cardinal. Porthos replied that he asked 
no better, if the stranger in his turn would drink the health of the king. 
The stranger cried that he acknowledged no other king but his eminence. 
Porthos told him he was drunk, and the stranger drew his sword. 
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“You have committed a piece of folly,” said Athos, “but it can’t be 
helped; there is no drawing bade; kill the fellow, and rejoin us as soon 
as you can.” 

And all three mounted their horses, and set out at a good pace, while 
Porthos was promising his adversary to perforate him with all the 
thrusts known in the fencing schools. 

“There goes one !” cried Athos, at the end of five hundred paces. 

“But why did not that man attack Porthos, rather than any other of 
us ?” asked Aramis. 

“Because Porthos talking louder than the rest, he took him for the 
leader of the party,” said D’Artagnan. 

“I always said that this cadet from Gascony was a well of wisdom,” 
murmured Athos. 

And the travelers continued their route. 

At Beauvais they stopped two hours, as well to breathe their horses a 
little, as to wait for Porthos. At the end of the two hours, as Porthos 
did not come, and as they heard no news of him, they resumed their 
journey. 

At a league from Beauvais, where the road was confined between two 
high banks, they fell in with eight or ten men who, taking advantage of 
the road being unpaved in this spot, appeared to be employed in digging 
holes and filling up the ruts with mud. 

Aramis, not liking to soil his boots with this artificial mortar, apos- 
trophized them rather sharply. Athos wished to restrain him, but it was 
too late. The laborers began to jeer the travelers, and by their insolence 
disturbed the equanimity even of the cool Athos, who urged on his horse 
against one of them. 

The men all immediately drew back to the ditch, from which each 
took a concealed musket; the result was that our seven travelers were 
outnumbered in weapons. Aramis received a ball, which passed through 
his shoulder, and Mousqueton another ball which lodged in the fleshy 
part which prolongs the lower portion of the loins. Mousqueton alone 
fell from his horse, not because he was severly wounded, but from not 
being able to see the wound, he judged it to be more serious than it really 
was. 

“It is an ambuscade !” shouted D’Artagnan, “don’t waste a charge ! 
forward !” 

Aramis, wounded as he was, seized the mane of his horse which 
carried him on with the others. Mousqueton’s horse rejoined them, and 
galloped by the side of his companions. 

“That will serve us for a relay,” said Athos, 

“I would rather have had a hat,” said D’Artagnan, “mine was carried 
away by a ball. By my faith, it is very fortunate that the letter was not 
in it.” 

“Well, but they’ll kill poor Porthos, when he comes up,” said Aramis. 

“If Porthos were on his legs, he would have rejoined us by this time,” 
said Athos, “my opinion is that when they came to the point, the drunker 
man proved to be sober enough.” 
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They continued at their best speed for two hours, although the horses 
were so fatigued, that it was to be feared they would soon decline the 
service. 

The travelers had chosen crossroads, in the hope that they might 
meet with less interruption ; but at Crevecoeur, Aramis declared he could 
proceed no farther. In fact, it required all the courage which he con- 
cealed beneath his elegant form and polished manners to bear him so far. 
He every minute grew more pale, and they were obliged to support him 
on his horse. They lifted him off at the door of a cabaret, left Bazin 
with him, who besides, in a skirmish, was more embarrassing than 
useful, and set forward again in the hope of sleeping at Amiens. 

“Morbleu!" said Athos, as soon as they were again in motion, “re- 
duced to two masters, and Grimaud and Planchet ! Morbleu! I won’t be 
their dupe, I will answer for it ; I will neither open my mouth nor draw 
my sword between this and Calais. I swear by ” 

“Don’t waste time in swearing,” said D’Artagnan, “let us gallop, if 
our horses will consent to it.” 

And the travelers buried their rowels in their horses’ flanks, who, 
thus vigorously stimulated, recovered their energies. They arrived at 
Amiens at midnight, and alighted at the auberge of the Lis d’Or. 

The host had the appearance of as honest a man as any on earth; he 
received the travelers with his candlestick in one hand and his cotton 
nightcap in the other; he wished to lodge the two travelers each in a 
charming chamber, but, unfortunately, these charming chambers were 
at the opposite extremities of the hotel, and D’Artagnan and Athos de- 
clined them. The host replied that he had no other worthy of their 
excellencies ; but his guests declared they would sleep in the common 
chamber, each upon a mattress, which might be thrown upon the ground. 
The host insisted, but the travelers were firm, and he was obliged to 
comply with their wishes. 

They had just prepared their beds and barricaded their door within, 
when some one knocked at the yard-shutter; they demanded who was 
there, and, upon recognizing the voices of their lackeys, opened the 
shutter. 

In fact, it was Planchet and Grimaud. 

“Grimaud can take care of the horses,” said Planchet; “if you are 
willing, gentlemen, I will sleep across your doorway, and you will then 
be certain that nobody can come to you.” 

“And what will you sleep upon ?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Plere is my bed,” replied Planchet producing a bundle of straw, 

“Come then” said D’Arta^an, “you are right, mine host’s face does 
not please me at all, it is too civil by half .” 

“Nor me either,” said Athos. 

Planchet got up through the window, and installed himself across 
the doorway, while Grimaud went and shut himself up in the stable, un- 
dertaking that, by five o’clock in the morning, he and the four horses 
should be ready. 

The night passed off quietly enough, it is true, till about two o’clock 
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in the morning, when somebody endeavored to open the door, but as 
Planchet awoke in an instant, and cried, “Who is there?” this same 
somebody replied he was mistaken, and went away. 

At four o’clock in the morning, there was a terrible riot in the stables. 
Grimatid had tried to waken the stable-boys, and the stable-boys had set 
upon him and beaten him. When they opened the window they saw the 
poor lad lying senseless, with his head split by a blow with a fork- 
handle. 

Planchet went down into the yard, and proceeded to saddle the 
horses. But the horses were all knocked up. Mousqueton’s horse, which 
had traveled for five or six hours without a rider the day before, alone 
might have been able to pursue the journey; but, by an inconceivable 
error, a veterinary surgeon, who had been sent for, as it appeared, to 
bleed one of the host’s horses, had bled Mousqueton’s. 

This began to be annoying. All these successive accidents were, per- 
haps, the result of chance ; but they might, quite as probably, be the 
fruits of a plot. Athos and D’Artagnan went out, while Planchet was 
sent to inquire if there were not three horses to be sold in the neighbor- 
hood. At the door stood two horses, fresh, strong, and fully equipped. 
These would just have suited them. He asked where the masters of them 
were, and was informed that they had passed the night in the auberge, 
and were then settling with the master. 

Athos went down to pay the reckoning, while D'Artagnan and Plan- 
chet stood at the street-door. The host was in a lower and back chamber, 
to which Athos was requested to go. 

Athos entered without the least mistrust, and took out two pistoles 
to pay the bill. The host was alone, seated before his desk, one of the 
drawers of which was partly open. He took the money which Athos 
offered to him, and, after turning it over and over in his hands, suddenly 
cried out that it was bad, and that he would have him and his companions 
arrested as coiners. 

“You scoundrel !” cried Athos, stepping toward him, “I’ll cut your 
ears off !” 

But the host stooped, took two pistols from the half-open drawer, 
pointed them at Athos, and called out for help. 

At the same instant, four men, armed to the teeth, entered by lateral 
doors, and rushed upon Athos. 

“I am taken !” shouted Athos, with all the power of his lungs : “Go 
on, D’Artagnan ! spur, spur !” and he fired two pistols. 

D’Artagnan and Planchet did not require twice bidding: they un- 
fastened the two horses that were waiting at the door, leaped upon them, 
buried their spurs in their sides, and set off at full gallop. 

“Do you know what has become of Athos?” asked D’Artagnan of 
Planchet, as they galloped on. 

“Ah, monsieur,” said Planchert, “I saw one fall at each of his shots, 
and he appeared to me, through the glass door, to be fighting with his 
sword with the others.” 

“Brave Athos!” murmured D’Artagnan; “and to think that we are 
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compelled to leave him, while the same fate awaits us, perhaps, two paces 
hence ! Forward, Planchet, forward ! you are a brave fellow !” 

“Did not I tell you, monsieur,” replied Planchet, “that we Picards 
are found out by being used ? Besides, I am in my own country here, 
and that puts me on my mettle!” 

And both, with free use of the spur, arrived at St. Omer, without 
drawing bit. At St. Omer they breathed their horses with their bridles 
passed under their arms, for fear of accident, and ate a morsel in their 
hands, standing in the road, after which they departed again. 

At a hundred paces from the gates of Calais, D’Artagnan’s horse 
sank under him, and could not by any means be got up again, the blood 
flowing from both his eyes and his nose. There still remained Planchet’s 
horse, but, after he stopped, he remained quite still, and could not be 
urged to move a step. 

Fortunately, as we have said, they were within a hundred paces of 
the city ; they left their two nags upon the highroad, and ran toward the 
port. Planchet called his master’s attention to a gentleman who had 
just arrived with his lackey, and preceded them by about fifty paces. 

They made all speed to come up to this gentleman, who appeared to 
be in great haste. His boots were covered with dust, and he inquired if 
he could not instantly cross over to England. 

“Nothing would be more easy,” said the captain of a vessel ready 
to set sail; “but this morning an order arrived that, no one should be 
allowed to cross without express permission from the cardinal.” 

“I have that permission,” said the gentleman, drawing a paper from 
his pocket; “here it is.” 

“Have it examined by the governor of the port,” said the captain, 
“and give me the preference.” 

“Where shall I find the governor ?” 

“At his country-house.” 

“Where is that situated ?” 

“At a quarter of a league from the city. Look, you may see it from 
here— at the foot of that little hill, that slated roof.” 

“Very well,” said the gentleman. 

And, with his lackey, he took the road to the governor’s country- 
house. 

D’Artagnan and Planchet followed the gentleman at a distance, not 
to be noticed ; but when he was out of the city, D’Artagnan quickly came 
up with him, just as he was entering a little wood. 

“Monsieur,” said D’Artagnan, “you appear to be in great haste?” 

“No one can be more so, monsieur.” 

“I am sorry for that,” said D’Artagnan; “for, as I am in great haste 
likewise, I wished to beg you to render me a service.” 

“What service?” 

“To let me go first.” 

“That’s impossible,” said the gentleman; “I have traveled sixty 
leagues in forty hours, and by to-morrow, at midnight, I must be in 
London.” 
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“1 have performed the same distance in forty hours, and by to- 
morrow, at ten o'clock in the morning, I must be in London." 

‘‘Very sorry, monsieur ; but I was here first, and will not go second.” 

“I am sorry too, monsieur; but I arrived second, and will go first.” 

“The king’s service !” said the gentleman. 

“My own service!” said D'Artagnan. 

“But this is a needless qujarrel you are fastening upon me, as I 
think,” 

'"Parbleu! what do you desire it to be?” 

“What do you want ?” ■ 

“Would you like to know?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Well, then, I want that order of which you are the bearer, seeing 
that I have not one of my own, and must have one.” 

“You are joking, I presume.” 

“I seldom joke,” 

“Let me pass I” 

“You shall not pass.” 

“My brave young man, I will blow out your brains. Hola, Lubin! 
my pistols 1” 

“Planchet,” called out D’Artagnan, “take care of the lackey ; I will 
manage the master.” 

Planchet, emboldened by the first exploit, sprang upon Lubin, and, 
being strong and vigorous, he soon got him on the broad of his back, 
and placed his knee upon his breast. 

“Go on with your affair, monsieur,” cried Planchet; “I have finished 
mine.” 

Seeing this, the gentleman drew his sword, and sprang upon D’Ar- 
tagnan ; but he had more than he expected to deal with. 

In three seconds, DArtagnan had wounded him three times, ex- 
claiming at each thrust: 

“One for Athos 1 one for Porthos ; and one for Aramis I” 

At the third hit the gentleman fell heavily to the ground. 

D’Artagnan believed him to be dead, or at least insensible, and went 
toward him for the purpose of taking the order ; but at the moment he 
stretched out his hand to search for it, the wounded man, who had not 
dropped his sword, plunged the point into his breast, crying: 

“And one for you!” 

“And one for me! the best for the last!” cried D’Artagnan, in a 
rage, nailing him to the earth with a forth thrust through his body. 

This time the gentleman closed his eyes and fainted. D’Artagnan 
searched his pockets, and took from one of them the order for the 
passage. It was in the name of the Count de Wardes. 

Then, casting a glance on the handsome young man, who was scarcely 
twenty-five years of age, and whom he was leaving in his gore, deprived 
of sense, and perhaps dead, he gave a sigh to that unaccountable destiny 
which leads men to destroy each other for the interests of people who 
are strangers to them, and who often do not even know they exist. 
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But he was soon roused froiii these reflections by Lubin, who uttered 
loud cries, and screamed for help, with all his might. 

Planchet grasped him by the throat, and pressed as hard as he 
could. 

“Monsieur,” said he, “as long as I hold him in this manner, he can’t 
cry. I’ll be bound ; but as soon as I leave go, he will howl again as loud 
as ever. I have found out that he’s a Norman, and Normans are all 
obstinate.” 

In fact, tightly held as he was, Lubin endeavored still to get out a 

cry. 

“Stay!” said D’Artagnan, and, taking out his handkerchief, he 
gagged him. 

“Now,” said Planchet, “let us bind him to a tree.” 

This being properly done, they drew the Count de Wardes close to 
his servant ; and as night was approaching and as the wounded man and 
the bound man were at some little distance within the wood, it was evi- 
dent they were likely to remain there till the next day. 

“And now,” said D’Artagnan, “to the governor’s house.” 

“But you appear to me to be wounded,” said Planchet. 

“Oh, that’s nothing! Let us despatch that which is most pressing 
first, arid we will attend to my wound afterward ; besides, I don’t think it 
seems a very dangerous one.” 

And they both set forward as fast as they could toward the country- 
house of the worthy functionary. 

The Count de Wardes was announced, and D’Artagiian was intro- 
duced. 

“You have an order, signed by the cardinal?” 

“Yes, monsieur,” replied D’Artagnan ; “here it is.” 

“Ah, ah ! it is quite regular and explicit,” said the governor. 

“Most likely,” said D'Artagnan; “I am one of his most faithful 
servants.” 

“It appears that his eminence is anxious to prevent some one from 
crossing to England?” 

“Yes; a certain D’Artagnan, a Bearnese gentleman, who left Paris 
in company of three of his friends, with the intention of going to London.” 

“Do you know him personally?” asked the governor. 

“Whom?” 

“This D’Artagnan.” 

“Oh, yes, perfectly well.” 

“Describe him to me, then.” 

“Nothing more easy.” 

And D’Artagnan gave, feature for feature, and in every way, the 
most minute description of the Count de Wardes. 

“Is he accompanied by any one ?” 

“Yes, by a lackey, named Lubin.’’ 

“We will keep a sharp lookout for them; and if we lay hands upon 
them, his eminence may be assured they shall be reconducted to Paris 
under a good escort.” 
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“And by doing so, Monsieur the Governor,” said D’Artagnan, “you 
will have merited well of the cardinal.” 

“Shall you see him on your return?” 

“Doubtless I shall.” 

“Tell him, I beg you, that I am his humble servant.” 

“I will not fail.” 

And delighted with this assurance, the governor signed the pass- 
port, and delivered it to D’Artagnan, who lost no time in useless com- 
pliments, but thanked the governor, bowed, and departed. 

When once out, he and Planchet set off as fast as they could, and, by 
making a detour, avoided the wood, and re-entered the city by another 
gate. 

The vessel was quite ready to sail, and the captain waiting in the port, 

“Well?” said he, on perceiving D’Artagnan. 

“Here is my pass, examined,” said the latter. 

“And that other gentleman ?” 

“He will not go to-day,” said D’Artagnan; “but here I’ll pay you 
for us two.” 

“In that case we will be gone,” said the captain. 

“Yes, as soon as you please,” replied D’Artagnan. 

He leaped, with Planchet, into the boat, and five minutes after they 
were on board. And it was time; for they had scarcely sailed half a 
league, when D’Artagnan saw a flash and heard a detonation — ^it was the 
cannon which announced the closing of the port. 

He had now leisure to look to his wound. Fortunately, as D’Ar- 
tagnan had thought, it was not dangerous : the point of the sword had 
met with a rib, and glanced along the bone; still further, his shirt had 
stuck to the wound, and he had lost but very little blood. 

D’Artagnan was worn out with fatigue. A mattress was laid upon 
the deck for him ; he threw himself upon it, and fell fast asleep. 

At break of day they were still three or four leagues from the coast 
of England ; the breeze had been so light during the night they had made 
but little way. 

At ten o’clock the vessel cast anchor in the port of Dover, and at 
half-past ten D’Artagnan placed his foot on English land, crying : 

“Here I am at last !” 

But that was not all, they had to get to London. In England the 
post was well served ; D’Arte^nan and Planchet took post-horses with 
a postilion, and who rode before them; and in a few hours were in 
the capital. 

D’Artagnan did not know London, he was not acquainted with 
one word of English: but he wrote the name of Buckingham on a piece 
of paper, and every one to whom he showed it pointed out to him the way 
to the duke’s hotel. 

The duke was at Windsor, hunting, with the king. 

D’Artagnan inquired for the confidential valet of the duke, who 
having accompanied him in all his voyages, spoke French perfectly well; 
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he told him that he came from Paris, on an affair of life and death, and 
that he must speak with his master instantly. 

The confidence with which D’Artagnan spoke convinced Patrick, 
which was the name of this minister ; he ordered twm horses to be saddled, 
and himself went as guide to the young guardsman. As for Planchet, 
he had been lifted from his horse as stiff as a rush ; the poor lad’s strength 
was almost exhausted. D’Artagnan seemed to be made of iron. 

On their arrival at the castle they inquired for the duke, and learned 
that he was hawking with the king in the marshes, at some distance. 

They were quickly on the spot named, and Patrick almost at the 
moment caught the sound of his master’s voice, recalling his falcon. 

“Whom must I announce to my lord duke?” asked Patrick. 

“The young man who one evening sought a quarrel with him on the 
Pont Neuf, opposite the Samaritaine.” 

“Rather a singular introduction ?” 

“You will find that it is as good as another.” 

Patrick galloped off, reached the duke, and announced to him, in the 
terms directed, that a messenger awaited him. 

Buckingham at once remembered the circumstances, and suspecting 
that something was going on in France, of which it was necessary he 
should be informed, he only took the time to inquire where the messenger 
was, and recognizing the uniform of the guards, he put his horse into a 
gallop, and rode straight up to D’Artagnan; Patrick, discreetly, keeping 
in the background. 

“No misfortune has happened to the queen?” cried Buckingham, the 
instant he came up, throwing all his fear and love into the question. 

“I believe not ; nevertheless, I believe she is in some great peril from 
which your grace alone can extricate her.” 

“I I” cried Buckingham. “What is it ? I should be but too happy 
to render her any service ! Speak ! speak !” 

“Take this letter,” said D’Artagnan. 

“This letter ! From whom does this letter come?” 

“From her majesty, as I think.” 

“From her majesty!” said Buckingham, becoming so pale that D’Ar- 
tagnan feared he would faint — ^and he broke the seal. 

“What is this rent!” said he, showing D’Artagnan a place where it 
had been pierced through. 

“Ah ! ah !” said D’Artagnan, “I did not see that ; it was the sword of 
the Count de Wardes that made that hole when he ran it into my 
breast.” 

“Are you wounded?” asked Buckingham, as he opened the letter, 

“Oh! nothing! milord, only a scratch,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Just heavens ! what have Tread !” cried the duke. “Patrick, remain 
here, or rather join the king wherever he may be, and tell his majesty 
that I hereby beg him to excuse me, but an affair of the greatest im- 
portance calls me to London. Come, monsieur, come !” and both set off 
toward the capital at full gallop. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE COUNTESS DE WINTER. 

As THEY rode along, the duke endeavored to draw from D’Artagnan, 
not what has passed, but what DArtagnan himself knew. By adding 
all that he heard from the mouth of the young man to his own remem- 
brances, he was enabled to form a pretty exact idea of a position of the 
seriousness of which, in addition, the queen’s letter, however short and 
explicit, rendered Jiim quite aware. But that which astonished him most 
was, that the cardinal, so deeply interested in preventing this young man 
from setting his foot on the soil of England, had not succeeded in arrest- 
ing him on the road. It was then, and upon the manifestation of this 
astonishment, that D’Artagnan related to him the precaution taken, and 
how, thanks to his three friends, whom he had left scattered on the road, 
he had succeeded in coming off with a single sword-thrust, which had 
pierced the queen’s letter, and for which he had repaid M. de Wardes in 
such terrible coin. While he was listening to this account, which was 
delivered with the greatest simplicity, the duke looked from time to time 
at the young man with astonishment, as if he could not comprehend how 
so much prudence, courage, and devotedness were allied with a coun- 
tenance evidently not more than twenty years of age. 

The horses went like the wind, and in an incredibly short time they 
were in London. D’Artagnan imagined that on arriving in the city the 
duke would slacken his pace, but it was not so ; he kept on his way heed- 
less of whom he rode against. In fact, in crossing the city, two or three 
accidents of this kind happened; but Buckingham did not even turn 
his head to see what became of those he had knocked down. D’Artagnan 
followed him amid cries which very much resembled curses. 

On entering the court of his hotel, Buckingham sprang from his 
horse and, without taking heed of the noble animal, threw the bridle on 
his neck, and sprang toward the vestibule. D’Artagnan did the same, 
with a little more concern however for the fine creatures, whose merits 
he fully appreciated; but he had the satisfaction to see three or four 
grooms run from the stables, and take charge of them. 

The duke walked so fast that D’Artagnan had some trouble in keep- 
ing up with him. He passed through several apartments of an elegance 
of which even the greatest nobles of France had not even an idea, and 
arrived at length in a bedchamber which was at once a miracle of taste 
and of splendor. In the alcove of this chamber was a door practiced in 
the tapestry, which the duke opened with a small gold key, which he 
wore suspended from his neck by a chain of the same metal. From 
discretion, DArtagnan remained behind; but at the moment of Bucking- 
ham’s passing through the door, he turned round, and seeing the hesita- 
tion of the young man: 

“Come in! come in!” cried he, “and if you have the good fortune to 
be admitted to her maj esty’s presence, tell her what you have seen.” 
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Encouraged by this invitation, D^Artagnan followed the duke, who 
closed the door after them. 

He found himself with the duke in a small chapel covered with a 
tapestry of Persian silk worked with gold, and brilliantly lit with a vast 
number of wax-lights. Over a species of altar and beneath a canopy 
of blue velvet, surmounted by wlute and red plumes, was a full-length 
portrait of Anne of Austria, so perfect in its resemblance that D’Ar- 
tagnan uttered a cry of surprise on beholding it: it might be believed 
that the queen was about to speak. 

Upon the altar and beneath the portrait, was the casket containing 
the diamond studs. 

The duke approached the altar, fell on his knees as a priest might 
have done before a crucifix, and opened the casket. 

"'There,” said he, drawing from the casket a large bow of blue ribbon 
all sparkling with diamonds; “here,” said he, “are the precious studs 
which I have taken an oath should be buried with me. The queen gave 
them to me, the queen requires them back again ; her will be done, like 
that of God, in all things.” 

Then he began to kiss, one after the other those dear studs with which 
he was about to part. All at once, he uttered a terrible cry. 

“What is the matter?” exclaimed D’Artagnan anxiously, “what has 
happened to you, milord?” 

“All is lost! all is lost I” cried Buckingham, turning as pale as death ; 
“two of the studs are wanting I there are but ten of them I” 

“Can you have lost them, milord, or do you think they have been 
stolen ?” 

“They have been stolen 1” replied the duke, “and it is the cardinal who 
has dealt me this blow. See, the ribbons which held them have been cut 
with scissors.” 

“If milord suspects they have been stolen — ^perhaps the person who 
stole them still has them.” 

“Let me reflect,” said the duke. “The only time I wore these studs 
was at a ball given by the king a week ago at Windsor. The Countess 
de Winter, with whom I had had a quarrel, became reconciled to me at 
that ball. That reconciliation was nothing but the vengeance of a jealous 
woman. I have never seen her from that day. The woman is an agent 
of the cardinal’s.” 

“W’hy then, he has agents throughout the whole world!” cried 
D’Artagnan. 

“Yes, yes” said Buckingham, gnashing his teeth with rage, “he is 
a terrible antagonist! But when is this ball to take place?” 

“On Monday next.” 

"'On Monday next ! Still five days before us ; that’s more time than 
we want. Patrick!” cried the duke, opening the door of the chapel, 
“Patrick !” ^^ ^^ ^^^^^ ^^ ^^^^^ ^^ ^ ^ 

His confidential valet, who had that moment returned, appeared at 
his ealL' ■ . ^ 

“My jeweler and my secretary,” 
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The valet de chambre went out with a mute promptitude that showed 
he was accustomed to obey implicitly and without reply. 

But although the jeweler had been mentioned first, it Avas the secre- 
tary that first made his appearance, simply because he lived in the hotel. 
He found Buckingham seated at a table in his bedchamber, writing orders 
with his own hand. 

“Master Jackson,” said he, “go instantly to the lord chancellor and 
tell him that I desire him to execute these orders. I wish them to be 
promulgated immediately.” 

“But my lord, if the lord chancellor interrogates me upon the motives 
which may have led your grace to adopt such an extraordinary measure, 
what reply shall I make?” 

“That such is my pleasure, and that I answer for my will to no man.” 

“Will that be the answer,” replied the secretary, smiling, “which he 
must transmit to his majesty, if, by chance, his majesty should have the 
curiosity to know why no vessel is to leave any of the ports of Great 
Britain ?” 

“You are right, Master Jackson,” replied Buckingham. “He will 
say, in that case, to the king, that I am determined on war, and that this 
measure is my first act of hostility against France.” 

The secretary bowed and retired. 

“We are safe on that side,” said Buckingham, turning toward D’Ar- 
tagnan. “If the studs are not yet gone to Paris, they will not arrive till 
after you.” 

“How so, milord ?” 

“I have just placed an embargo on all vessels at present in his majes- 
ty’s ports, and, without particular permission, not one can lift an anchor.” 

D’Artagnan looked with stupefaction at a man who thus employed 
the unlimited power with which he was clothed by the confidence of a 
King, in the prosecution of his amours. Buckingham saw by the ex- 
pression of the young man’s face what was passing in his mind, and he 
smiled. 

“Yes,” said he, “yes, Anne of Austria is my true queen ; upon a word 
f rom her, I would betray my country, I would betray my king. I would 
betray my God. She asked me not to send the Protestants of La Rochelle 
the assistance I promised them : I have not done so. I broke my word, it 
is true ; but what signifies that ? I obeyed my love ; and have I not been 
richly paid for that obedience? It was to that obedience I owe her 
portrait!” 

D’Artagnan admired by what fragile and unknown threads the des- 
tinies of nations and the lives of men are sometimes suspended. 

He was lost in these reflections when the goldsmith entered. He 
was an Irishman, one of the most skillful of his craft, and who himself 
confessed that he gained a hundred thousand livres a year by the Duke 
of Buckingham. 

“Master O’Reilly,” said the duke to him, leading him into the chapel, 
“look at these diamond studs, and tell me what they are worth apiece.” 

The goldsmith cast a glance at the elegant manner in which they were 
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set, calculated, one with another, what the diamonds were worth, and 
without hesitation : 

“Fifteen hundred pistoles each, my lord,” replied he. 

“How many days would it require to make two studs exactly like 
them? You see there are two wanting.” 

“A week, my lord.” 

“I will give you three thousand pistoles each for two, if I can have 
them by the day after to-morrow.” 

“My lord, you shall have them.” 

“You are a jewel of a man. Master O’Reilly; but that is not all ; these 
studs cannot be trusted to anybody: it must be effected in the palace.” 

“Impossible, my lord; there is no one but myself can execute them 
so that the new may not be distinguished from the old.” 

“Therefore, my dear Master O’Reilly, you are my prisoner ; and if 
you wish ever to leave my palace, you cannot; so make the best of it. 
Name to me such of your workmen as you stand in need of, and point 
out the tools they must bring.” 

The goldsmith knew the duke ; he knew all objection would be use- 
less, and instantly determined how to act. 

“May I be permitted to inform my wife?” said he, 

“Oh! you may even see her if you like, my dear Master O’Reilly; 
your captivity shall be mild, be assured ; and as every inconvenience de- 
serves its indemnification, here is, in addition to the price of the studs, 
an order for a thousand pistoles, to make you forget the annoyance I 
cause you.” 

D’Artagnan could not get over the surprise created in him by this 
minister, who thus, open-handed, sported with men and millions. 

As to the goldsmith, he wrote to his wife, sending her the order for 
the thousand pistoles, and charging her to send him, in exchange, his 
most skillful apprentice, an assortment of diamonds, of which he gave 
the names and the weight, and the necessary tools. 

Buckingham led the goldsmith to the chamber destined for him, and 
which, at the end of half an hour, was transformed into a workshop. 
Then he placed a sentinel at each door, with an order to admit nobody, 
upon any pretense, but his valet de chambre, Patrick. We need not add 
that the goldsmith, O’Reilly, and his assistant, were prohibited from 
going out on any account. 

All this being regulated, the duke turned to D’Artagnan. 

“Now, my young friend,” said he, “England is all our own. What 
do you wish for ? What do you desire ?” 

“A bed, milord,” replied D’Artagnan.' “At present , I confess, that 
is the thing I stand most in need of.” 

Buckingham assigned D’Artagnan a chamber adjoining his own. Pie 
wished to have the young man at hand, not that he at all mistrusted him, 
but for the sake of having some one to whom he could constantly talk 
about the queen. 

In one hour after, the ordinance was published in London that no 
vessel bound for France should leave the ports~-not even the packet-boat 
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with letters, in the eyes of everybody this was a declaration of war be- 
tween the two kingdoms. 

On the day after the morrow, by eleven o’clock, the two diamond 
studs were finished, and they were so completely imitated, so perfectly 
alike, that Buckingham could not tell the new ones from the old ones, 
and the most practiced in such matters would have been deceived as 
he was. 

He immediately called D’Artagnan. 

“Here,” said he to him, “are the diamond studs that you came to 
fetch, and be my witness that I have done all that human power could do.” 

“Be satisfied, milord ; I will tell all that I have seen. But does your 
grace mean to give me the studs without the casket ?” 

“The casket would only encumber you. Besides, the casket is the 
more precious from being all that is left to me. You will say that I 
keep it.” 

“I will perform your commission, word for word, milord.” 

“And now,” resumed Buckingham, looking earnestly at the young 
man, “how shall I ever acquit myself of the debt I owe you?” 

D’Artagnan colored up to the eyes. He saw that the duke was 
searching for a means of making him accept something, and the idea 
that the blood of himself and his friends was about to be paid for with 
English gold was strangely repugnant to him. 

“Let us understand each other, milord,” replied D’Artagnan, “and 
let us make things clear, in order that there may be no mistake. I am 
in the services of the king and queen of France, and form part of the 
company of M. Dessessarts, who, as well as his brother-in-law, M. de 
Treville, is particularly attached to their majesties. What have I done, 
then, has been for the queen, and not at all for your grace. And, still 
further, it is very probable I should not have done anything of this, if 
it had not been to make myself agreeable to some one who is my lady, 
as the queen is yours.” 

“I understand,” said the duke smiling, “and I even believe that I know 
that other person ; it is ” 

“Milord! I have not named her!” interrupted the young man 
warmly. 

“That is, true,” said the duke, “and it is to this person I am bound 
to discharge my debt of gratitude.” 

“You have said, milord; for truly, at this moment, when there is 
question of war, I confess to you that I can see nothing in your grace 
but an Englishman, and, consequently, an enemy, whom I should have 
much greater pleasure in meeting on the field of battle than in the park 
at Windsor or the chambers of the Louvre ; all which, however, will not 
prevent me from executing, to the very point, my commission, or from 
laying down my life, if there be need of it, to accomplish it ; but I repeat 
it to your grace, without your having personally on that account more to 
thank me for in this second interview than that which I did for you in 
the first.” 
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“We say, ‘proud as a Scotchmaa,’ murmured the Duke of Buck- 
ingham. ^ 

“And we say, ‘proud as a Gascon,’” replied D’Artagnan; the Gas- 
cons are the Scots of France.” 

D’Artagnan bowed to the duke, and was retiring. 

“Well ! you are going away in that manner? But where? and how ?” 

“That’s true !” 

“ ’Fore God, these Frenchmen have no consideration !” 

“I had forgotten that England was an island, and that you were the 
king of it.” 

“Go to the port, ask for the brig Sund, and give this letter to the 
captain ; he will convey you to a little port, where certainly you are not 

expected, and which is ordinarily only frequented by fishermen.” 

“What is the name of that port?” 

“Saint-Valery ; but listen. When you have arrived there, you will 
go to a mean auberge, without a name and without a sign, a mere fisher- 
man’s hut. You cannot be mistaken; there is but one.” 

“And then?” 

. “You will ask for the host, and will repeat to him the word — For- 
ward!'’ 

“Which means ?” 

“In French, en avant; that is the password. He will give you a 
ready-saddled horse, and will point out to you the road you are to take. 
You will find, in this manner, four relays on your route. If you will 
give, at each of these relays, your address in Paris, the four horses will 
follow you thither. You already know two of them, and you appeared 
to appreciate them like a judge. They were those we rode on, and you 
may rely upon me for the others not being inferior to them. These 
horses are equipped for the field. However proud you may be, you will 
not refuse to accept one of them, and request your three companions 
to accept the others : that is in order to make war against us, besides. 
The end excuses the means, as you Frenchmen say, does it not ?” 

“Yes, milord, I accept them,” said D’Artagnan, “and, if it please 
God, we will make a good use of your presents.” 

“Well, now, your hand, young man; perhaps we shall soon meet on 
the field of battle; but, in the meantime, we shall part good friends, I 
hope?” 

“Yes, milord ; but with the hope of soon becoming enemies ?” 

“Be satisfied on that head ; I promise you.” 

“I depend upon your parole, milord.” 

D’Artagnan bowed to the duke, and made his way as quickly as 
possible to the port. Opposite the Tower he found the vessel that had 
been named to him, delivered his letter to the captain, who, after having 
it examined by the governor of the port, made immediate preparation 
tO'Sail..'. .. 

Fifty vessels were waiting to set out, in momentary expectation of 
the removal of the prohibition. When passing alongside of one of them, 
D’Artagnan fancied he perceived on board of it the lady of Meung, the 
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same whom the unknown gentleman had styled milady, and whom D’Ar- 
tagnan had thought so handsome; but thanks to the tide of the river 
and a fair wind, his vessel passed so quickly that he had little more than 
a glimpse of her. 

The next day, about nine o’clock in the morning, he landed at St. 
Valery. D’Artagnan went instantly in search of the auberge. and easily 
discovered it by the riotous noise which resounded from it ; war between 
England and France was then confidently talked of, and the sailors were 
carousing in the hopes of it. 

D’Artagnan made his way through the crowd, advanced toward the 
host, and pronounced the word, ''Forward!” The host instantly made 
him a sign to follow him, went out with him by a door which opened 
into a yard, led him to the stable, where a ready saddled horse awaited 
him, and asked him if he stood in need of anything else. 

‘T want to know the route I am to follow,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Go^from hence to Blangy, and from Blangy to Neufchatel. At 
Neufchatel, go to the auberge of the ‘Herse d’Or’, give the password 
to the host, and you will find, as you have done here, a horse ready 
saddled.” 

“Have I anything to pay ?” demanded D’Artagnan. 

“Everything is paid,” replied the host, “and liberally. Begone then, 
and may God conduct you safely.” 

“Amen !” cried the young man, and set off at full gallop. 

In four hours from starting he was in Neufchatel. He strictly fol- 
lowed the instructions he had received; at Neufchatel, as St. Valery, 
he found a horse quite ready awaiting him ; he was about to remove the 
pistols from the saddle he had vacated to the one he was about to occupy, 
W he found the holsters furnished with similar pistols. 

“Your address at Paris?” 

“Hotel of the Guards, company of Dessessarts.” 

“Enough,” replied the interrogator. 

“Which route must I take?” demanded D’Artagnan, in his turn. 

^‘That of Rouen; but you will leave the city on your right. You 
must stop at the little village of Eccuis, in which there is but one auberge, 
I’Ecu de France.’ Don’t condemn it from appearances, you will find a 
horse in the stables quite as good as this.” 

“The same password ?” 

“Exactly.” 

“Adieu, master!” 

“A good journey, gentleman! Do you want anything?” 

D’Artagnan shook his head in reply, and set off at full speed. At 
Eccuis, the same scene was repeated ; he found as provident a host and 
a fresh horse. He left his address as he had done before, and set 
off again, at the same pace, for Pontoise. At Pontoise he changed his 
horse for the last time, and at nine o’clock galloped into the yard of M. 
de Treville’s hotel. He had performed nearly sixty leagues in little 
more than twelve hours. 



170 


The Three Musketeers 

M. de Treville received him as if he had seen him that same morn- 
ing; only, when pressing his hand a little more warmly than usual, he 
informed him that the company of M. Dessessarts was on duty at the 
Louvre, and that he might repair at once to his post. 


CHAPTER XXIL 

THE BALLET OF LA MERLAISON. 

On the morrow, nothing was talked of in Paris but the bail which 
Messieurs the Echevi.ns of the city were to give to the king and queen, 
and in which the king and queen were to dance the famous La Merlaison, 
the king’s favorite ballet. 

The whole of the last week had been occupied in preparations at the 
Plotel de Ville for this important evening. The city carpenters had erected 
scaffolds upon which the ladies invited were to be placed ; the city grocer 
had ornamented the chambers with two hundred flambeaux of white wax, 
which was a piece of luxury unheard of at that period ; and twenty violins 
were ordered, and the price paid for them fixed at double the usual rate, 
upon condition, said the report, that they should be played all night. 

At ten o’clock in the morning, the Sieur de la Coste, ensign in the 
king’s guards, followed by two exempts and several archers of that body, 
came to the city greffier (register or secretary), named Clement, and de- 
manded of him all the keys of the chambers and offices at the hotel. 
These keys were given up to him instantly ; and each of them had a ticket 
attached to it, by which it might be known, and from that moment the 
Sieur de la Coste was charged with the guarding of all the doors and all 
the avenues. 

At eleven o’clock came in his turn Duhallier, captain of the guard, 
bringing with him fifty archers, who were distributed immediately, 
through the hotel, at the doors which had been assigned to them, 

At three o’clock arrived two companies of the guards, one French, 
the other Swiss, The company of French guards was composed half of 
M. Duhallier’s men, and half of M. Dessessart’s men. 

At nine o’clock, Madame la Premiere Presidente arrived. As, next 
to the queen, this was the most considerable personage of the fete, she 
was received by the city gentlemen, and placed in a box opposite to that 
which the queen was to occupy. 

At ten o’clock, the king’s collation, consisting of confitures and other 
delicacies, was prepared in the little chamber on the side of the church 
of St. Jean, in front of the silver buffet of the city, which was guarded 
by four archers. 

At midnight, great cries and loud acclamations were heard; it was 
the king, who was passing through the streets which led from the Louvre 
to ..the Hotel de Ville, and which were all illuminated with colored lamps. 

Immediately Messieurs the Echevins, clothed in their cloth robes, and 
preceded by six sergeants, holding each a flambeau in his hand, went to 
attend upon tlie king, whom they met on the steps, where the provost of 
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the merchants offered him the compliment of welcome ; a compliment to 
which his majesty replied by an apology for coming so late, but laying 
the blame upon M. the Cardinal, who had detained him till eleven o’clock, 
talking of affairs of state. 

His majesty, in full dress, was accompanied by his royal highness 
Monsieur the Count de Soissons, the Grand Prior, the Duke de Longue- 
ville, the Duke d’Elboeuf, the Count d’Harcourt, the Count de la Roche- 
Guyon, M. de Liancourt, M. de Baradas, the Count de Cramail, and the 
Chevalier de Souveray. 

Everybody observed that the king looked dull and preoccupied. 

A closet had been prepared for the king and another for monsieur. 
In each of these closets were placed masquerade habits. The same had 
been done with respect to the queen and Madame la Presidente. The 
nobles and ladies of their majesties’ suites were to dress, two by two, in 
chambers prepared for the purpose. 

Before entering his closet the king desired to be informed the moment 
the cardinal arrived. 

Half an hour after the entrance of the king, fresh acclamations were 
heard : these announced the arrival of the queen. The echevins did as 
they had done before, and, preceded by their sergeants, went to receive 
their illustrious guest. 

The queen entered the great hall ; and it was remarked, that, like the 
king, she looked dull, and moreover, Htigued. 

At the moment she entered, the curtain of a small gallery which to 
■’that time had been closed, was drawn, and the pale face of the cardinal 
appeared, he being dressed as a Spanish cavalier. His eyes were fixed 
upon those of the queen, and a smile of terrible joy passed over his lips : 
the queen did not wear her diamond studs. 

The queen remained for a short time to receive the compliments of 
the city gentlemen and to reply to the salutations of the ladies. 

All at once the king appeared at one of the doors of the hall. The 
cardinal was speaking to him in a low voice, and the king was very pale. 

The king made his way through the crowd without a mask, and the 
ribbons of his doublet scarcely tied ; he went straight to the queen, and 
in an altered voice, said : 

“Why, madame, have you not thought proper to wear your diamond 
studs, when you know it would have given me so much gratification ?” 

The queen cast a glance around her, and saw the cardinal behind, with 
a diabolical smile on his countenance. 

“Sire,” replied the queen, with a faltering voice, “because, in the midst 
of such a crowd as this, I feared some accident might happen to them.” 

“And you were wrong, madame ! if I made you that present it was 
that you might adorn yourself with them. I tell you, again, you were 
wrong.” 

And the voice of the king was tremulous with anger : the company 
looked and listened with astonishment, comprehending nothing of what 
passed. 
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“Sire/’ said the queen, "I can send for them to the Louvre, where 
they are, and thus your majesty’s wishes will be complied with.” 

“Do so, madame ! do so, and that at the quickest; for within an hour 
the ballet will commence.” 

The queen bent in token of submission, and followed the ladies who 
were to conduct her to her closet. On his part, the king returned to his. 

A moment of trouble and confusion ensued in the assembly. _ Every- 
body had remarked that something had passed between the king and 
queen, but both of them had spoken so low that all out of respect had 
kept at a distance of several steps, so that nobody had heard anything. 
The violins began to sound with all their might, but nobody listened to 
them. 

The king came out first from his closet ; he was in a hunting costume 
of the most elegant description, and monsieur and the other nobles were 
dressed as he was. This was the costume that became the king the best, 
and when thus dressed, he really appeared the first gentleman of his 
kingdom. 

The cardinal drew near to the king, and placed in his hand a small 
casket. The king opened it, and found in it two diamonds. 

“What does this mean ?” demanded he of the cardinal. 

“Nothing,” replied the latter ; “only, if the queen has the studs, of 
which I very much doubt, count them, sire, and if you only find ten, ask 
her majesty who can have stolen from her the two studs that are here.” 

The king looked at the cardinal as if to interrogate him ; but he had 
not time to address any question to him ; a cry of admiration burst from 
every mouth. If the king appeared to be the first gentleman of his king- 
dom, the queen was, without doubt, the most beautiful woman in France. 
It is true that the habit of a huntress became her admirably ; she wore a 
beaver hat with blue feathers, a surtout of gray-pearl velvet, fastened 
with diamond clasps, and a petticoat of blue satin, embroidered with sil- 
ver. On her left shoulder sparkled the diamond studs upon a bow of the 
same color as the plumes and the petticoat. 

The king trembled with joy and the cardinal with vexation ; neverthe- 
less, distant as they were from the queen, they could not count the studs ; 
the queen had them ; the only question was, had she ten or twelve ? 

At that moment the violins sounded the signal for the ballet. The 
king advanced toward Madame la Presidente, with whom he was to dance, 
and his highness monsieur with the queen. They took their places, and 
the ballet began. 

The king figured opposite the queen, and every time that he passed 
by her, he devoured with his eyes those studs, of which he could not 
ascertain the number. A cold sweat covered the brow of the cardinal. 

The ballet lasted an hour, and had sixteen entrees. 

The ballet ended amid the applauses of the whole assemblage, and 
every one reconducted his lady to her place ; but the king took advantage 
of the privilege he had of leaving his lady, to advance eagerly toward the 
queen. 

“I thank you, madame,” said he, “for the deference you have shown 
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to my wishes, but I think you want two of the studs, and I bring them 
back to you ” 

At these words he held out to the queen the two studs the cardinal 
had given him. 

“How, sire!’" cried the young queen, affecting surprise, “you are 
giving me then two more ; but then I shall have fourteen !"’ 

In fact, the king counted them, and the twelve studs were all on her 
majesty’s shoulder. 

The king called the cardinal to him. 

“What does this mean. Monsieur the Cardinal ?” asked the king in 
a severe tone. 

“This means, sire,” replied the cardinal, “that I was desirous of pre- 
senting her majesty with these two studs, and that not daring to offer 
them myself, I adopted these means of inducing her to accept them.” 

“And I am the more grateful to your eminence,” replied Anne of 
Austria, with a smile that proved she was not the dupe of this ingenious 
piece of gallantry, “from being certain these two studs have cost you as 
dearly as all the others cost his majesty.” 

Then, after bowing to the king and the cardinal, the queen resumed 
her way to the chamber in which she had dressed, and where she was to 
take off her ball costume. 

The attention which we have been obliged to give, during the com- 
mencement of this chapter, to the illustrious personages we have intro- 
duced in it, has diverted us for an instant from him to whom Anne of 
Austria owed the extraordinary triumph she had obtained over the cardi- 
nal ; and who, confounded, unknown, lost in the crowd gathered at one 
of the doors, looked on at this scene, comprehensible only to four persons, 
the king, the queen, his eminence, and himself. 

The queen had just regained her chamber, and D’Artagnan was about 
to retire, when he felt his shoulder lightly touched ; he turned round, 
and saw a young woman who made him a sign to follow her. The face 
of this young woman was covered with a black velvet mask, but, not- 
withstanding this precaution, which was, in fact, taken rather against 
others than against him, he at once recognized his usual guide, the light 
and intelligent Madame Bonacieux. 

On the evening before, they had scarcely seen each other for a moment 
at the apartment of the Swiss Germain, whither D’Artagnan had sent for 
her. The haste which the young woman was in, to convey to her mistress 
the excellent news of the happy return of her messenger, prevented the 
two lovers from exchanging more than a few words. D’Artagnan then 
followed Madame Bonacieux, moved by a double sentiment, love and 
curiosity. During the whole of the way, and in proportion as the corri- 
dors became more deserted, D’Artagnan wished to stop the young woman, 
seize her, and gaze upon her, were it only for a minute ; but quick as a 
bird, she glided between his hands, and when he wished to speak to her, 
her finger placed upon her mouth, with a little imperative gesture full of 
grace, reminded him that he was under the command of a power which 
he must blindly obey, and which forbade him even to make the slightest 
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complaint; at length, after winding about for a minute or two, Madame 
Bonacieux opened the door of a closet, which was entirely dark, and led 
D’Artagnan into it. There she made a fresh sign of silence, and opening 
a second door concealed by a tapestry, and which opening spread at once 
a brilliant light, she disappeared. 

D’Artagnan remained for a moment motionless, asking himself 
where he could be; but soon a ray of light which penetrated through 
the chamber, together with the warm and perfumed air which reached 
him from the same aperture, the conversation of two or three ladies in 
a language at once respectful and elegant, and the word “majesty” two 
or three times repeated, indicated clearly that he was in a closet attached 
to the queen’s chamber. 

The young man waited the event quietly in comparative darkness. 

The queen appeared to be cheerful and happy, which seemed to 
astonish the persons who surrounded her, and who were accustomed to 
see her almost always sad and full of care. The queen attributed this 
joyous feeling to the beauty of the fete, to the pleasure she had experi- 
enced in the ballet, and as it is not permissible to contradict a queen, 
whether she smile or whether she weep, all rivaled each other in expatiat- 
ing upon the gallantry of messieurs the echevins of the good city of 
Paris. 

Although D’Artagnan did not at all know the queen, he soon dis- 
tinguished her voice from the others, at first by a slightly foreign accent, 
and next by that tone of domination naturally impressed upon all 
sovereign expressions. He heard her approach, and withdraw from the 
partially open door, and twice or three times he even saw the shadow 
of a person intercept the light. 

At length a hand and an arm, surpassingly beautiful in their form 
and whiteness, glided through the tapestry. D’Artagnan, at once, com- 
prehended that this was his recompense : he cast himself on his knees, 
seized the hand, and touched it respectfully with his lips ; then the hand 
was withdrawn, leaving in his an object which he perceived to be a 
ring ; the door immediately closed, and D’Artagnan found himself again 
in complete darkness. 

D’Artagnan placed the ring on his finger, and again waited : it was 
evident that all was not yet over. After the reward of his devotion that 
of his love was to come. Besides, although the ballet was danced, the 
evening’s pleasures had scarcely begun ; supper was to be served at three, 
and the clock of St. Jean had struck three-quarters past two. 

The sound of voices diminished by degrees in the adjoining chamber; 
the company was then heard departing; then the door of the closet in 
which D’Artagnan was, was opened, and Madame Bonacieux entered 
quickly. 

“You at last?” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Silence!” said the young woman, placing her hand upon his lips; 
“silence ! and begone the same way you came !” 

“But where and when shall I see you again ?” cried D’Artagnan. 

“A note which you will find at home will tell you. Begone ! begone !” 
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And at these words she opened the door of the corridor, and pushed 
D’Artagnan out of the closet. D’Artagnan obeyed like a child, without 
the least resistance or objection, which proved that he was downright 
really in love. 


CHAPTER XXIIL 

THE RENDEZVOUS. 

D’Artagnan ran home immediately, and although it was three o’clock 
in the morning, and he had some of the worst reputed quarters of Paris 
to pass through, he met with no misadventure. Every one knows that 
drunkards and lovers have a protecting deity. 

He found the door of his passage open, sprang up the stairs, and 
knocked softly, in a manner agreed upon between him and his lackey. 
Planchet,* whom he had sent home two hours before from the Hotel de 
Ville, desiring him to be careful and sit up for him, opened the door 
to him. 

“Has any one brought a letter for me?” asked D’Artagnan eagerly. 

“No one has brought a letter, monsieur,” replied Planchet; “but there 
is one come of itself.” 

“What do you mean by that, you stupid fellow ?” 

“I mean to say that when I came in, although I had the key of your 
apartment in my pocket, and that key had never been out of my posses- 
sion, I found a letter upon the green table-cover in your bedchamber.” 

“And where is that letter ?” 

“I left it where I found it, monsieur. It is not natural for letters to 
enter in this manner into people’s houses. If the window had been open, 
even in the smallest way, I should think nothing of it ; but, no ; all was as 
close as possible. Beware, monsieur, there is certainly some magic in it.” 

While Planchet was saying this, the young man had darted into his 
chamber, and seized and opened the letter ; it was from Madame Bona- 
cieux, and was conceived in these terms : 

“There are many thanks to be offered to you, and to be transmitted 
to you. Be this evening about ten o’clock, at St. Cloud, in front of the 
pavilion built at the corner of the hotel of M. d’Estrees, — C. B.” 

While reading this letter, D’Artagnan felt his heart dilated and com- 
pressed by that delicious spasm which tortures and caresses the hearts of 
lovers. 

It was the first billet he had received, it was the first rendezvous that 
had ever been granted him. Plis heart, swelled by the intoxication of joy, 
felt ready to dissolve away at the very gate of that terrestrial paradise 
called Love ! 

“Well, monsieur,” said Planchet^ who had observed his master grow 

*There is no doubt the reader will ask, as the Translator does, “How came 
Planchet here?” We left him “stiff as a rush” from fatigue, being carried to 
bed in London. 
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red and pale successively ; “did I not guess truly ? is it not some bad busi- 
ness or other?” 

“You are mistaken, Pianchet,*’ replied D’Artagnan; “and, as a proof, 
there is a crown to drink my health.” 

“I am much obliged to monsieur, for the crown he has given me, and 
I promise him I will obey his instructions exactly; but it is not the less 
true that letters which come in this manner into shut-up houses — — ’’ 

“Fall from heaven, my friend, fall from heaven.” 

“Then monsieur is satisfied?” asked Planchet. 

“My dear Planchet, I am the happiest of men !” 

“And I may profit by monsieur’s happiness, and may go to bed ?” 

“Yes, go.” 

“May the blessings of heaven fall upon monsieur ; but it is not the less 
true that that letter ” 

And Planchet retired, shaking his head with an air of doubt, which 
the liberality of D’Artagnan had not entirely removed. 

Left alone, D’Artagnan read and reread his billet, then he kissed and 
re-kissed twenty times the lines traced by the hand of his beautiful mis- 
tress. At length he went to bed, fell asleep, and had golden dreams. 

At seven o’clock in the morning he arose and called Planchet, who, at 
the second summons, opened the door, his countenance not yet quite free 
from the anxiety of the preceding night. 

“Planchet,” said D’Artagnan, “I am going out for all day, perhaps ; 
you are, therefore, your own master till seven o’clock in the evening ; but 
at seven o’clock you must hold yourself in readiness with two horses.” 

“There !” said Planchet, “we are going again, it appears, to have our 
skins pierced through, and rubbed off in all directions !” 

“You will take your musketoon and your pistols.” 

“There now! did I not say so?” cried Planchet. “I was sure of it; 
that cursed letter.” 

“Come, don’t be afraid I you silly fellow ; there is nothing in hand but 
a party of pleasure.” 

“Ah ! like the charming journey the other day, when it rained billets, 
and produced a crop of steel-traps !” 

“Well, if you are really afraid. Monsieur Planchet,” resumed D’Ar- 
tagnan, “I will go without you ; I prefer traveling alone to having a com- 
panion who entertains the least fear.” 

“Monsieur does me wrong,” said Planchet; “I thought he had seen 
me at work.” 

“Yes, but I do not know whether you had not worn out all your 
courage the first time.” 

“Monsieur shall see, upon occasion, that I have some left ; only I beg 
monsieur not to be too prodigal of it, if he wishes it to last long,” 

“Do you believe you have still a certain amount of it to expend this 
evening?” 

“I hope I have, monsieur.” 

“Well, then, I depend upon you.” 
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‘•'At the appointed hour I shall be ready ; only I believe that monsieur 
had but one horse in the guard stables.” 

“Perhaps there is but one at this moment; but by this evening there 
will be four.” 

“It appears that our journey was a remounting journey then ?” 

“Exactly so,” said D’Artagnan ; and nodding to Planchet, he went out. 

M. Bonacieux was standing at his door. D’Artagnan’s intention was 
to go out without speaking to the worthy mercer ; but the latter made so 
polite and friendly a salutation, that his tenant felt obliged, not only to 
stop, but to enter into conversation with him. 

Besides, how was it possible to avoid a little condescension toward a 
husband, whose pretty wife had appointed a meeting with you that same 
evening at St. Cloud, opposite the pavilion of M. d’Estrees ? D’Artagnan 
approached him with the most amiable air he could assume. 

The conversation naturally fell upon the incarceration of the poor 
man. M. Bonacieux, who was ignorant that D’Artagnan had overheard 
his conversation with the unknown of Meung, related to his young 
tenant the persecutions of that monster, M. de Laffemas, whom he never 
ceased to qualify, during his account, with the title of the cardinal’s 
executioner, and expatiated at great length upon the Bastille, the bolts, 
the wickets, the dungeons, the loopholes, the gratings, and the instru- 
ments of torture. 

D’Artagnan listened to him with exemplary complaisance, and when 
he had finished said ; 

“And Madame Bonacieux, do you know who carried her off? for I 
do not forget that I owe to that unpleasant circumstance the good fortune 
of having made your acquaintance.” 

“Ah 1” said Bonacieux, “they took good care not to tell me that, and 
my wife, on her part, has sworn to me by all that’s sacred, that she does 
not know. But you,” continued M. Bonacieux, in a tone of perfect bon- 
homie, “what has become of you for several days past ? I have not seen 
either you or any of your friends, and I don’t think you could pick up 
all that dust on the pavement of Paris that I saw Planchet brush off 
your boots yesterday.” 

“You are right, my dear M. Bonacieux, my friends and I have been 
on a little journey.” 

“Far from Paris ?” 

“Oh lord, no ! about forty leagues only. We went to take M. Athos 
to the waters of Forges, where my friends have remained.” 

“And you have returned, have you not?” replied M. Bonacieux, giving 
to his countenance the most jocular air. “A handsome young fellow like 
you does not obtain long leaves of absence from his mistress; and we 
were impatiently waited for at Paris, were we not ?” 

“Ma joir said the young man, laughing, “I am fain to confess it, and 
so much the more readily, my dear Bonacieux, as I see there is no con- 
cealing anything from you. Yes, I was expected, and impatiently, I 
assure you.” 
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A slight shade passed over the brow of Bonacieux, but so slight that 
D’Artagnan did not perceive it. 

“And we are going to be recompensed for our diligence ?” said Bona- 
cieux, with a trifling alteration in his voice — so trifling, indeed, that 
D’Artagnan did not perceive it any more than he had the shade which, 
an instant before, had darkened the countenance of the worthy man. 

“Ah, I hope you are a true prophet !” said D’Artagnan, laughing. 

“No; that which I say is only that I may know whether you will 
be late.” 

“Why do you ask me that question, my dear host? Do you intend 
to sit up for me?” 

“No ; only since my arrest and the robbery that was committed in my 
house, I am alarmed every time I hear a door opened, particularly in the 
night. What the deuce can you expect? I told you I was no man of 
the sword.” 

“Well, don’t be alarmed if I come home at one, two or three o'clock 
in the morning ; indeed, do not be alarmed if I do not come at all.” 

This time Bonacieux became so pale that D’Artagnan could not do 
otherwise than perceive it, and asked him what was the matter ? 

“Nothing,” replied Bonacieux, “nothing; only since my misfortunes 
I have been subject to faintness, which seizes me all at once, and I have 
just felt a cold shiver. Pay no attention to it ; you have nothing to occupy 
yourself with but being happy.” 

“Then I have a full occupation, for I am so.” 

“Not yet — ^wait a little ; this evening, you said.” 

“Well, this evening will come, thank God ! And perhaps you look for 
it with as much impatience as I do ; perhaps this evening Madame Bona- 
cieux will visit the conjugal domicile.” 

“Madame Bonacieux is not at liberty this evening,” replied the hus- 
band seriously ; “she is detained at the Louvre this evening by her duties.” 

“So much the worse for you, niy dear host, so much the worse for 
you ! When I am happy, I wish all the world to be so ; but it appears 
that it is not possible.” 

And the young man departed, laughing at the joke, which he thought 
he alone could comprehend. 

“Ah, have your laugh out !” replied Bonacieux, in a sepulchral tone. 

But D’Artagnan was too far oflf to hear him, and if he had heard him, 
in the disposition of mind he then enjoyed he, certes, would not have re- 
marked it. 

He took his way toward the hotel of M. de Treville ; his visit of the 
day before had been very short and very little explicative. 

He found M. de Treville in the joy of his heart. Pie had thought the 
king and queen charming at the ball. It is true the cardinal had been 
particularly ill-tempered ; he had retired at one o’clock under the pretense 
of being uidisposed. As to their majesties, they did not return to the 
Louvre till six o’clock. 

“Now,” said M. de Treville, lowering his voice, and looking round to 
every corner of the apartment to see if they were alone, “now let us talk 
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about you, my young friend; for it is evident that your fortunate return 
has something to do with the joy of the king, the triumph of the queen, 
and the humiliation of the cardinal. You must take care of yourself.” 

“What have I to fear,” replied D’Artagnan, “as long as I shall have 
the good fortune to enjoy the favor of their majesties ?” 

“Everything, believe me. The cardinal is not the man to forget a 
mystification until he has settled his accounts with the mystifier ; and the 
mystifier appears to me to have the air of being a certain young Gascon 
of my acquaintance.” 

“Do you think that the cardinal knows as much as you do, and knows 
that I have been to London ?” 

“The devil! you said London! Was it from London you brought 
that beautiful diamond that glitters on your finger? Beware, my dear 
D’Artagnan ! a present from an enemy is not a good thing. Are there 
not some Latin verses upon that subject? Stop !” 

“Yes, doubtless,” replied D’Artagnan, who had never been able to 
cram the first rudiments even of that language into his head, and who 
had by his ignorance driven his master to despair — “yes, doubtless there 
is one,” 

“There certainly is one,” said M. de Treville, who had a tincture of 
letters, “and M. Benserade was quoting it to me the other day. Stop a 
minute — ah, this is it : "Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes/ wliich means, 
‘Beware of the enemy who makes you presents.’ ” 

“This diamond does not come from an enemy, monsieur,” replied 
D’Artagnan ; “it comes from the queen.” 

“From the queen ! oh, oh !” said M. de Treville. “Why it is, indeed, 
a true royal jewel, which is worth a thousand pistoles if it is worth a 
denier. By whom did the queen send you this jewel ?” 

“She gave it to me, herself.” 

“Where ?” 

“In the closet adjoining the chamber in which she changed her toilet.” 

“How?” 


“Giving me her hand to kiss.” 

“What! you have kissed the queen’s hand?” said M. de Treville, 
looking earnestly at D’Artagnan. 

“Her majesty did me the honor to grant me that favor.” 

“And that in the presence of witnesses 1 Imprudent woman ! thrice 
imprudent!” 

“No, monsieur; be satisfied, nobody saw her,” replied D’Artagnan, 
and he related to M. de Treville how the affair had passed. 

“Oh, the women, the women!” cried the old soldier. “I know them 
by their romantic imaginations ; everything that savors of mystery charms 
them. So you have seen the arm, that was all ; you would meet the queen 
and you would not know her ; she might meet you and she would not 
know who you were ?” 

“No; but thanks to this diamond,” replied the young man. 

“Listen to me,” said M. de Treville; “shall I give you a good piece of 


advice — a piece of friendly advice 



180 


The Three Musketeers 

“You will do me honor, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Well, then, go to tlie nearest goldsmith’s, and sell that diamond for 
the highest price you can get from him; however much of a Jew he may 
be, he will give you at least eight hundred pistoles. Pistoles have no name, 
young man, and that ring has a terrible one, which may betray him who 
wears it.” 

“Sell this ring — a. ring which comes from my sovereign ! never !” said 
D’Artagnan. 

“Then at least turn the collet inside, you silly fellow ; for everybody 
must be aware that a cadet from Gascony does not find such gems in his 
mother’s jewel-case.” 

“Y ou think, then, that I have something to dread ?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“I mean to say, young man, that he who sleeps over a mine, the match 
of which is already lighted, may consider himself in safety in comparison 
with you.” 

“The devil !” said D’Artagnan, whom the positive tone of M. de Tre- 
ville began to make a little uneasy — “the devil ! what must I do ?” 

“Be particularly, and at all times, on your guard. The cardinal has a 
tenacious memory and a long arm ; you may depend upon it, he will repay 
you by some ill turn.” 

“But what sort of one?” 

“Eh! how can I tell? Has he not all the devil’s tricks at command? 
The least that can be expected is that you will be arrested.” 

“What! will they dare to arrest a man in his majesty’s service?” 

“Pardien! they did not scruple much in the case of Athos. At all 
events, young man, depend upon one who has been thirty years at court. 
Do not lull yourself in security, or you will be lost ; but, on the contrary — 
and it is I who tell you so — see enemies in all directions. If anyone seeks 
a quarrel with you, shun it, were it with a child of ten years old ; if you 
are attacked by day or by night, fight, but retreat, without shame ; if you 
cross a bridge, feel every plank of it with your foot, lest one should give 
way beneath you ; if you pass before a house which is being built, look up, 
for fear a stone should fall upon your head ; if you stay out late, be always 
followed by your lackey, and let your lackey be armed, if, by the by, you 
can be sure of your lackey. Mistrust everybody, your friend, your brother, 
your mistress — your mistress in particular.” 

D’Artagnan blushed. 

“Of my mistress,” repeated he mechanically; “and why rather her 
than any other?” 

^Because a mistress is one of the cardinal’s favorite means — ^he has 
not one that is more expeditious ; a woman will sell you for ten pistoles, 
witness Dalila. You are acquainted with the Scriptures, eh ?” 

D’Artagnan thought of the appointment Madame Bonacieux had made 
with him for that very evening ; but we are bound to say, to the credit of 
our hero, that the bad opinion entertained by M. de Treville of women in 
general, did not inspire him with the least suspicion of his pretty hostess. 

■‘But, d propose resumed M. de Treville, “what has become of your 
three companions ?” 
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“I was about to ask you if you had heard any news of them.” 

“None whatever, monsieur.” 

“Well, I left them on my road: Porthos at Chantilly, with a duel on 
his hands ; Aramis at Crevecceur, wth a ball in his shoulder; and Athos 
at Amiens, detained by an accusation of coining!” 

“See there, now!” said M. de Treville; “and how the devil did you 
escape?” 

“By a miracle, monsieur, I must acknowledge, with a sword-thrust in 
my breast, and by nailing M. le Comte de Wardes, on the by-road to 
Calais, like a butterfly on a tapestry.” ■ 

“There again ! De Wardes, one of the cardinal’s men, a cousin of 
Rochefort’s. But stop, my friend, I have an idea.” 

“Speak, monsieur.” 

“In your place, I would do one thing.” 

“What, monsieur T' 

“While his eminence was seeking for me in Paris, I would take, with- 
out sound of drum or trumpet, the road to Picardy, and would go and 
make soitie inquiries concerning my three companions. What the devil ! 
they merit richly that piece of attention on your part.” 

“The advice is good, monsieur, and to-morrow I will set out.” 

“To-morrow ! and why not this evening?” 

“This evening, monsieur, I am detained in Paris by an indispensable 
business.” 

“Ah, young man, young man ! some love-passage or other ! Take care, 
I repeat to you, take care ! it is woman who was the ruin of us all, is the 
ruin of us all, and will be the ruin of us all as long as the world stands. 
Take my advice, and set out this evening.” 

“It is impossible, monsieur.” 

“You have given your word, then ?” 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

“Ah, that’s quite another thing; but promise me, if you should not 
happen to be killed to-night, that you will go to-morrow.” 

“I promise you, monsieur.” 

“Do you want money?” 

“I still have fifty pistoles. That, I think, is as much as I shall want.” 

“But your companions ?” 

“I don’t think they can be in need of any. We left Paris with each 
seventy-five pistoles in his pocket.” 

■’ “Sliall I see you again before your departure ?” 

“I think not, monsieur, unless anything fresh should happen.” 

“Well, a pleasant journey to you then.” 

“Thank you, monsieur.” 

And D’Artagnan left M. de Treville, penetrated more than ever by 
his paternal solicitude for his musketeers. 

He called successively at the abodes of Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. 
Neither of them had returned. Their lackeys likewise were absent, and 
nothing had been heard of either masters or servants. 
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He would have inquired after them at their mistress’, but he was 
neither acquainted with Porthos’ nor Aramis’ and as to Athos, he had 
not one. 

As he passed the Hotel des Gardes, he took a glance into the stables. 
Three out of the four horses were already arrived. Planchet, all astonish- 
ment, was busy grooming them, and had already finished tw'O. 

“Ah, monsieur,” said Planchet, on perceiving D’Artagnan, “how glad 
I am to see you.” 

“Why so, Planchet ?” asked the young man. 

“Do you place confidence in our landlord, M. Bonacieux?” 

“I ? Not the least in the world.” 

“Oh, you do quite right, monsieur.” 

“But, why do you ask?” 

“Because, while you were talking with him, I watched you without 
listening to you ; and, monsieur, his countenance changed so, two to three 
times !” 

“Bah!” 

“Preoccupied as monsieur was with the letter he had received, he did 
not observe that; but I, whom the strange fashion in which that letter 
came into the house had placed on my guard, I did not lose a movement 
of his feature.” 

“And you found it ?” 

“Traitorous, monsieur.” 

“Indeed I” 

“Still more ; as soon as monsieur had left, and disappeared round the 
corner of the street, M. Bonacieux took his hat, shut his door, and set off 
at a quick pace in an opposite direction.” 

“It seems you are right, Planchet ; all this appears to be a little mysteri- 
ous ; and be assured that we will not pay him our rent until the matter 
shall be categorically explained to us.” 

“Monsieur jokes, but monsieur will see.” 

“What would you have, Planchet ? It is written, that what must be 
must!” 

“Monsieur has not then renounced his excursion for this evening ?” 

“Quite the contrary, Planchet; the more ill-wind I have reason to 
entertain toward M. Bonacieux, the more punctual I shall be in keeping 
the appointment made with me in that letter which makes you so uneasy.” 

“Then that is monsieur’s determination ?” 

“Most decidedly, my friend ; at nine o’clock, then, be ready here, at 
the hotel, I will come and take you.” 

Planchet seeing there was no longer any hope of making his master 
renounce his project, heaved a profound sigh, and set to work to groom 
the third horse. 

As to D’Artagnan, being at bottom a prudent youth instead of return- 
ing home, he went and dined with the Gascon priest, who, at the time of 
the distress of the four friends, had given them a breakfast of chocolate. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE PAVILION. 

At nine o’clock D’Artagnan was at the Hotel des Gardes ; he found 
Plancliet under arms. The fourth horse had arrived. 

Plaiichet was armed with his musketoon and a pistol. D’Artagnan 
had his sword, and placed two pistols in his belt; then both mounted, 
and departed quietly. It was quite dark, and no one saw them go out. 
Planchet took his place behind his master, and kept at a distance of about 
ten paces from him. 

D’Artagnan crossed the quays, went out by the gate of La Confer- 
ence, and proceeded along the road, much more beautiful then than it 
is now, which leads to St. Cloud. 

As long as he was in the city, Planchet kept at the respectful distance 
he had imposed upon himself ; but as soon as the road began to be more 
lonely and dark, he drew softly nearer; so that when they entered the 
Bois de Boulogne, he found himself riding quite naturally side by side 
with his master. In fact, we must not dissemble, that the oscillation of 
the tall trees, and the reflection of the moon in the dark underwood, 
gave him serious uneasiness. D’Artagnan could not help perceiving 
that more than usual was passing in the mind of his lackey, and said : 

• “Well, Master Planchet ! what is the matter with us now ?” 

“Don’t you think, monsieur, that woods are like churches ?” 

“How so, Planchet!” 

“Because we dare not speak aloud in one or the other.” 

“But why do you not dare speak aloud, Planchet ? — because you are 
afraid ?” 

“Afraid of being heard? — ^yes, monsieur.” 

“Afraid of being heard! Why there is nothing improper in our 
conversation, my dear Planchet, and no one could find fault with it.” 

“Ah, monsieur!” replied Planchet, recurring to his besetting idea, 
“that M. Bonacieux has something vicious in his eyebrows, and some- 
thing very unpleasant in the play of his lips.” 

“What the devil makes you think of Bonacieux now?” 

“Monsieur, we think of what we can, and not of what we will.” 

“Because you are a coward, Planchet.” 

“Monsieur, we must not confound prudence with cowardice; pru- 
dence is a virtue.” 

“And you are very virtuous, are you not, Planchet ?” 

“Monsieur, is not that the barrel of a musket which glitters yonder? 
Had we not better lower our heads?” 

“In truth,” murmured D’Artagnan, to whom M. de Treville’s recom- 
mendation recurred, “in truth, this animal will end by making me afraid.” 
And he put his horse into a trot. 

Planchet followed the movements of his master, as if he had been 
his shadow, and was soon trotting by his side. 

“Are we going to continue this pace all night ?” asked Planchet. 
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“No, for you, on your part, are at your journey’s end.” 

“I, monsieur, am arrived ! and monsieur ?” 

“Why, I am going a few steps farther.” 

“And does monsieur intend to leave me here alone?” 

“You certainly are afraid, Planchet?” 

“No but I only beg leave to observe to monsieur, that the night will 
be very cold, that chills bring on rheumatism, and that a lackey who has 
the rheumatism makes but a poor servant particularly to a master as 
active as monsieur.” 

“Well, if you are cold, Planchet, you can go into one of those caba- 
rets that you see yonder, and be waiting for me at the door by six o’clock 
in the morning.” 

“Monsieur, I have eaten and drunk respectfully the crown you gave 
me this morning ; so that I have not a sou left, in case I should be cold.” 

“Here’s half a pistole. To-morrow morning, then.” 

D’Artagnan sprang from his horse, threw the bridle to Planchet, and 
departed at a quick pace, folding his cloak round him. 

“Good Lord, how cold I am !” cried Planchet, as soon as he had lost 
sight of his master ; and in such haste was he to warm himself, that he 
went straight to a house set out with all the attributes of a suburban 
auberge, and knocked at the door. 

In the meantime D’Artagnan, who had plunged into a by-path, con- 
tinued his route, and gained St. Qoud; but instead of following the 
high street, he turned behind the chateau, reached a sort of retired lane, 
and found himself soon in front of the pavilion named. It was situated 
in a very private spot. A high wall, at the angle of which was the pa- 
vilion, ran along one side of this lane, and on the other was a little garden, 
connected with a poor cottage, which was protected from passengers by 
a hedge. 

He gained the place appointed, and as no signal had been given him 
by which to announce his presence, he waited. 

Not the least noise was to be heard ; it might be imagined that he was 
a hundred miles from the capital. D’Artagnan leaned against the hedge, 
after having cast a glance behind him. Beyond that hedge, that garden, 
and that cottage, a dark mist enveloped with its folds that immensity in 
which sleeps Paris, a vast void from which glittered a few luminous 
points, the funeral stars of that hell! 

But for D’Artagnan all aspects were clothed happily, all ideas wore a 
smile, all darknesses were diaphanous. The appointed hour was about 
to strike. 

In fact, at the end of a few minutes, the belfry of St. Cloud let fall 
slowly ten strokes from its sonorous j'aws. 

There was something melancholy in this brazen voice pouring out 
its lamentations amid the night. 

But every one of those hours which composed the expected hour, 
vibrated harmoniously to the heart of the young man. 

His eyes were fixed upon the little pavilion situated at the angle of 
the wall, of which all the windows were closed with shutters, except one 
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on the first story. Through this window shone a mild light which sil- 
vered the foliage of two or three linden trees, which formed a group 
outside the park. There could be no doubt that Isehind this little window, 
which threw forth such friendly beams, the pretty Madame Bonacieux 
expected him. 

Wrapt in this sweet idea, D’Artagnan waited half an hour without 
the least impatience, his eyes fixed upon that charming little abode of 
which he could perceive a part of the ceiling with its gilded moldings, 
attesting the elegance of the rest of the apartment. 

The belfry of St. Cloud struck half-past ten. 

This time, without at all knowing why, D’Artagnan felt a cold shiver 
run through his veins. Perhaps the cold began to affect him, and he took 
a perfect physical sensation for a moral impression. 

Then the idea seized him that he had read incorrectly, and that the 
appointment was for eleven o’clock. He drew near to the window, and 
placing himself so that a ray of light should fall upon the letter as he held 
it, he drew it from his pocket, and read it again ; but he had not been 
mistaken, the appointment was for ten o’clock. 

He went and resumed his post, beginning to be pretty uneasy at this 
silence and this solitude. 

Eleven o’clock struck ! 

D’Artagnan began now really to fear that something had happened 
to Madame Bonacieux. He clapped his hands three times, the ordinary 
signal of lovers ; but nobody replied to him — ^not even an echo. 

He then thought, with a touch of vexation, that perhaps the young 
woman had fallen asleep while waiting for him. 

He approached the wall, and endeavored to climb up it ; but the wall 
had been recently pointed, and he could obtain no hold. 

At that moment he thought of the trees, upon whose leaves the light 
still shone, and as one of them drooped over the road, he thought that 
from its branches he might succeed in getting a glimpse of the interior 
of the room. 

The tree was easy to climb. Besides, D’Artagnan was but twenty 
years old, and consequently had not yet forgotten his schoolboy habits. 
In an instant he was among the branches, and his keen eyes plunged 
through the transparent window into the interior of the pavilion. 

It was a strange thing, and one which made D’Artagnan tremble from 
the sole of his foot to the roots of his hair, to find that this soft light, 
this calm lamp, enlightened a scene of fearful disorder: one of the win- 
dows was broken, the door of the chamber had been beaten in, and hung, 
split in two, on its hinges ; a table, which had been covered with an ele- 
gant supper, was overturned; the decanters, broken in pieces, and the 
fruits crushed, strewed the floor ; everything in the apartment gave evi- 
dence of a violent and desperate struggle; D’Artagnan even fancied he 
could recognize amid this strange disorder, fragments of garments, and 
some bloody spots staining the cloth and the curtains. 

He hastened down into the street, with a frightful beating at his 
heart ; he wished to see if he could find any other traces of violence. 
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The little soft light continued to shine in the calm of the night. 
D’Artagnan then perceived, a thing that he had not before remarked, 
for nothing had led him to the examination, that the ground, trampled 
here, and hoof-marked there, presented confused traces of men and 
horses. Besides, the wheels of a carriage, which appeared to have come 
from Paris, had made a deep impression in the soft earth, which did not 
extend beyond the pavilion, but turned again toward Paris. 

At length D’Artagnan, in following up his researches, found near 
the wall a woman’s torn glove; which glove, wherever it had not touched 
the muddy ground, was of irreproachable freshness. It was one of those 
perfumed gloves that lovers like to snatch from a pretty hand. 

As D’Artagnan pursued his investigations, at every fresh discovery 
a more abundant and more icy sweat broke in large drops from his fore- 
head ; his heart was oppressed by a horrible anguish, his respiration was 
broken and short ; and yet he said, to reassure himself, that this pavilion, 
perhaps, had nothing in common with Madame Bonacieux; that the 
young woman had made an appointment with him before the pavilion, 
and not in the pavilion ; that she might have been detained in Paris by 
her duties, or perhaps by the jealousy of her husband. 

But all these reasons were combated, destroyed, overthrown, by that 
feeling of intimate pain which, on certain occasions, takes possession of 
our being, and cries to us, so as to be understood unmistakably, that 
some great misfortune is hanging over us. 

Then D’Artagnan became almost wild ; he ran along the high road, 
took the path he had before taken, and, coming to the ferry, closely 
interrogated the boatman. 

About seven o’clock in the evening, the boatman said he had taken 
over a young woman, enveloped in a black mantle, who appeared to be 
very anxious not to be seen ; but, entirely on account of her precautions, 
the boatman had paid more attention to her, and discovered that she was 
young and pretty. 

There was then, as there is now, a crowd of young and pretty women 
who came to St. Cloud, and who had great reasons for not being seen, 
and yet D’Artagnan did not for an instant doubt that it was Madame 
Bonacieux whom the boatman had remarked. 

D’Artagnan took advantage of the lamp which burned in the cabin 
of the boatman to read the billet of Madame Bonacieux once again, and 
satisfy himself that he had not been mistaken, that the appointment was 
at St. Cloud and not elsewhere, before the pavilion of M. d’Estrees and 
not in another street. 

Everything conspired to prove to D’Artagnan that his presentiments 
had not deceived him, and that a great misfortune had happened. 

He again ran back to the chateau ; it appeared to him that something 
might have happened at the pavilion in his absence, and that fresh infor- 
mation awaited lum. 

The lane was still empty, and the same soft light shone from the 
window. 



Alexander Dumas 187 

D’Artagnan then thought of that silent, obscure cottage; some one 
from it might have seen, no doubt, and might tell of something. 

The gate of the enclosure was shut, but he leaped over the edge, 
and in spite of the barking of a chained-up dog, went up to the cabin. 

No one answered to his first knocking. A silence of death reigned 
in the cabin as in the pavilion ; the cabin, however, was his last resource ; 
he knocked again. 

It soon appeared to him that he heard a slight noise within, a timid 
noise, which seemed itself to tremble lest it should be heard. 

Then D’Artagnan ceased to knock, and prayed with an accent so full 
of anxiety and promises, terror and cajolery, that his voice was of a 
nature to reassure the most fearful. At length an old, worm-eaten shut- 
ter was opened, or rather pushed ajar, but closed again as soon as the 
light from a miserable lamp which burned in the corner had shone upon 
the baldrick, sword-belt, and pistol pummels of D’Artagnan. Never- 
theless, rapid as the movement had been, D’Artagnan had time to get a 
glimpse of the head of an old man. 

‘Tn the name of heaven !” cried he, “listen to me : I have been wait- 
ing for some one who is not come ; I am dying with anxiety. Has any- 
thing particular happened in the neighborhood ? Speak !” 

The window was again opened slowly, and the same face appeared 
again ; only it was still more pale than before. 

D’Artagnan related his history simply, with the omission of names : 
he told how he had an appointment with a young woman before that 
pavilion, and how, not seeing her come, he had climbed the linden tree, 
and by the light of the lamp had seen the disorder of the chamber. 

The old man listened attentively, making a sign only that it all was so ; 
and then, when D’Artagnan had ended, he shook his head with an air 
that announced nothing good. 

“What do you mean ?” cried D’Artagnan, “in the name of heaven, tell 
me, explain yourself.” 

“Oh! monsieur,” said the old man, “ask me nothing; for if I told 
you what I have seen, certainly no good would befall me.” 

“You have then seen something ?” replied D’Artagnan. “In that case, 
in the name of heaven,” continued he, throwing him a pistole, “tell me 
what you have seen, and I will pledge you the word of a gentleman that 
not one of yOur words shall escape from my heart.” 

The old man read so much truth and so much grief in the face of 
the young man, that he made him a sign to listen, and repeated in a low 
voice: 

“It was scarcely nine o’clock when I heard a noise in the street, and 
was wondering what it could be, when on coming to my door, I found 
that somebody was endeavoring to open it. As I am very poor, and 
am not afraid of being robbed, I went and opened the gate and saw 
three men at a few paces from it. In the shade was a carriage with two 
horses, and a man held three saddle horses. These horses evidently 
belonged to the three men, who were dressed as cavaliers. 

“ ‘Ah! my worthy gentlemen,’ cried I, ‘what do you want?’ 
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‘Have you a ladder ?’ said the one who appeared to be the leader of 
the party. 

“ ‘Yes, monsieur, the one with which I gather my fruit.’ 

“ ‘Lend it to us, and go into your house again ; there is a crown for 
the annoyance we have caused you. Only remember this, if you speak 
a word of what you may see or what you may hear ( for you will look and 
you will listen, I am quite sure, however we may threaten you) , you are 
lost.’ 

“At these words he threw me a crown, which I picked up, and he 
took the ladder. 

“After shutting the gate behind them, I pretended to return to the 
house but I immediately went out at a back door, and stealing along in 
the shade of the hedge, I gained yonder dump of elder, from which I 
could hear and see everything. 

“The three men brought the carriage up quietly, and took out of it 
a little man, stout, short, elderly, and commonly dressed in clothes of a 
dark color, who ascended the ladder very carefully, looked suspiciously 
in at the window of the pavilion, came down as quietly as he had gone 
up, and whispered : 

“ ‘It is she !’ 

“Immediately he who had spoken to me approached the door of the 
pavilion, opened it with a key he had in his hand, closed the door and 
disappeared, while at the same time the other two men ascended the 
ladder. The little old man remained at the coach door, the coachman 
took care of his horses, the lackey held the saddle horses. 

“All at once great cries resounded in the pavilion, and a woman came 
to the window and opened it, as if to throw herself out of it ; but as soon 
as she perceived the other two men, she fell back and they got into the 
chamber, 

“Then I saw no more ; but I heard the noise of breaking furniture. 
The woman screamed and cried for help. But her cries were soon 
stifled ; two of the men appeared, bearing the woman in their arms, and 
carried her to the carriage, into which the little old man got after her. 
The leader dosed the window, came out an instant after at the door, and 
satisfied himself that the woman was in the carriage .* his two companions 
were already on horseback; he sprang into his saddle, the lackey took 
his place by the coachman, the carriage went off at a quick pace, escorted 
by the three horsemen, and all was over — from that moment I have 
neither seen nor heard anything.” 

D’Artagnan, entirely overcome by this terrible story, remained mo- 
tionless and mute, while all the demons of anger and jealousy were howl- 
ing in his heart, 

“But, my good gentleman,” resumed the old man, upon whom this 
mute despair certainly produced a greater effect than cries and te?.rs 
would have done ; “do not take on so, they did not kill her from you, 
that’s a comfort.” 

“Do you know anything,” said D’Artagnan, “of the man who led 
this infernal expedition ?” 
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“I don’t know him at all.” 

“But, as you spoke to him you must have seen him.” 

“Oh, it’s a description of him you want ?” 

“Exactly so.” 

“A tall, dark man, with black mustaches, dark eyes, and looked like 
a gentleman.” 

“That’s the man!” cried D’Artagnan, “again he, forever he! He 
is my demon, to all appearances. And the other?” 

“Which?” 

“The short one.” 

“Oh ! he was not a gentleman, I’ll answer for it ; besides, he did not 
wear a sword and the others treated him with no consideration.” 

“Some lackey,” murmured D’Artagnan. “Poor girl! poor girl! 
what have they done with you ?” 

“You have promised to be secret, my good monsieur?” said the old 
man. 

“And I repeat my promise; be satisfied, I am a gentleman. A gen- 
tleman has but his word, and I have given you mine.” 

With a heavy heart, D’Artagnan again bent his way toward the ferry. 
Sometimes he hoped it could not be Madame Bonacieux, and that he 
should find her the next day at the Louvre ; sometimes he feared she had 
had an intrigue with another, who, in a jealous fit, had surprised her and 
carried her off. His mind was torn by doubt, grief, and despair. 

“Oh ! if I had my three friends here 1” cried he, “I should have, at 
least, some hopes of finding her; but who knows what is become of 
them themselves ?” 

It was past midnight ; the next thing was to find Planchet. D’Arta- 
gnan went successively into all the cabarets in which there was light, but 
could not meet with Planchet in any of them. 

At the sixth he began to reflect that the search was rather hazardous. 
D’Artagnan had appointed six o’clock in the morning with his lackey, and 
wherever he might be he was doing as he had bidden him. 

Besides, it came into the young man’s mind, that by remaining in the 
environs of the spot on which this sad event had passed, he should, per- 
haps, have some light thrown upon the mysterious affair. At the sixth 
cabaret, then, as we said, D’Artagnan stopped, asked for a bottle of wine 
of the best quality, and placing himself in the darkest corner of the room, 
determined thus to wait till daylight ; but this time again his hopes were 
disappointed, and although he listened with all his ears, he heard noth- 
ing, amid the oaths, coarse jokes, and abuse which passed between the 
laborers, servants and carters who comprised the honorable society of 
which he farmed a part, which could put him at all upon the traces of 
her who had been stolen from him. He was compelled, then, after 
having swallowed the contents of his bottle, to pass the time as well as 
to avoid suspicion, to fall into the easiest position in his corner, and to 
sleep, whether well or ill. D’Artagnan, be it remembered, was only 
twenty years old, and at that age sleep has its imprescriptible rights, 
which it imperiously insists upon, even in the saddest hearts. 
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Toward six o’clock, D’Artagnan awoke with that uncomfortable 
feeling which generally follows a bad night. He was not long in making 
his toilette ; he examined himself to see if advantage had not been taken 
of his sleep, and having found his diamond ring on his finger, his purse 
in his pocket, and his pistols in his belt, he got up, paid for his wine, and 
went out to try if he could have any better luck in his search after his 
lackey than he had had the night before. The first thing he perceived 
through the damp gray mist was honest Planchet, who, with the two 
horses in hand, awaited him at the door of a little blind cabaret, before 
which D’Artagnan had passed without even suspecting its existence. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

PORTHOS. 

Instead of returning directly home, D’Artagnan alighted at the 
door of M. de Treville, and ran quickly up the stairs. This time he was 
determined to relate all that had passed. He would doubtless give him 
good advice in the whole affair; and besides, as M, de Treville saw the 
queen almost every day, he might be able to get from her majesty some 
intelligence of the poor young woman, whom they were doubtless making 
pay very dearly for her devotedness to her mistress. 

M. de Treville listened to the young man’s account with a serious- 
ness which proved that he saw something else in this adventure beside 
a love affair ; and when D’Artagnan had finished : 

“Hum 1” said he, “all this savors of his eminence, a league off.” 

“But what is to be done?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Nothing, absolutely nothing, at present, but quitting Paris, as I told 
you, as soon as possible. I will see the queen ; I will relate to her the 
details of the disappearance of this poor woman, of which she is, no 
doubt, ignorant. These details will guide her on her part, and, on your 
return, I shall perhaps have some good news to tell you.” 

D’Artagnan knew that, although a Gascon, M. de Treville was not in 
the habit of making promises, and that when by chance he did promise, 
he generally more than kept his word. He bowed to him, then, full of 
gratitude for the past and for the future, and the worthy captain, who, 
on his side, felt a lively interest in this young man, so brave and so reso- 
lute, pressed his hand kindly, while wishing him a pleasant journey. 

Determined to put the advice of M. de Treville in practice instantly, 
D’Artagnan directed his course toward the Rue des Fossoyeurs, in 
order to superintend the packing of his valise. On approaching the 
house, he perceived M. Bonacieux, in morning costume, standing at his 
door. All that the prudent Planchet had said to him the preceding 
evening recurred to the mind of D’Artagnan, who looked at him with 
more attention than he had done before. In fact, in addition to that 
yellow, sickly paleness which indicates the insinuation of the bile in the 
blood, and which might, besides, be accidental, D’Artagnan remarked 
something perfidiously significant in the play of the wrinkled features of 
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his countenance. A rogue does not laugh in the same way that an honest 
man does ; a hypocrite does not shed t& same sort of tears as fall from 
the eyes of a man of good faith. All falsehood is a mask, and however 
well-made the mask may be, with a little attention we may always suc- 
ceed in distinguishing it from the true face. 

It appeared, then, to D’Artagnan, that M. Bonacieux wore a mask, 
and likewise that that mask was very disagreeable to look upon. 

In consequence of this feeling of repugnance, he was about to pass 
without speaking to him, but, as he had done the day before, M. Bona- 
cieux accosted him. 

“Well, young man,” said he, “we appear to pass rather gay nights ! 
Seven o’clock in the morning! Pestel you seem to reverse ordinary 
customs, and come home at the hour when other people are going out.” 

“No one can reproach you for anything of the kind, Master Bona- 
cieux,” said the young man; “you are a model for regular people. It 
is true that when a man possesses a young and pretty wife, he has no need 
to seek happiness elsewhere; happiness comes to meet him, does it not. 
Monsieur Bonacieux?” 

Bonacieux became as pale as death, and grinned a ghastly smile. 

“Ah! ah!” said Bonacieux, “you are a jocular companion! But 
where the devil were you gadding last night, my young master? It 
does not appear to be very clean in the crossroads.” 

D’Artagnan glanced down at his boots, all covered with mud, but 
that same glance fell upon the shoes and stockings of the mercer, and it 
might have been said they had been dipped in the same mud-heap ; both 
were stained with splashes of mud of the same appearance. 

Then a sudden idea crossed the mind of D’Artagnan. That little 
stout man, short and elderly, that sort of lackey, dressed in dark clothes, 
treated without consideration by the men wearing swords who composed 
the escort, was Bonacieux himself ! The husband had presided over the 
carrying off of his wife ! 

A terrible inclination immediately took possession of D’Artagnan to 
seize the mercer by the throat and strangle him ; but as we have said, he 
was, occasionally, a very prudent youth, and he restrained himself. The 
resolution, however, which had appeared upon his countenance, was so 
visible, that Bonacieux was terrified at it, and he endeavored to draw 
back a step or two, but being before the flap of the door, which was 
shut, the obstacle compelled him to keep his place. 

“Ah! ah! but you are joking, my worthy man!” said D’Artagnan. 
“It appears to me that if my boots want a sponge, your stockings and 
shoes stand in equal need of a brush. May you not have been philander- 
ing a little also, Master Bonacieux ? Oh ! the devil ! that’s unpardonable 
in a man of your age, and who, besides, has such a pretty young wife as 
yours is!” 

“Oh lord! no,” said Bonacieux; “but yesterday I went to Saint 
Mande, to make some inquiries after a servant, as I cannot possibly do 
without one, and the roads were so bad that I brought back all this mud, 
which I have not yet had time to remove.” 
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The place named by Bonacieux as that which had been the object of 
his journey was a fresh proof in support of the suspicions D’Artagnan 
had conceived. Bonacieux had named Mande, because Mande was in 
an exactly opposite direction to Saint Cloud. This probability afforded 
him his first consolation. If Bonacieux knew where his wife was, the 
mercer might, at any time, by the employment of extreme means, be 
forced to open his teeth and allow his secret to escape. The question, 
then, only was to change this probability into a certainty. 

“I beg your pardon, my dear Monsieur Bonacieux, if I don’t stand 
upon ceremony,” said D’Artagnan, “but nothing makes one so thirsty 
as want of sleep; I am parched with thirst; allow me to take a glass of 
water in your apartment ; you know that is never refused among neigh- 
bors.” 

And without waiting for the permission of his host, D’Artagnan 
went quickly into the house, and cast a rapid glance at the bed. The 
bed had not been slept in. Bonacieux had not been to bed. He had only 
been back an hour or two; he had accompanied his wife to the place 
of her confinement, or else, at least, to the first relay. 

“Many thanks to you. Master Bonacieux,” said D’Artagnan, empty- 
ing his glass : “that is all I wanted of you. I will now go up into my 
room, I will make Planchet brush my boots, and when he has done, I 
will, if you like, send him to you to brush your shoes.” 

And he left the mercer quite astonished at his singular farewell, and 
asking himself if he had not been a little inconsiderate. 

At the top at the stairs he found Planchet in a great fright. 

“Ah ! monsieur !” cried Planchet, as soon as he perceived his master, 
“here is more trouble ! I thought you would never come in !” 

“What’s the matter now, Planchet?” 

“Oh ! I give you a hundred, I give you a thousand times to guess, 
monsieur, the visit I have received in your absence.” 

“When?” 

“About half an hour ago, while you were at M. de Treville’s.” 

“Who has been here ? Come, speak.” 

“M- de Cavois.” 

“M. de Cavois?” 

“In person.” 

“The captain of his eminence’s guards ?” 

“Himself.” 

“Did he come to arrest me ?” 

“I have no doubt he did, monsieur, for all his carnying manner.” 

“WasTie so polite, then ?” 

“All honey, monsieur.” 

“Indeed !” 

“Pie came, he said, on the part of his eminence, who wished you well, 
and to beg you to follow him to the Palais Cardinal.”* 

*M. Dumas calls it the Palais Royal, but it was called the Palais Cardinal 
before Richelieu had given it to the king ; indeed, I doubt whether it was built at all 
at the period of this story. — Trans. 
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“What did you answer him ?” 

“That the thing was impossible, seeing that you were not at home, as 
he might perceive.” 

“Well, what did he say then?” 

“That you must not fail to call upon him in the course of the day; 
and then he added, in a low voice. Tell your master that his eminence 
is very well disposed toward him, and that his fortune perhaps depends 
upon this interview.’ ” 

“The snare is not very skillfully set for the cardinal,” replied the 
young man smiling. 

“Oh ! yes, I saw the snare, and I answered you would be quite in 
despair, on your return. 

“ ‘Where is he gone to?’ asked M. de Cavois. 

“ ‘To Troyes, in Champagne,’ I answered. 

“ ‘And when did he set out?’ 

“ ‘Yesterday evening.’ ” 

“Planchet, my friend,” interrupted D’Artagnan, “you are really a 
jewel of a man.” 

“You will understand, monsieur, I thought there would be still time, 
if you wish, to see M. de Cavois, to contradict me by saying you were 
not yet gone ; the falsehood would then lie at my door, and as I am not 
a gentleman, I may be allowed to lie.” 

“Be of good heart, Planchet, you shall preserve your reputation as a 
man of truth ; in a quarter of an hour we will set off.” 

“That’s just the advice I was going to give, monsieur : and where are 
we going, may I ask, without being too curious ?” 

'‘Pardieu! in the opposite direction to that which you said I was gone. 
Besides, are you not as anxious to learn news of Grimaud, Mousqueton, 
and Bazin, as I am to know what has become of Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis ?” 

“Oh ! yes, monsieur,” said Planchet, “and I will go as soon as you 
please ; indeed, I think provincial air will suit us much better just now 
than the air of Paris. So then ” 

“So then, pack up our necessaries, Planchet, and let us be off. On 
my part, I will go out with my hands in my pockets, that nothing may 
be suspected. You can join me at the Hotel des Gardes. Apropos, 
Planchet, I think you are right with respect to our host, and that he is 
decidedly a frightfully low wretch.” 

“Ah ! monsieur ! you may take my word when I tell you anything. 
I am a physiognomist, I assure you !” 

D’Artagnan went out first, as had been agreed upon ; then, in order 
that he might have nothing to reproach himself with, he directed his steps 
toward the residence of his three friends : no news had been received of 
them ; only a letter, all perfumed, and of an elegant writing in small char- 
acters, was come for Aramis. D’Artagnan took charge of it. Ten min- 
utes afterward, Planchet joined him at the stables of the Hotel des Gardes. 
D’Artagnan, in order that there might be no time lost, had saddled his 
horse himself. 
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“That’s well,” said he to Hanchet, when the latter added the port- 
manteau to the equipment; “now saddle the other three horses.” 

“Do you think, then, monsieur, that we shall travel faster with two 
horses apiece ?” said Planchet, with his cunning air. 

“No, master joker,” replied D’Artagnan, “but with our four horses 
we may bring back our three friends, if we should have the good fortune 
to find them living.” 

“Which must be a great chance,” replied Planchet, “but we must not 
despair of the mercy of God.” 

“Amen !” cried D’Artagnan, getting into his saddle. 

As they went from the Hotel des Gardes, they separated, leaving the 
street at opposite ends, one having to quit Paris by the barrier of La Vil- 
iette, and the other by the barrier Mont-Martre, with an understanding 
to meet again beyond St. Denis, a strategic maneuver which, having been 
executed with equal punctuality, was crowned with the most fortunate 
results. D’Artagnan and Planchet entered Pierrefitte together. 

Planchet was more courageous, it must be admitted, by day than by 
night. His natural prudence, however, never forsook him for a single 
instant ; he had forgotten not one of the incidents of the first journey, and 
he looked upon everybody he met on the road as an enemy. It followed 
that his hat was forever in his hand, which procured him some severe 
reprimands from D’Artagnan, who feared that his excess of politeness 
would lead people to think he was the lackey of a man of no consequence. 

Nevertheless, whether the passengers were really touched by the ur- 
banity of Planchet, or whether this time nobody was posted on the young 
man’s road, our two travelers arrived at Chantilly without any accident, 
and alighted at the hotel of the Grand Saint Martin, the same they had 
stopped at on their first journey. 

The host, on seeing a young man followed by a lackey with two led 
horses, advanced respectfully to the door. Now, as they had already 
traveled eleven leagues, D’Artagnan thought it time to stop, whether 
Porthos were or were not in the hotel. And then perhaps it would not be 
prudent to ask at once what had become of the musketeers. It resulted 
from these reflections that D’Artagnan, without asking intelligence of any 
kind, alighted, recommended the horses to the care of his lackey, entered 
a small room destined to receive such as wished to be alone, and desired 
the host to bring him a bottle of his best wine, and as good a breakfast 
as possible, a desire which further corroborated the high opinion the 
aubergiste had formed of the traveler at first sight. 

D’Artagnan was therefore served with a miraculous celerity. 

The regiment of the guards was recruited among the first gentlemen 
of the kingdom, and D’Artagnan, followed by a lackey with four magnifi- 
cent horses, could not fail to make a sensation. The host desired to wait 
upon him himself, which D’Artagnan perceiving, ordered two glasses to 
be brought, and commenced the following conversation ; 

“Ma foil my good host,” said D’Artagnan, filling the two glasses, “I 
asked for a bottle of your best wine, and if you have deceived me, you 
will be punished by that you have sinned in, for seeing that I hate drink- 
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ing by myself, you shall drink with me. Take your glass then, and let us 
drink. But what shall we drink to, so as to avoid wounding any suscepti- 
bility? Let us drink to the prosperity of your establishment.” 

“Your lordship does me much honor,” said the host, “and I thank you 
sincerely for your kind wish.” 

“But don’t mistake,” said D’Artagnan, “there is more selfishness in 
my toast than perhaps you may think ; for it is only in prosperous estab- 
lishments that one is well received; in hotels that do not flourish, every- 
thing is in confusion, and the traveler is a victim to the embarrassments 
of his host : now I travel a great deal, particularly on this road, and I wish 
to see all aubergistes making a fortune.” 

“I was thinking,” said the host, “that it was not the first time I had 
had the honor of seeing monsieur.” 

“Bah ! ^ I have passed, perhaps, ten times through Chantilly, and out 
of the ten times I have stopped three or four times at your house at least. 
Why, I was here only ten or twelve days ago ; I was conducting some 
friends, three or four musketeers, one of whom, by-the-by, had a dispute 
with a stranger, an unknown, a man who sought a quarrel with him for I 
don’t know what.” 

“Ah ! exactly so,” said the host ; “I remember it perfectly. Is it not 
M. Porthos, that your lordship means ?” 

“Yes; that is my companion’s name. Good heavens! my dear host; 
I hope nothing has happened to him ?” 

“Your honor must have observed that he could not continue his 
journey.” 

“Why, to be sure, he promised to rejoin us, and we have seen nothing 
of him.” 

“He has done us the honor to remain here.” 

“What ! he has done you the honor to remain here?” 

“Yes, monsieur, in this hotel; and we are even a little uneasy ** 

“On what account ?” 

“Certain expenses he has been at.” 

“Well, but whatever expenses he may have incurred, I am sure he is 
in a condition to pay them.” 

“Ah ! monsieur, you infuse balm into my mind I We have made con- 
siderable advances ; and this morning only the surgeon declared that if 
M. Porthos did not pay him, he should look to me, as it was I who had 
sent for him.” 

“What, is Porthos wounded, then?” 

“I cannot tell you, monsieur.” 

“What! you cannot tell me! surely you ought to be able to tell me 
better than any other person.” 

“Yes ; but in our situation we must not say all we know, particularly 
when we have been warned that our ears should answer for our tongues.” 

“Well ! can I see Porthos?” 

“Certainly, monsieur. Take the stairs on your right ; go up the first 
flight, and knock at No. 1. Only warn him that it is you.” 

“Warn him ! why should I do that ?” 
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“Because, monsieur, some mischief might happen to you." 

“Of what kind, in the name of wonder ?” 

“M. Porthos may imagine you belong to the house, and in a fit of 
passion might run his sword through you, or blow out your brains.” 

“What have you done to him, then ?” 

“We asked him for money.” 

“The devil ! — ^ah I I can understand that ; it is a demand that Porthos 
takes veiy ill when he is not in funds; but I know he ought to be so at 
present.” 

“We thought so, too, monsieur; as our concern is carried on very 
regularly, and we make our bills every week, at the end of eight days we 
presented our account ; but it appeared we had choesn an unlucky mo- 
ment, for at the first word on the subject, he sent us to all the devils ; 
it is true he had been playing the day before.” 

“Playing the day before 1 — ^and with whom ?” 

“Lord! who can say, monsieur? With some gentleman who was 
traveling this way, to whom he proposed a game of lansquenet.” 

“That’s it then ! and the foolish fellow has lost all he had.” 

“Even to his horse, monsieur ; for when the gentleman was about to 
set out, we perceived that his lackey was saddling M. Porthos’ horse, as 
well as his master’s. When we observed this to him, he told us to trouble 
ourselves with our own business, as this horse belonged to him. We also 
informed M. Porthos of what was going on; but he told us we were 
scoundrels, to doubt a gentleman’s word; and that as he had said the 
horse was his, there could be no doubt that it was so.” 

“That’s Porthos all over,” murmured D’Artagnan. 

“Then,” continued the host, “I replied that from the moment we 
seemed not destined to come to a good understanding with respect to 
payment, I hoped that he would have, at least, the kindness to grant the 
favor of his custom to my brother host of the Aigle d’Or ; but M. Porthos 
replied, that my hotel being the best, he should remain where he was. 

“This reply was too flattering to allow me to insist on his departure. 
I confined myself then to begging him to give up his chamber, which is 
the handsomest in the hotel, and to be satisfied with a pretty little closet 
on the third floor. But to this M. Porthoa replied, that as he every mo- 
ment expected his mistress, who was one of the greatest ladies of the 
court, I might easily comprehend that the chamber he did me the honor 
to occupy in my house was itself very mean for the visit of such a 
personage. 

“Nevertheless, while acknowledging the truth of what he said, I 
thought proper to insist ; but without even giving himself the trouble to 
enter into any discussion with me, he took one of his pistols, laid it on his 
table, day and night, and said that at the first word that should be spoken 
to him about removing, either within the house or out of it, he would 
blow out the brains of the person who should be so imprudent as to meddle 
with a matter which only concerned himself. So from that time, mon- 
sieur, nobody enters his chamber but his servant.” 

“What! Mousqueton is here, then?” 
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“Oh ! yes, monsieur ; five days after your departure, he came back, and 
in a very bad condition, too ; it appears that he had met with disagreeables, 
likewise, on his journey. Unfortunately he is more nimble than his mas- 
ter ; so that for the sake of his master, he sets us all at defiance ; and as 
he thinks we might refuse what he asked for, he takes all he wants with- 
out asking at all.” 

“Well, it’s a fact,” said D’Artagnan, “I always observed a great de- 
gree of intelligence and devotedness to his master in Mousqueton.” 

“Very possibly, monsieur: but suppose if I should happen to be 
brought in contact, only four times a year, with such intelligence and de- 
votedness — ^why, I should be a ruined man.” 

“No! for Porthos will pay you.” 

“Hum !” said the host, in a doubting tone. 

“Why, it is not to be imagined that the favorite of a great lady will 
be allowed to be inconvenienced for such a paltry sum as he owes you.” 

“If I durst say what I believe on that head ” 

“What you believe ?” 

“I ought rather to say : what I know.” 

“What you know ?” 

“Ay ; even what I am sure of.” 

“Well : tell me what this is you are so sure of ?” 

“I would say, that I know this great lady.” 

“You?” 

“Yes; I.” 

“And how did you become acquainted with her ?” 

“Oh ! monsieur, if I could believe I might trust in your discretion.” 

“Speak : by the word of a gentleman, you shall have no cause to repent 
of your confidence.” 

“Well, monsieur, you may conceive that uneasiness makes us do 
many things.” 

“What have you done?” 

“Oh! nothing that I had not a right to do in the character of a 
creditor.” 

“Go on!” 

“Instead of putting the letter in the post, which is never safe, I took 
advantage of one of my lads being going to Paris, and I ordered him to 
convey the letter to this duchess himself. This was fulfilling the inten- 
tions of M. Porthos, who had desired us to be so careful of this letter, 
was it not ?” 

“Nearly so,” 

“Well, monsieur, do you know who this great lady is ?” 

“No; I have heard Porthos speak of her, that’s all.” 

“Do you know who this pretended duchess is ?” 

“I repeat to you, I don’t know her.” 

“Why, she is the wife of a procureur of the Chatelet, monsieur, 
named Madame Coquenard; who, although she is at least fifty, still 
gives herself jealous airs. It struck me as very odd, that the princess 
should live in the Rue aux Ours.” 
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“But how do you know all this?” 

“Because she flew into a great passion on receiving the letter, saying 
that M. Porthos was a fickle, inconstant man, and that she was sure it 
was on account of some woman he had received this wound.” 

“What, has he been wounded then ?” 

“Oh! good Lord! what have I said?” 

“You said that Porthos was wounded.’’ 

“Yes, but he has forbidden me so strictly to say so 1” 

“And why so?” 

“Zounds 1 monsieur, only because he had boasted that he would per- 
forate the stranger with whom you left him in dispute where he pleased, 
whereas the stranger, on the contrary, in spite of all his rhodomontades, 
quickly brought him on his back. Now, as M. Porthos is a very vain- 
glorious man, he insists that nobody shall know he has received this 
wound, except the duchess, wh^ he endeavored to interest by an account 
of his adventure.” 

“It is a wound, then, that confines him to his bed ?” 

“Ah ! and something like a wound, too ! I assure you. Your friends’s 
soul must stick pretty tight to his body.” 

“Were you there, then?” 

“Monsieur, I followed them from curiosity, so that I saw the combat 
without the combatants seeing me.” 

“And what took place?” 

“Oh ! the affair was not long, I assure you. They placed themselves 
in guard; the stranger made a feint and a lunge, and that so rapidly, 
that when M. de Porthos came to the parade, he had already three inches 
of steel in his breast. He immediately fell backward. The stranger 
placed the point of his sword at his throat; and M. Porthos, finding 
himself at the mercy of his adversary, allowed himself to be conquered. 
Upon which the stranger asked his name, and learning that it was 
Porthos, and not M. D’Artagnan, he assisted him to rise, brought him 
back to the hotel, mounted his horse, and disappeared.” 

“So it was with M. D’Artagnan this stranger meant to quarrel ?” 

“It appears so.” 

“And do you know what has become of him ?” 

“No; I never saw him until tliat moment; and have not seen him 
since.” 

“Very well ! now I know all that I wish to know. Porthos’ chamber 
is, you say, on the first story. No. 1 ?” 

“Yes, monsieur, the fendsomest in the auberge; a chamber that I 
could have occupied ten times over.” 

“Well, well, be satisfied,” said D’Artagnan, laughing ; “Porthos will 
pay you with the money of the Duchess Coquenard.” 

“Oh ! monsieur, procureuse or duchess, if she will but draw her purse- 
strings, it will be all the same; but she positively answered that she was 
tired of the exigencies and infidelities of M. Porthos, and that she would 
not send him a denier.” 

“And did you convey this answer to your guest?” 
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“We took good care not to do that; he would have found out how 
we had delivered the letter.” 

“So that he is still in expectation of his money ?” 

“Oh! mon Dieu! yes, monsieur! Yesterday he wrote again, but 
it was his servant who this time put his letter in the post.” 

“Do you say the procureuse is old and ugly?” 

“Fifty at least, monsieur, and not at all handsome, according to 
Pathaud’s account.” 

“In that case, you may be quite at ease: she will soon be softened; 
besides, Porthos cannot owe you much.” 

“How, not much! Twenty good pistoles, already, without reckoning 
the doctor. Bless you, he denies himself nothing ; it may easily be seen 
he has been accustomed to live pretty well.” 

“Never mind! if his mistress abandons him, he will find friends, I 
will answer for it. So, my dear host, be not uneasy, and continue to 
take all the care of him that his situation requires.” 

“Monsieur has promised me not to open his mouth about the pro- 
cureuse, and not to say a word of the wound ?” 

“That’s a thing agreed upon ; you have my word.” 

“Oh ! he would kill me ! I am sure he would !” 

“Don’t be afraid : he is not so much of a devil as he appears to be.” 

Saying these words, D’Artagnan went upstairs, leaving his host a 
little better satisfied with respect to two things in which he appeared to 
be very much interested — his debt and his life. 

At the top of the stairs, upon the most conspicuous door of the cor- 
ridor, was traced in black ink a gigantic “No. 1 D’Artagnan knocked, 
and upon being desired to come in, entered the chamber. 

Porthos was in bed, and was playing a game at lansquenet with 
Mousqueton, to keep his hand in, while a spit loaded with partridges was 
turning before the fire, and, at each side of a large chimney-piece, over 
two chafing-dishes, were boiling two stewpans, from which exhaled a 
double odor of gihelotte and very grateful to the olfactory 

nerves. In addition to this, he perceived that the top of a wardrobe and 
the marble of a commode were covered with empty bottles. 

At the sight of his friend, Porthos, uttered a loud cry of joy ; and 
Mousqueton, rising respectfully, yielded his place to him, and went to 
give an eye to the two stewpans, of which he appeared to have the par- 
ticular inspection. 

“Ah! pardieu! is that you!” said Porthos to D’Artagnan. “You are 
right welcome, my dear fellow ! I hope you will excuse my not coming 
to meet you. But,” added he, looking at D’Artagnan, with a certain 
degree of uneasiness, “you know what has happened to me?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“Has the host told you nothing, then?” 

“I asked after you, and came up as soon as I could.” 

Porthos seemed to breathe more freely. 

“And what has happened to you, my dear Porthos?” continued 
D’Artagnan. 
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"Why, on making a thrast at my adversary, whom I had already hit 
three times, and with whom I meant to finish by a fourth, I put my foot 
on a stone, slipped, and strained my knee.” 

"Indeed !” 

"Honor ! Luckily for the rascal, for I should have left him dead on 
the spot, I assure you.” 

“And what became of him ?” 

"Oh I I don’t know ; he had enough, and set off without waiting for 
the rest. But you, my dear D’Artagnan, what has happened to you ?” 

“So that this strain of the knee,” continued D’Artagnan, "my dear 
Porthos, keeps you here in bed ?” 

'"Mon Dim! that’s all ; I shall be about again in a few days.”_ 

"Why did you not have yourself conveyed to Paris ? Living here 
must be cruelly wearisome.” 

“That was my intention; but, my dear friend, I have one thing to 
confess to you.” 

"What is that?” 

"It is, that, as I found it cruelly wearisome, as you say, and as I had 
the seventy-five pistoles in my pocket which you had distributed to me, 
in order to amuse myself, I invited a gentleman who was traveling this 
way to walk up, and proposed a cast of dice with him. He accepted my 
challenge, and, ma foil my seventy-five pistoles quickly passed from my 
pocket to his, without reckoning ray horse, which he won into the bar- 
gain. But you, I want to know about you, D’Artagnan ?” 

"What can you expect, my dear Porthos ; a man is not privileged in 
all ways,” said D’Artagnan ; "you know the proverb : ‘Unlucky at play, 
lucky in love.’ You are too fortunate in your love, for play not to take 
its revenge ; what consequence can the reverses of fortune be to you ?-— 
have you not, happy rogue as you are, have you not your duchess, who 
cannot fail to come to your assistance?” 

"Well! you see, my dear D’Artagnan, with what ill-luck I play,” 
replied Porthos ; “with the most careless air in the world I wrote to her 
to send me fifty louis, or so, of which I stood absolutely in need, on 
account of my accident.” 

“Well!” 

"Well ! she must be at her country-seat, for she has not answered 
me.” 

"Indeed!” 

“No ; so I yesterday addressed another letter to her, still more press- 
ing than the first; but you are come, my dear fellow, let us speak of you. 
I confess I began to be very uneasy on your account.” 

“But your host behaves very well toward you, as it appears, friend 
Porthos,” said D’Artagnan, directing the sick man’s attention to the full 
stewpans and the empty bottles. 

“So, so !” replied Porthos, “It is not above four days ago since the 
impertinent jackanapes gave me his bill, and I was forced to turn both 
him and his bill out of the door; so that I am here something in the 
fashion of a conqueror, holding my position, as it were, by conquest. 
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So, you see, being in constant fear of being forced in that position, I 
am armed to the teeth.” 

“And yet,” said D’Artagnan, laughing, “it appears to me that from 
time to time you must make sorties.” And he again pointed to the bottles 
and the stewpans. 

“No, not I, unfortunately!” said Porthos. “This miserable strain 
confines me_ to my bed, but Mousqueton forages, and brings in pro- 
visions. Friend Mousqueton, you see that we have a reinforcement 
arrived, and we must have an increase of provisions.” 

“Mousqueton,” said D’Artagnan, “you must render me a service.” 

“Of what kind, monsieur?” 

“You must give your recipe to Planchet ; I may be besieged in my 
turn, and I shall not be sorry for him to be able to let me enjoy the same 
advantages with which you gratify your master.” 

“Lord, monsieur! there is nothing more easy,” said Mousqueton, 
with a modest air. “It only requires to be sharp, that’s aH. I was brought 
up in the country, and my father, in his leisure time, was something of 
a poacher.” 

“And how did he occupy the rest of his time ?” 

“Monsieur, he carried on a trade, which I have always found pretty 
productive.” 

“What was that?” 

“As it was a time of war between the Catholics and the Huguenots, 
and as he saw the Catholics exterminate the Huguenots and the Hugue- 
nots exterminate the Catholics, and all in the name of religion, he adopted 
a mixed belief, which permitted him to be sometimes a Catholic, some- 
times a Huguenot. Now, he was accustomed to walk, with his fowling- 
piece on his shoulder, behind tlie hedges which border the roads, and when 
he saw a Catholic coming alone, the Protestant religion immediately 
prevailed in his mind. He lowered his gun in the cKrection of the 
traveler ; then, when he was within ten paces of him, he commenced a 
conversation which almost always ended by the traveler’s abandoning 
his purse to save his life. I must at the same time say that w'hen he saw 
a Huguenot coming, he felt himself urged with such an ardent Catholic 
zeal that he could not understand how, a quarter of an luour before, he 
had been able to have any doubts upon the superiority of our holy 
religion. For my part, I am, monsieur, a Catholic; my father, faithful 
to his principles, having made my elder brother a Huguenot.” 

“And what was the end of this worthy man?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Oh! of the most unfortunate kind, monsieur. One day he was 
surprised in a hollow way between a Huguenot and a Catholic, with 
both of whom had before had to do, and who both knew him again; 
so they united against him and hung him on a tree ; then they came and 
boasted of their fine exploit in the cabaret of the next village, where my 
brother and I were drinking.” 

“And what did you do ?” said D’Artagnan. 

“We let them tell their story out,” replied Mousqueton. “Then, as 
in leaving the cabaret they took different directions, my brother went 
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and hid himself on the road of the Catholic, and I on that of the 
Huguenot. Two hours after, all was over; we had done the business 
of both of them, admiring the foresight of our poor father, who had 
taken the precaution to bring each of us up in a different religion.” 

“Well, I must allow, as you say, your father must have been a very 
intelligent fellow. And you say in his leisure moments the worthy man 
was a poacher ?” 

“Yes, monsieur, and it was he who taught me to lay a snare and 
ground a line. The consequence is that when I saw our shabby host 
wanted to feed us upon lumps of fat meat fit for laborers, which did not 
at all suit such delicate stomachs as ours, I had recourse to a little of 
my old trade. While walking near the wood of Monsieur le Prince, I laid 
a few snares in the runs; and while reclining on the banks of his high- 
ness’ pieces of water, I slipped a few lines into his fish ponds. So that 
now, thanks be to God! we do not want, as monsieur can testify, for 
partridges, rabbits, carp, or eels — ^all light, wholesome food, suitable 
for sick persons.” 

“But the wine,” said D’Artagnan, “who furnishes the wine? That, 
at least, must be your host ?” 

“That is to say, yes and no.” 

“How yes and no ?” 

“He furnishes it, it is true, but he does not know that he has that 
honor.” 

“Explain yourself, Mousqueton, your conversation is full of in- 
structive things.” 

“This is it, monsieur. It has so chanced that I have met with a 
Spaniard in my peregrinations, who had seen many countries, and 
among them the New World.” 

“What the deuce connection can the New World have with the 
bottles which are on the commode and the press ?” 

“Patience, monsieur, everything will come in its turn.” 

“You are right, Mousqueton, I leave it to you.” 

“This Spaniard had in his service a lackey who had accompanied 
him in his voyage to Mexico. This lackey was my compatriot, and we 
became the more intimate from there being many resemblances of 
character between us. We loved sporting of all kinds better than any- 
thing, so that he related to me how, in the plains of the Pampas, the 
natives hunt the tiger and the wild bull with simple running nooses, 
which they throw round the necks of those terrible animals. At first 
I would not believe that they could attain such a degree of skill as to 
throw to a distance of twenty or thirty paces the end of a cord with 
such nicety ; but in face of the proof I was obliged to acknowledge the 
truth of the recital. My friend placed a bottle at the distance of thirty 
paces, and at each cast he caught the neck of the bottle in his running 
noose. I practiced this exercise, and as nature has endowed me with 
some faculties, at this day I can throw the lasso with any man in the 
world. Well, do you understand, monsieur? Our host has a well- 
furnished cellar, the key of which never leaves him ; only this cellar has 
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a loophole. Now, through this loophole I throw my lasso, and as I now 
know which part of the cellar the best wine is in, that’s my point for sport. 
Thus you see, monsieur, what the New World has to do with the bottles 
which are on the commode^ and the clothes-press. Now, will you taste 
our wine, and, without prejudice, say what you think of it?” 

“Thank you, my friend, thank you; unfortunately I have just break- 
fasted,” 

“Well,” said Porthos, “arrange your table, Mousqueton, and while 
we breakfast, D’Artagnan will relate to us what has happened to him 
during the ten days since he left us.” 

“Willingly,” said D’Artagnan. 

While Porthos and Mousqueton were breakfasting with the appetites 
of convalescents, and with that brotherly cordiality which unites men 
in misfortune, D’Artagnan related how Aramis, being wounded, was 
obliged to stop at Crevecosur, how he had left Athos fighting at Amiens 
with four men who accused him of being a coiner, and how he, D’Ar- 
tagnan, had been forced to run the Count de Wardes through the body 
in order to reach England. 

But there the confidence of D’Artagnan stopped; he only added, 
that on his return from Great Britain, he had brought back four mag- 
nificent horses, one for himself, and one for each of his companions; 
then he informed Porthos that the one which was intended for him was 
already installed in the stable of the hotel. 

At this moment Planchet entered, to inform his master that the 
horses were sufficiently refreshed, and that it would be possible to sleep 
at Clermont. 

As D’Artagnan was tolerably reassured with regard to Porthos, and 
as he was anxious to obtain news of his two other friends, he held out 
his hand to the wounded man, and told him he was about to resume his 
route in order to prosecute his researches. For the rest, as he reckoned 
upon returning through Chantilly, if, in seven or eight days, Porthos 
were still at the hotel of the Grand St. Martin, he would call for him 
on his way. 

Porthos replied that, according to all probability, his sprain would 
not permit him to depart yet awhile. Besides, it was necessary he 
should stay at Chantilly, to wait for the answer from his duchess. 

D’Artagnan wished that that answer might be prompt and favorable; 
and after having again recommended Porthos to the care of Mousqueton, 
and paid his expenses at the hotel, he resumed his route with Planchet, 
who was already relieved of one of his led horses. 

CHAPTER XXVI. 
aramis’ thesis. 

D’Artagnan had said nothing to Porthos of his wound or of his 
procureuse. Our Bearnais was a prudent lad, however young he might 
be. Consequently he had appeared to believe all that the vainglorious 
musketeer had told him; convinced that no friendship will hold out 
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against a surprised secret, particularly when pride is deeply interested 
in that secret; besides, we feel always a sort of mental superiority over 
those with whose lives we are better aajuainted than they are aw^are of. 
Now, in his projects of intrigue for the future, and determined as he 
w'as to make his three friends the instruments of his fortune, D’Artagnan 
was not sorry at getting in his grasp beforehand the invisible strings 
by 'which he reckoned upon moving them. 

And yet, as he journeyed along, a profound sadness weighed upon 
his heart ; he thought of that young and pretty Madame Bonacieux, who 
was to have paid ram so richly for all his devotedness ; but, let us hasten 
to say that this sadness possessed the young man less from the regret of 
the happiness he had missed, than from the fear he entertained that 
some serious misfortune had befallen the poor woman. For himself, he 
had no doubt she was a victim of the cardinal’s vengeance, and, as was 
well known, the vengeance of his eminence was terrible. How he had 
found grace in the eyes of the minister, was what he himself was 
ignorant of, but, without doubt, what M. de Cavois would have revealed 
to him, if the captain of the guards had met with him at home. 

Nothing makes time pass more quickly or more shortens a journey 
than a thought which absorbs in itself all the faculties of the organization 
of him who thinks. The external existence then resembles a sleep of 
which this thought is the dream. By its influence, time has no longer 
measure, space has no longer distance. We depart from one place and 
arrive at another — that is all. Of tlie interval passed through nothing 
remains in the memory but a vague mist in which a thousand confused 
images of trees, mountains, and landscapes are lost. It was as a prey 
to this hallucination that D’Artagnan traveled, at whatever pace his 
horse pleased, the six or eight leagues that separated Chantilly from 
Crevecoeur, without his being able to remember, on his arrival in the 
village, any of the things he had passed or met with on the road. 

There only his memory returned to him, he shook his head, perceived 
the cabaret at which he had left Aramis, and putting his horse to a trot, 
he shortly pulled up at the door. 

This time it was not a host, but a hostess who received him ; D’Ar- 
tagnan was a physiognomist; his eye took in at a glance the plump, 
cheerful countenance of the mistress of the place, and he at once per- 
ceived there was no occasion for dissembling with her, or of fearing 
anything on the part of one blessed with such a joyous physiognomy. 

“My good dame,” asked D’Artagnan, “can you tell me what is 
become of one of my friends, whom we were obliged to leave here about 
twelve days ago ?” 

“A handsome young man, three or four and twenty years old, mild, 
amiable, and well made?” 

“Exactly the man : wounded, morever in the shoulder ?” 

“Just so. Well, monsieur, he is still here !” 

“Ah! Pardieu! my dear dame,” said D’Artagnan, springing from 
his horse, and throwing the bridle to Planchet, “you restore me to life ; 
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where is this dear Aramis? let me embrace him! I am quite anxious 
to see him again.” 

“I beg your pardon, monsieur, but I doubt whether he can see you 
at this moment.” 

“Why so? Has he got a lady with him?” 

“Jesus! what do you mean by that? Poor lad! Ho, monsieur, he 
has not got a lady with him !” 

“With whom is he, then?” 

“With the cure of Montdidier and the superior of the Jesuits of 
Amiens.” 

“Good heavens I” cried D’Artagnan, “is the poor fellow worse, then ?” 

“Oh ! no, monsieur, quite the contra^ ; but after his illness grace 
touched him, and he determined to enter into orders.” 

“Oh! that’s it!” said D’Artagnan, “I had forgotten that he was 
only a musketeer for the time.” 

“Is monsieur still anxious to see him?” 

“More so than ever.” 

“Well, monsieur has only to take the right-hand stair case in the 
yard and knock at No. 5, on the second floor.” 

D’Artagnan walked quickly in the direction pointed out, and found 
one of those exterior staircases that are still to be seen in the yards of 
our old-fashioned auberges. But there was no getting thus at the place 
of sojourn of the future abbe ; the defiles of the chamter of Aramis were 
neither more nor less guarded than the gardens of Armida ; Bazin was 
stationed in the corridor, and barred his passage with so much the more 
intrepidity, that, after many years of trial, Bazin found himself near 
arriving at a result of which he had ever been ambitious. 

In fact, the dream of poor Bazin had always been to serve a church- 
man, and he waited with impatience the moment, always contemplated 
in the future, when Aramis would throw aside the uniform and assume 
the cassock. The daily renewed purpose of the young man, that the 
moment would not long be delayed, had alone kept him in the service 
of a musketeer, a service in which, he said, his soul was in constant 
jeopardy, 

Bazin was then at the height of joy. According to all probability, 
this time his master would not retract. The union of physical pain 
with moral uneasiness had produced the effect so long desired ; Aramis, 
suffering at once in body and mind, had at length fixed his eyes and 
his thoughts upon religion, and he had considered as a warning from 
heaven the double accident which had happened to him, that is to say, 
the sudden disappearance of his mistress and the wound in his shoulder. 

It may be easily understood, that in the present disposition of his 
master, nothing could be more disagreeable to Bazin than the arrival of 
D’Artagnan, which might cast his master back again into that vortex 
of mundane affairs that had so long carried him away. He resolved 
then to defend the door bravely ; and as, betrayed by the mistress of 
the auberge, he could not say that Aramis was absent, he endeavored to 
prove to the newcomer that it would be the height of indiscretipij • to 
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disturb his master in his pious conference, which had commenced with \ 

the morning', and would not be, as Bazin said, terminated before night. | 
But D’Artagnan took very little heed of the eloquent discourse of ; 
Master Bazin, and as he had no desire to support a polemic discussion 
with his friend’s valet, he simply moved him out of the way with one 
hand, and with the other turned the handle of the door. No. 5. , 

The door opened, and D’Artagnan penetrated into the chamber. i 

Aramis, in a black gown, his head enveloped in a sort of round, flap ; 

cap, not much unlike a calotte, was seated before an oblong table, covered 
with rolls of paper and enormous volumes in folio; at his right hand : 

was placed the superior of the Jesuits, and on his left the cure of : 

Montdidier. The curtains were half drawn, and only admitted the 
mysterious light calculated for beatific reveries. All the mundane ob- 
jects that generally strike the eye on entering the room of a young man, 
particularly when that young man is a musketeer, had disappeared , 
as if by enchantment, and, for fear, no doubt, that the sight of them 
®ight bring his master back to ideas of this world, Bazin had laid his 
hands upon sword, pistols, plumed hat, and embroideries and laces of 
all kinds and sorts. 

But in their stead and place, D’Artagnan thought he perceived in 
an obscure corner a discipline cord suspended from a nail in the wall. 

At the noise made by D’Artagnan on entering, Aramis lifted up his 
head and beheld his friend. But to the great astonishment of the young 
man, the sight of him did not produce much effort upon the musketeer, 
so completely was his mind detached from the things of this world. 

“Good-day to you, dear D’Artagnan; believe me, I am very glad 
to see you.” 

“So am I delighted to see you,” said D’Artagnan, “although I am 
not yet sure that it is Aramis I am speaking to.” 

“To himself, my friend, to himself; but what makes you doubt?” 

“I was afraid I had made a mistake in the chamber, and that I 
had found my way into the apartment of some churchman ; then another ' 
error seized me on seeing you in company with these gentlemen — I j 

was afraid you were dangerously ill.” 

The two men in black, who guessed D’Artagnan’s meaning, darted 
at him a glance which might have been thought threatening ; but D’Ar- ; 
tagnan took no heed of it. i 

“I disturb you, perhaps, my dear Aramis,” continued D’Artagnan, 

“for by what I see, I am led to believe you are confessing to these 
genJemen.” I 

Aramis colored imperceptibly. i 

“You disturb me! oh! quite the contrary, dear friend, I swear; and 
as a proof of what I say, permit me to declare I am rejoiced to see you i 
safe and sound.” ; 

“Ah ! he’ll come round !” thought D'Artagnan, “that’s not bad I” i 

“For this gentleman, who is my friend, has just escaped from a ' 
serious danger,” continued Aramis with unction, pointing to D’Artagnan ; 
with his hand, and addressing the two ecclesiastics. j, 
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“Give God praise, monsieur,” replied they, bowing. 

“I have not failed to do so, your reverences,” replied the young 
man, returning their salutation. 

“You arrive very apropos, D’Artagnan,” said Aramis, “and by 
taking part in our discussion, may assist us with your intelligence. 
M. de Principal of Amiens, M. le Cure of Montdidier, and I are arguing 
upon certain theological questions, with which we have been much 
interested ; I shall be delighted to have your opinion.” 

“The opinion of the man of the sword can have very little weight,” 
replied D’Artagnan, who began to get uneasy at the turn things were 
taking, “and you had better be satisfied, believe me, with the knowledge 
of these gentlemen.” 

The two men in black bowed in their turn. 

“On the contrary,” replied Aramis, “your opinion will be very 
valuable; the question is this: Monsieur le Principal thinks that my 
thesis ought to be doginatic and didactic.” 

“Your thesis! are you then making a thesis?” # 

“Without doubt,” replied the Jesuit: “in the examination which 
precedes ordination, a thesis is always requisite.” 

“Ordination I” cried D’Artagnan, who could not believe what the 
hdstess and Bazin had successively told him ; and he gazed, half-stupefied, 
upon the three persons before him. 

“Now,” continued Aramis, taking the same graceful position in his 
easy-chair that he would have assumed in a ruelle, and complacently 
examining his hand, which was as white and plump as that of a woman, 
and which he held in the air to cause the blood to descend from it, “now, 
as you have heard, D’Artagnan, M. le Principal is desirous that my 
thesis should be dogmatic, while I, for my part, would rather it should 
be ideal. This is the reason why M. le Principal has proposed to me the 
following subject which has not yet been treated upon, and in which I 
perceive there is matter for ma^ificent developments: "Utraque manus 
in benedicendo clericis inferioribiis necessaria est* ” 

D’Artagnan, whose erudition we are well acquainted with, evinced 
no more interest on hearing this quotation, than he had at that of M. de 
Trdville, in allusion to the presents he fancied he had received from 
the Duke of Buckingham. 

“Which means,” resumed Aramis, that he might perfectly understand 
the matter ; “ ‘The two hands are indispensable for priests of the in- 
ferior orders, when they bestow the benediction.’ ” 

“An admirable subject!” cried the Jesuit. 

“Admirable and dogmatic !” repeated the curate, who, about as strong 
as D’Artagnan with respect to Latin, carefully watched the Jesuit, in 
order to keep step with him, and repeated his words like an echo. 

As to D’Artagnan, he remained perfectly insensible to the enthusiasm 
of the two men in black. 

“Yes, admirable! prorsus admirabilel” continued Aramis; “but 
which requires a profound study of both the Scriptures and the Fathers. 
Now, I have confessed to these leafned ecclesiastics, and that in all 
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humility, that the duties of mounting guard and the service of the king 
have caused me to neglect study a little. I should find myself, therefore, 
more at my ease, facilius natans, in a subject of my own choice, which 
would be to these hard theological questions what morals are to meta- 
physics in philosophy." 

D’Artagnan began to be tired, and so did the cure. 

“See what an exordium !" cried the Jesuit. 

“Exordium,” repeated the cure for the sake of saying something. 
'“Quemadmodum infer ccelorum imtnensitafem."^ 

Aramis cast a glance upon D’Artagnan, to see what effect all this 
produced, and found his friend gaping enough to split his jaws. 

“Let us speak French, worthy father,” said he to the Jesuit, “M. 
D’Artagnan will enjoy our conversation the more.” 

“Yes,” replied D’Artagnan; “I am fatigued with riding, and all this 
Latin confuses me.” 

“Certainly,” replied the Jesuit, a little thrown out, while the curSj 
greatly delighted, turned upon D’Artagnan a look full of gratitude ; “well, 
let us see what is to be derived from this gloss. 

“Moses, the servant of God — ^he was but a servant, please to under- 
stand ! Moses blessed with the hands ; he held out both his arms, while 
the Hebrews beat their enemies, and then he blessed them with his two 
hands. Besides, what does the gospel say: 'Imponite manus/ and not 
‘manum:’ place the hands and not the hand.” 

“Place the hands,” repeated the cure, with the proper gesture. 

“St. Peter, on the contrapr, of whom the popes are the successors,” 
continued the Jesuit; ‘Porrige digitos:' present the fingers. Do you 
see that, now?” 

“Certes,” replied Aramis, in a pleased tone, “but the thing is subtle.” 

“The fingers!” resumed the Jesuit, “St. Peter blessed with the 
fingers. The pope, therefore, blesses with the fingers. And with ho-vl 
many fingers does he bless? With three fingers, to be sure; one for the 
Father, one for the Son, and one for the Holy Ghost.” 

All crossed themselves ; D'Artagnan thought it was proper to follow 
this example. 

“The pope is the successor of St. Peter, and represents the three 
divine powers ; the rest, ordines inferiores, of the ecclesiastical hierarchy, 
bless in the name of the holy archangels and angels. The most humble 
clerks, such as our deacons and sacristans, bless with goupillons (brushes 
for sprinkling holy water), which resemble an infinite number of blessing 
fingers. There is the subject simplified. Argumentum onini denudatum 
ornamento. I could make of that subject two volumes of the size of 
this—” and, in his enthusiasm, he struck a St. Chrysostom in folio, which 
made the table bend beneath its weight. 

D’Artagnan trembled. 

“Certes,” said Aramis, “I do justice to the beauties of this thesis ; 
but, at the same time, I perceive it would be overwhelming for me. I 
had chosen this text— tdl me, dear D’Artagnan, if it is not to your 
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taste: ‘Noti inutile est desiderium in oUatione:’ ox, still better, ‘A little 
regret is not unsuitable in an offering to the Lord.’” 

“Stop there !” cried the Jesuit, “for that thesis touches closely upon 
heresy : there is a proposition almost like it in the ‘Angustinus’ of the 
heresiarch Jensenius, whose book will, sooner or later, be burnt by the 
liands of the hangman. Take care, my young friend, you are inclining 
toward false doctrines ; my young friend, you will be lost !” 

‘^You will be lost,” said the cure, shaking his head sorrowfully. 

“You approach that famous point of free will, which is a mortal rock. 
You face the insinuations of the Pelagians and the demi-Pelagians.” 

“But, my reverend — ” replied Aramis, a little amazed by the shower 
of arguments that poured upon his head. 

“How will you prove,” continued the Jesuit, without allowing him 
to speak, “that we ought to regret the world when we offer ourselves 
to God? Listen to this dilemma; God is God, and the world is the 
devil. To regret the world is to regret the devil ; that is my conclusion.” 

“And, that is mine, also,” said the curL 

“But for heaven’s sake — ” r-esumed Aramis. 

‘'Desideras diabolum, unhappy man,” cried the Jesuit, 

“He regrets the devil! Ah! my young friend,” added the cure, 
groaning, “do not regret the devil, I implore you !” 

D’Artagnan felt himself bewildered; he appeared to be in a mad- 
house, and that he was becoming as mad as those he saw. He was, 
however, forced to hold his tongue, from not comprehending half the 
language they employed. 

“But listen to me, then,” resumed Aramis, with politeness mingled 
with a little impatience. “I do not say I regret; no, I will never pro- 
nounce that sentence, which would not be orthodox.” 

The Jesuit raised his hands toward heaven, and the curate did the 
same. 

“No, but pray grant me that it is acting with an ill grace to offer to 
the Lord only that with which we are perfectly disgusted? Don’t you 
think so, D’Artagnan?” 

“Pardieu! I think so, indeed,” cried he. 

The Jesuit and the cwre quite started from their chairs. 

“This is the point I start from, it is a syllogism ; the world is not 
wanting in attractions, I quit the world, then I make a sacrifice; now, 
the Scripture says positively, ‘Make a sacrifice unto the Lord.’ ” 

“That is true,” said his antagonists. 

“And then,” said Aramis, pinching his ear to make it red, as he 
rubbed his hands to make them white, “and then I made a certain 
rondeau upon it last year, which I showed to M. de Voiture, and that 
great man paid me a thousand handsome compliments upon it.” 

“A rondeau !” said the Jesuit disdainfully. 

“A rondeau !” said the cwre mectoicaily. 

“Repeat it! repeat it!” cried D’Artagnan; “it will make a little 
change.” 
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“Not so, for it is religious,” replied Aramis; “it is theology in 
verse.” 

“The devil !” said D’Artagnan. 

“Here it is,” said Aramis, with a little look of diffidence, which, 
however, was not exempt from a shade of hypocrisy : 

“Vous qui picurez un passe plein de charmes, 

Et qui trainez des jours inforturies, 

Tous VOS malheurs se verront termines. 

Quand a Dieu seul vous ofFrirez vos larmes, 

Vous qui pleurez! 

“You who weep for pleasures fled, 

Whilst dragging on a life of care, 

All your woes will melt in air, 

If at God’s feet your tears you shed. 

You who weep!” 

D’Artagnan and the cure appeared pleased. The Jesuit persisted in 
his opinion. 

“Beware of a profane taste in your theological style. What says 
Augustin on this subject : Severiis sit clericorum verbo/\ 

“Yes, let the sermon be clear,” said the cure. 

“Now,” hastily interrupted the Jesuit, on seeing that his acolyte was 
going astray, “now, your thesis would please the ladies ; it would have 
the success of one of M. Patru’s pleadings.” 

“I hope to Ciod it may !” cried Aramis, transported. 

''There it is,” cried the Jesuit; “the world still speaks within you 
in a loud voice, alHssimd voce. You follow the world, my young friend, 
and I tremble lest grace prove not efficacious.” 

“Be satisfied, my reverend father, I can depend upon myself.” 

“Mundane presumption!” 

“I know myself, father ; my resolution is irrevocable.” 

“Then you persist in continuing that thesis ?” 

“I feel myself called upon to treat that, and no other, I will, see about 
the continuation of it, and to-morrow I hope you will be satisfied with 
the corrections I shall have made in consequence of your advice.” 

“Work slowly,” said the cure; ‘'wg leave you in an excellent tone 
of mind.” 

“Yes, the ground is all sown,” said the Jesuit, “and we have not to 
fear that one portion of the seed may have fallen upon stone, another 
upon the highway, or that the birds of heaven have eaten the rest, aves 
coeli comedcrunt illam.” 

“Plague stifle you and your Latin 1” said D’Artagnan, who began to 
feel all his patience exhausted. 

“Farewell, my son,” said the cure, “till to-morrow.” 

“Till to-morrow, my rash young friend,” said the Jesuit. “You 
promise to become one of the lights of the church; heaven grant that 
this light prove not a devouring fire!” 

D’Artagnan, who, for an hour past, had been gnawing his nails with 
impatience, was beginning to attack the flesh. 
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The two men in black rose, bowed to Aramis and D’Artagnan, and 
advanced toward the door. Bazin, who had been standing listening to 
all this controversy with a pious jubilation, sprang toward them, took 
the breviary of the cure and the missal of the Jesuit, and walked re- 
spectfully before them, to clear their way. 

Aramis conducted them to the foot of the stairs, and then immediately 
came up again to D’Artagnan, whose senses were still in a state of 
confusion. 

When left alone, the two friends at first observed an embarrassed 
silence ; it, however, became necessary for one of them to break it the 
first, and as D’Artagnan appeared determined to leave tlmt honor to 
his companion — 

“You see,” said Aramis, “that I am returned to my original ideas.” 

“Yes ; efficacious grace has touched you, as that gentleman said 
just now.” 

“Oh, these plans of retreat have been formed for a long time; you 
have often heard me speak of them, have you not, my friend ?” 

“Yes ; but I must confess that I always thought you were joking.” 

“With such sort of things ! Oh, D’Artagnan 1” 

“The devil ! Why, people joke with death,” 

“And people are wrong, D’Artagnan; for death is the door which 
leads to perdition or to salvation.” 

“Granted ; but, if you please, let us not theologize, Aramis ; you must 
have had enough for to-day; as for me, I have almost forgotten the 
little Latin I have ever known. Then I confess to you that I have eaten 
nothing since ten o’clock this morning, and I am devilish hungry.” 

“We will dine directly, my friend ; only you must please to remember 
that this is Friday: now, on such a day I cannot eat meat or see it 
eaten. If you can be satisfied with my dinner, it consists of cooked 
tetragones and fruits.” 

“What do you mean by tetragones ?” asked D’Artagnan eagerly, 

“I mean spinach,” replied Aramis ; “but, on your account I will add 
some eggs, and that is a serious infraction of the rule, for eggs are meat, 
since they engender chickens.” 

“This feast is not very succulent; but never mind, I will put up 
with it for the sake of remaining with you.” 

“I am grateful to you for the sacrifice,” said Aramis ; “but if your 
body be not greatly benefited by it, your soul will, be assured.” 

“And so, Aramis, you are decidedly going into the church ? Wliat 
will our two friends say? What will M. de Treville say? They will 
treat you as a deserter, I warn you.” 

“I do not enter the church — I re-enter it; I deserted the church for 
the world, for you know that I committed violence upon myself when 
I became a musketeer.” 

“Who— I? I know nothing about it.” 

“You don’t know how I quitted the seminary?” 

“Not at all.” 


212 


The Three Musketeers 


“This is my history, then; besides, the Scriptures say, ‘Confess 
yourselves to one another,’ and I confess to you, D’Artagnan,” 

“And I give you absolution beforehand; you see, I am a good sort 
of a man.” 

“Do not jest Avith holy things, my friend,” 

“Go on, then; I’ll listen.” 

“I had been at the seminary from nine years old; in three days I 
should have been twenty; I was about to become an abbe, and all was 
told. 

“One evening, 1 had gone, according to aistom, to a house which I 
frequented with much pleasure; when one is young, what can be ex- 
pected? — one is weak. An officer who saw me, with a jealous eye, 
reading the ‘Lives of the Saints’ to the mistress of the house, entered 
suddenly, and without being announced. That evening I had translated 
an episode of Judith, and had just communicated my verses to the lady, 
who made me all sorts of compliments, and leaning on ray shoulder, 
was reading them a second time. Her pose, which, I must admit, was 
rather free, wounded this gentleman’s feelings. He said nothing, but 
when I went out he followed, and quickly came up with me, 

“ ‘Monsieur I’Abbe,’ said he, ‘do you like blow^s with a cane ?' 

" T cannot say, monsieur,’ answered I ; ‘no one has ever dared to 
give me any.' 

“‘Well, listen to me, then. Monsieur I’Abbe: if you venture again 
into the house in which I have met you this evening, I will dare, myself, 
Monsieur I’Abbe.’ 

“I really think I must have been frightened; I became very pale, I 
felt my legs fail me, I .sought for a reply, but could find none — I was 
silent. 

“The officer waited for this reply, and, seeing it so long coming, he 
burst into a laugh, turned upon his heel, and re-entered the house. 

“I returned to my seminary. 

“I am a gentleman born — my blood is warm, as you may have re- 
marked, my dear D’Artagnan; the insult was terrible, and, however 
unknown to the rest of the world, I felt it live and fester at the bottom 
of my heart, I informed m)7 superiors that I did not feel myself suf- 
ficiently prepared for ordination, and, at my request, the ceremony was 
postponed for a year, 

‘T sought out the best fencing-master in Paris ; I made an agreement 
with him to take a lesson every day, and every day during the year I 
took that lesson. Then, on the anniversary of the day on which I had 
been insulted, I hung my cassock on a peg, assumed the costume of a 
cavalier, and went to a ball given by a lady friend of mine, to which I 
knew my man was invited. It was Rue des Francs-Bourgeois, close 
to La Force. 

“As I expected, my officer was there. I went up to him, as he was 
singing a love ditty and looking tenderly at a lady, and interrupted him 
exactly in the middle of the second couplet, 

" ‘Monsieur,’ said I, ‘is it still unpleasant to you that I should fre- 
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quent a certain house of La Rue Payenne ? And would you still bestow 
a caning upon me if I took it into my head to disobey you ?’ 

“The officer looked at me with astonishment, and then said : 

“ ‘What is your business with me,-monsieur ? I do not know you.’ 

“ T am,’ said I, ‘the little abbe. who reads the “Lives of the Saints,” 
and translates Judith into verse.’ 

“ ‘Ah, ah! I recollect now,’ said the officer, in a jeering tone; ‘well, 
what do you want with me ?’ 

“ ‘I want you to spare time to take a walk with me.’ 

“ ‘To-morrow morning, if you like, and with the greatest pleasure.’ 

“ ‘No, not to-morrow morning, but immediately, if you please.’ 

“ ‘If you absolutely insist upon it ’ 

“ ‘I do — I insist upon it.’ 

“ ‘Come, then. Ladies,’ said the officer, ‘do not disturb yourselves; 
allow me time just to kill this gentleman, and I will return and finish 
the last couplet.’ 

“We went out. I took him to the Rue Payenne, to exactly the same 
spot where, a year before, at the very same hour, he had paid me the 
compliment I have related to you. It was a superb moonlight night. We 
immediately drew, and at the first pass I laid him stark dead.” 

“The devil!” cried D’Artagnan, 

“Now,” continued Aramis, “as the ladies did not see the singer come 
back, and as he was found in the Rue Payenne, with a great sword- 
wound through his body, it was supposed that I had accommodated 
him thus, and the matter created some scandal, which obliged me to 
renounce the cassock for a time. Athos, whose acquaintance I made 
about that period, and Porthos, who had, in addition to my lessons, 
taught me some effective tricks of fence, prevailed upon me to solicit 
the uniform of a musketeer. The king entertained great regard for my 
father, who had fallen at the siege of Arras, and the uniform was granted. 
You may understand that the moment is arrived for me to re-enter into 
the bosom of the church.” 

“And why to-day, rather than yesterday, or to-morrow ? What has 
happened to you to-day, to create kll these melancholy ideas?” 

“This wound, my dear D’Artagnan, has been a warning to me from 
heaven.” 

“This wound? Bah! it is nearly healed, and I am sure that it is not 
that which at the present moment gives you the most pain.” 

“What do you think it is, then?” said Aramis, blushing. 

“You have one in your heart, Aramis, one deeper and more painful, 
a wound made by a woman.” 

The eye of Aramis kindled, in spite of himself. 

“Ah,” said he, dissembling his emotion under a feigned carelessness, 
“do not talk of such things. What 1 I think of such things, and suffer 
love pains? Vanitas vanitatum! According to your idea, then, my brain 
is turned! And for whom? — ^for some grisette, some fille-de~chambre, 
with whom I have trifled in some garrison! Fie!” 
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‘T crave your pardon, my dear Arainis, but I thought you aimed 
higher.” 

“Higher.^ And who am I, to nourish such ambition? — a poor mus- 
keteer, a beggar and unknown, who hates slavery, and finds himself ill- 
placed in the world.” 

“Araniis, Aramis !” cried D’Artagnan, looking at his friend with an 
air of doubt. 

‘‘Dust I am, and to dust I return. Life is full of humiliations and 
sorrows,” continued he, becoming still more melancholy; “all the ties 
which attach him to life break in the hand of man, particularly the 
golden ties. Oh, my dear D’Artagnan,” resumed Aramis, giving to his 
voice a slight tone of bitterness, “trust me, conceal your wounds when 
you have any ; silence is the last joy of the unhappy. Beware of giving 
any one the clue to your griefs; the curious suck our tears as flies suck 
the blood of a wounded hart.” 

“Alas! my dear Aramis,” said D’Artagnan, in his turn heaving a 
profound sigh, “that is my history you are relating!” 

“How?” 

“Yes ; a woman whom I love, whom I adore, has just been torn from 
me by force. I do not know wdiere she is ; I have no means of ascertaining 
where she has been taken to. She is perhaps a prisoner ; she is perhaps 
dead !” 

“Yes, but you have at least this consolation, that you can say to 
yourself she has not quitted you voluntarily ; that if you learn no news 
of her, it is because all communication with you is interdicted; while 
I ” 

“While what?” 

“Nothing,” replied Aramis, “nothing.” 

“So you renounce the world, then, forever; that is a settled thing: 
a resolution decreed?” 

“Forever! You are my friend to-day, to-morrow you will be no 
more to me than a shadow; or rather, even, you will no longer exist for 
me. As for the world, it is a sepulchre, and nothing else.” 

“The devil! All this is very sad.” 

“What is to be said? My vocation commands me, it carries me 
away.” D’Artagnan smiled, but made no answer, Aramis continued. 

“And yet, while I do belong to the earth, I should wish to speak of 
you, but I find you so completely detached from everything ! Love you 
cry fie upon ! friends are shadows ; the world is a sepulchre !” 

“Alas ! you will find it so yourself,” said Aramis, with a sigh. 

“Well, then let us say no more about it,” said D’Artagnan; “and 
let us burn this letter, which, no doubt, announces to you some fresh 
infidelity of your grisette or your 

“What letter ?” cried Araniis eagerly. 

“A letter which was sent to your abode in your absence, and which 
was given to me for you.” 

“But from whom is that letter?” 

“Oh! from some heart-broken waiting- woman, some desponding 
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grisette; from Madame de Chevreiise’s j^//e-f^e“c/mm6r<?, perhaps, who 
was obliged to return to Tours with her mistress, and wdio, in order to 
appear smart and attractive, stole some perfumed paper, and sealed her 
letter with a duchess’ coronet.” 

“What do you say?” 

“Well ! I really think I must have lost it,” said the young man 
maliciously, while pretending to search for it. “But fortunately the 
woidd is a sepulchre ; the men, and consequently the women, are but 
shadows, and love is a sentiment upon which you cry fie ! fie!” 

“D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan!” cried Aramis, “you are killing me!” 

“Well! here it is at last!” said D’Artagnan, as he drew the letter 
from his pocket. 

Aramis sprang toward him, seized the letter, read it, or rather de- 
voured it, his countenance absolutely beaming with delight. 

“This same waiting-maid .seems to have an agreeable style,” said 
the messenger carelessly. 

“Thanks, D’Artagnan, thanks!” cried Aramis, almost in a state of 
delirium. “She was forced to return to Tours; she is not faithless; 



she still loves me ! Dear friend, let me embrace you ; happiness almost 
stifles me I” 

And the two friends began to dance round the venerable St. Chry- 
sostom, kicking about famously the sheets of the thesis, wdaich had fallen 
on the floor. 
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At that moment Bazin entered with the spinach and the omelette. 

“Be off, you scoundrel!” cried Aramis, throwing his calotte in his 
face; “return to whence you came; take back those horrible vegetables, 
and that poor kickshaw ! Order a larded hare, a fat capon, a gigot d I' ail 
and four bottles of the best old Burgundy I” 

Bazin, who looked at his master, without comprehending the cause 
of this change, in a melancholy manner, allowed the omelette to slip in to 
the spinach, and the spinach on to the floor. 

“Now is the moment to consecrate your existence to the King of 
Kings,” said D’Artagnan, “if you persist in offering him a civility. Non 
inutile desiderium oblatione.” 

“Get to the devil with your Latin. Let us drink, my dear D’Artagnan, 
morhleu! let us drink while the wine is fresh, let us drink heartily, and 
while we do so tell me something about what is doing in the world 
yonder.” 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE WIFE OF ATHOS. 

“Well, we have now to search for Athos,” said D’Artagnan to the 
vivacious Aramis, when he had informed him of all that had passed 
since their departure from the capital, and a good dinner had made one 
of them forget his thesis and the other his fatigue. 

“Do you think, then, that any harm can have happened to him?” 
asked Aramis. “Athos is so cool, so brave, and handles his sword so 
sldllfully.” 

“There is no doubt of all that ; nobody has a higher opinion of the 
courage and skill of Athos than I have; but I like better to hear my 
sword clang against lances than against staves : I fear lest Athos should 
have been beaten down by a mob of serving-men ; those fellows strike 
hard, and don’t leave off in a hurry. This is my reason for wishing to 
set out again as soon as I possibly can.” 

“I will try to accompany you,” said Aramis, “though I scarcely feel 
in a condition to mount on horseback. Yesterday I undertook to employ 
that cord which you see hanging against the wall, but pain prevented 
my continuing the pious exercise.” 

“That’s the first time I ever heard of anybody trying to cure gunshot 
Avounds with a cat-o ’-nine-tails ; but you were ill, and illness renders 
the head weak ; therefore you may be excused.” 

“When do you mean to set out?” 

“To-morrow, at daybreak ; sleep as soundly as you can to-night, and 
to-morrow, if you are strong enough, we will take our departure to- 
gether.” 

“Till to-morrow, then,” said Aramis ; “for, iron-nerved as you are, 
you must stand in need^f repose.” 

The next morning, when D’Artagnan entered Aramis’ chamber, he 
found him standing at the window. 
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“What are you looking at there ?” asked D’Artagnan, 

“Ma foi! I am admiring three magnificent horses which the stable 
lads are leading about; it would be a pleasure worthy of a prince to 
travel upon such horses.” 

“Well, my dear Aramis, you may enjoy that pleasure, for one of 
those three horses is your.” 

“Ah ! bah 1 which of them ?” 

“Which of the three you like, I have no preference.” 

“And the rich caparison, is that mine, too?” 

“Without doubt it is.” 

“You are laughing, D’Artagnan.” 

“No; I have left off laughing now you speak French again.” 

“What, those rich holsters, that velvet housing, that saddle studded 
with silver, are they all mine ?” 

“Yours, and nobody else's, as the horse which is pawing the ground 
in eagerness is mine, and the other horse which is caracoling belongs to 
Athos.” 

“Peste ! they are three superb animals !” 

“I am glad they please you.” 

“Why, it must have been the king who made you such a present?” 

“To a certainty it was not the cardinal; but don’t trouble yourself 
about where they come from, be satisfied that one of them is your 
property.” 

“I choose that which the red-headed boy is leading.” 

“Have it then.” 

"'Vive Dieu f That is enough to drive away all my pains ; I could 
ride upon him with thirty balls in my body. What handsome stirrups ! 
Hola! Bazin, come here this minute.” 

Bazin made his appearance at the door, dull and spiritless. 

“Furbish my sword, put my hat to rights, brush my cloak, and load 
my pistols !” said Aramis. 

“That last order is useless,” interrupted D’Artagnan; “there are 
loaded pistols in your holsters,” 

Bazin sighed. 

“Come, Master Bazin, make yourself easy ; people gain the kingdom 
of heaven in all conditions of life.” 

“Monsieur was already such a good theologian,” said Bazin, almost 
weeping; “he might have become a bishop, perhaps a cardinal.” 

“Well! but my poor Bazin, reflect a little; of what use is it to be a 
churchman, pray? You do not avoid going to war by that means; you 
see the cardinal is about to make the next campaign, helm on head 
and partisan in hand; and M. de Nogaret de la Valette, what do you 
say of him? he is a cardinal likewise; ask his lackey how often he has 
had to prepare lint for him.” 

“Alas I” sighed Bazin, “I very well know, monsieur, that everything 
is turned topsy-turvy in the world nowadays.” 

While this dialogue was going on, the two young men and the poor 
lackey went down into the yard. 
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“Hold my stirrup, Bazin,*’ cried Aramis. 

And Aramis sprang into his saddle with his usual grace and lightness ; 
but, after a few vaults and curvets of the noble animal, his rider felt 
his pains come on so insupportably, that he turned pale, and became 
unsteady in his seat. D’Artagnan, who, foreseeing such an event, had 
kept his eye on him, sprang toward him, caught him in his arms, and 
assisted him to his chamber. 

“That’s well, my dear Aramis, take care of yourself,” said he, “I 
will go alone in search of Athos.” 

“You are a man of brass,” replied Aramis. 

“No ; I have good luck, that is all ; but how do you mean to pass 
your time till 1 come back? no more theses, no more glosses upon the 
fingers, or upon benedictions, hem !” 

Aramis smiled : “I will make verses,” said he. 

“Yes, I dare say; verses perfumed with the odor of the billet from 
the attendant of Madame de Chevreuse. Teach Bazin prosody, that will 
console him. As to the horse, ride him a little every day, till you 
become accustomed to him and recover your strength.” 

“Oh, make yourself easy on that head,” replied Aramis, “you will 
find me ready to follow you.” 

They took leave of each other, and in ten minutes, after commending 
his friend to the cares of the hostess and Bazin, D’Artagnan was trotting 
along in the direct of Amiens. 

How was he going to find Athos, even should he find him at all ? 
The position in which he had left him was critical; he might, very 
probably, have succumbed. This idea, while darkening his brow, drew 
several sighs from him, and caused him to formulate to himself a few 
vows of vengeance. Of all his friends, Athos was the eldest, and the 
least resembling him in appearance, in his tastes and sympathies. And 
yet he entertained a marked preference for this gentleman. The noble 
and distinguished aid of Athos, those flashes of greatness, which from 
time to time broke out from the shade in which he voluntarily kept 
himself, that unalterable equality of temper, which made him the most 
pleasant companion in the world, that forced and malign gayety, that 
bravery which might have been termed blind if it had not been the 
result of the rarest coolness — such qualities attracted more than the 
esteem, more than the friendship of D’Artagnan, they attracted his 
admiration. 

Indeed, when placed beside M. de Treville, the elegant and noble 
courtier, Athos, in his most cheerful days, might advantageously sustain 
a comparison ; he was but of middle height ; but his person was so admir- 
ably shaped, and so well proportioned, that more than once, in his strug- 
gles with Porthos, he had overcome the giant whose physical strength 
was proverbial among the musketeers ; his head, with piercing eyes, a 
straight nose, a chin cut like that of Brutus— had altogether an indefin- 
able character of grandeur and grace; his hands, of which he took little 
care, were the envy of Aramis, who cultivated his with almond paste and 
perfumed oil; the sound of his voice was at once penetrating and melo- 
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dius, and then, that which was inconceivable in Athos, who was always 
retiring, was that delicate knowledge Of the world, and of the usages of 
the most brilliant society, those manners of a high family which ap- 
peared, as if unconsciously to himself, in his least actions. 

If a repast were on foot, Athos presided over it better than any 
other, placing every guest exactly in the rank which his ancestors had 
earned for him, or that he had made for himself. If a question in 
heraldry were started, Athos knew all the noble families of the kingdom, 
their genealogy, their alliances, their arms, and the origin of their arms. 
Etiquette had no minutiae which were unknown to him ; he knew what 
were the rights of the great landowners ; he was profoundly versed in 
venery and falconry, and had, one day, when conversing on this great 
art, astonished even Louis XIII. himself, who took a pride in feng 
considered a past-master in it. 

Like all the great nobles of that period, he rode and fenced to per- 
fection. But still further, his education had been so little neglected, even 
with respect to scholastic studies, so rare at this time among gentlemen, 
that he smiled at the scraps of Latin which Aramis sported, and which 
Porthos pretended to understand; twice or thrice even, to the great 
astonishment of his friends, he had, when Aramis allowed some rudi- 
mental error to escape him, replaced a verb in its right tense and a noun 
in its case ; besides all which, his probity was irreproachable, in an age 
in which soldiers compounded so easily with their religion and their 
consciences, lovers with the rigorous delicacy of our days, and the poor 
with God’s seventh commandment. This Athos, then, was a very extra- 
ordinary man. 

And yet this nature so distinguished, this creature so beautiful, this 
essence so fine, was seen to turn insensibly toward material life, as old 
men turn toward physical and moral imbecility. Athos in his hours of 
privation — and these hours were frequent — was extinguished as to the 
whole of the luminous portion of him, and his brilliant side disappeared 
as if in profound darkness. 

Then the demi-god having vanished, he remained scarcely a man. 
His head hanging down — ^his eye dull — ^his speech slow and painful, 
Athos would look for hours together at his bottle, his glass, or at 
Grimaud, who accustomed to obey him by signs, read in the faint glance 
of his master his least desire, and satisfied it immediately. If the four 
friends were assembled at one of these moments, a word, thrown forth 
occasionally with a violent effort, was the share Athos furnished to the 
conversation. In exchange for his silence, Athos alone drank enough 
for four, and without appearing to be otherwise affected by wine, than 
by a more marked contraction of the brow, and by a deeper sadness. 

D’Artagnan, whose inquiring disposition we are acquainted with, had 
not — whatever interest he had in satisfying his curiosity on this subject 
— ^been able to assign any cause for these fits, or for the periods of their 
recurrence. Athos never received any letters, Athos never had concerns 
with which all his friends were unacquainted. 

It could not be said that it was wine which produced this sadness, for. 
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in truth, he only drank to combat this sadness, which wine only, as we 
have said, rendered still darker. This excess of bilious humor could 
not be attributed to play, for, unlike Porthos, who accompanied the 
variations of chance with songs or oaths, Athos, when he had won, 
remained as impassable as when he had lost He had been known, in 
the circle of the musketeers, to win in one night three thousand pistoles ; 
lose to the gold embroidered belt of gala days; re-win all this, with 
the addition of a hundred louis, without his beautiful eyebrow being 
heightened or lowered half a line, without his hands losing their pearly 
hue, without his conversation, which was cheerful that evening, ceasing 
for a moment to be calm and agreeable. 

Neither was it, as with our neighbors the English, an atmospheric 
influence which darkened his countenance, for the sadness generally 
became more intense toward the fine season of the year: June and July 
were the terrible months with Athos. 

On account of the present he had no care, he shrugged his shoulders 
when people spoke of the future; his secret then was with the past, as 
D’Artagnan had often vaguely said. 

This mysterious shade spread over his whole person, rendered still 
more interesting the man whose eyes or mouth had never, even in the 
most complete intoxication, revealed anything, however skillfully ques- 
tions had been put to him. 

"Well,” thought D'Artagnan, "poor Athos is perhaps at this moment 
dead, and dead by my fault, for it was I who dragged him into this 
affair, of which he did not know the origin, of which he will be ignorant 
of the result, and from which he can derive no advantage.” 

"Without reckoning, monsieur,” added Planchet to his master’s audi- 
bly expressed reflections, "that we perhaps owe our lives to him. Do 
you remember how he cried : ‘On, D’Artagnan ! on ! I am taken ?’ And 
when he had discharged his two pistols, what a terrible noise he made 
with his sword ! One might have said that twenty men, or rather twenty 
mad devils, were fighting.” 

And these words redoubled the eagerness of D’Artagnan, who excited 
his horse, which stood in need of no excitement, and they proceeded 
at a rapid pace. About eleven o’clock in the morning they perceived 
Amiens, and at half-past eleven they were at the door of the accursed 
auberge. 

D’Artagnan had often meditated against the perfidious host one of 
those hearty vengeances which offer consolation while being hoped for. 
He entered the hostelry with his hat pulled over his eyes, his left hand 
on the pummel of the sword, and cracking his whip with his right hand. 

"Do you remember me ?” said he to the host, who advanced, bowing, 
toward him. 

"T have not that honor, monseigneur,” replied the latter, his eyes 
being dazzled by the brilliant style in which D’Artagnan traveled.' 

“What! do you mean to say you don’t know me?” 

"No, momseigneur.” 

“Well ! two words will refresh your memory. What have you done 
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with that gentleman against whom you had the audacity, about twelve 
days ago, to make an accusation of passing bad money?” 

The host became as pale as death; D’Artagnan having assumed a 
threatening attitude, and Planchet having modeled himself upon his 
master. 

“Ah ! monseigneur ! do not mention it,” cried the host, in the most 
pitiable voice imaginable ; “ah ! seigneur, how dearly have I paid for 
that fault! Unhappy wretch as I amt” 

“That gentleman, I say, what is become of him?” 

“Deign to listen to me, monseigneur, and be merciful! Sit down, 
I beg!” 

D’Artagnan, mute with anger and uneasiness, took a seat in the 
threatening attitude of a judge ; Planchet looking fiercely over the back 
of his fauteuil. 

“Here is the history, monseigneur,” resumed the trembling host, 
“for I now recollect you : it was you who rode off at the moment I had 
that unfortunate difference with the gentleman you speak of.” 

“Yes, it was I ; so you may plainly perceive that you have no mercy 
to expect if you do not tell me the whole truth.” 

“Condescend to listen to me, and you shall know it all.” 

“I am listening to you.” 

“I had been warned by the authorities that a celebrated coiner of 
bad money would arrive at my auberge, with several of his companions, 
all disguised as guards or musketeers. I was furnished with a descrip- 
tion of your horses, your lackeys, your countenances — nothing was 
omitted.” 

“Go on! go on!” said D’Artagnan, who quickly conceived whence 
such an exact description had come. 

“I took then, in conformity with the orders of the authorities, who 
sent me a reinforcement of six men, such measures as I thought neces- 
sary to get possession of the persons of the pretended coiners.” 

“Again!” said D’Artagnan, whose ears were terribly wounded by 
the repetition of this word coiners. 

“Pardon me, monseigneur, for saying such things, but they form 
my excuse. The authorities had terrified me, and you know that an 
aubergiste must keep on good terms with the authorities.” 

“But, once again, that gentleman, where is he? What is become of 
him? is he dead? is he living?” 

“Patience, monseigneur, we are coming to it. There happened then 
that which you know, and of which your precipitate departure,” added 
the host, with a finesse that did not escape D’Artagnan, “appeared to 
authorize the issue. That gentleman, your friend, defended himself 
desperately. His lackey, who, by an unforseen piece of ill-luck, had 
quarreled with the people belonging to the authorities, disguised as 
stable-lads ” 

“Miserable scoundrel !” cried D’Artagnan, “you were all in the plot 
then! and I really don’t know what prevents me from exterminating 
you all!” 
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“Alas ! monsieur, you will soon see we were not so. Monsieur, your 
friend (I ask your pardon for not calling him by the honorable name 
which no doubt he bears, but we do not know that name), monsieur, 
your friend, having placed two men hors de combat with his pistols, re- 
treated, fighting with his sword, with which he disabled one of my men, 
and stunned me with a blow of the flat side of it.” 

“But, you infernal villain! when will you come to the end?” cried 
D’Artagnan; “Athos, what is become of Athos?” 

“While fighting and retreating, as I have told monseigneur, he found 
the door of the cellar stairs behind him, and as the door was open, he 
took out the key, and barricaded himself inside. As we were sure of 
finding him there, we left him alone.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “you did not particularly wish to kill him, 
and so were satisfied with detaining him a prisoner.” 

“Good God I a prisoner, monseigneur ? Why, he imprisoned himself, 
and I will be upon my oath he did. In the first place he had made rough 
work of it ; one man was killed on the spot, and two others were severely 
wounded. The dead man, and the two that were wounded, were carried 
off by their companions, and I have heard nothing of either the one or the 
other since. As for myself, as soon as I recovered my senses, I went to 
M. the governor, to whom I related all that had passed, and whom I asked 
what I should do with my prisoner. But M. the governor was all aston- 
ishment, he told me he knew nothing about the matter, that the orders 
I had received did not come from him, and that if I had the audacity to 
mention his name as being concerned in this disturbance he would have 
me hanged. It appears that I made a mistake, monsieur, that I had 
arrested the wrong person, and that he whom I ought to have arrested 
had escaped.” 

“But Athos !” cried D’Artagnan, whose impatience was increased by 
the state of abandonment in which the authorities left the matter ; “Athos I 
where is he ?” 

“As I was anxious to repair the wrongs I had done the prisoner,” 
resumed the aubergiste, “I took my way straight to the cellar, in order to 
set him at, liberty. Ah! monsieur he was no longer a man, he was a 
devil ! To my offer of liberty, he replied that it was nothing but a snare, 
and that before he came out he intended to impose his own conditions. 
I told him, very humbly — ^for I could not conceal from myself the scrape 
I had got into by laying hands on one of his majesty’s musketeers — I 
told him I was quite ready to submit to his conditions. 

“ ‘In the first place,’ said he, ‘I insist upon having my lackey placed 
with me, fully armed,’ We hastened to obey this order ; for you will 
please to understand, monsieur, we were disposed to do everything your 
friend could desire, M. Grimaud (he told us his name, he did, although 
he does not talk much), M. Grimaud, then, went down to the cellar, 
wounded, as he was; then his master, having received him, barricaded 
the. door afresh, and ordered us to remain quietly in our own bar.” 

“Well where is Athos now ?” cried D’Artagnan. 

“In the cellar, monsieur.” 
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“What you good-for-nothing scoundrel! , What! have you kept him 
in the cellar all this time ?” 

“Merciful heaven! No, monsieur! We keep him in the cellar! 
You do not know what he is about in the cellar! Ah! if you could but 
persuade him to come out, monsieur, I should owe you the gratitude of 
my whole life ; I should adore you as my patron saint I” 

“Then he is there ? I shall find him there ?” 

“Without doubt you will, monsieur; he persists in remaining there. 
We every day pass through the loophole some bread at the end of a fork, 
and some meat when he asks for it ; but alas ! it is not of bread and meat 
that he makes the greatest consumption. I once endeavored to go down 
with two of my servants, but he flew into a terrible rage. I heard the 
noise he made in loading his pistols, and his servant in loading his 
musketoon. Then, when we asked them what were their intentions, the 
master replied that he had forty charges to fire, and that he and his lackey 
would fire to the last one, before he would allow a single soul of us to 
set foot in the cellar. Upon this I went and complained to the governor, 
who replied that I only had what I deserved, and that it would teach me 
to insult honorable gentleman who took up their abode in my house.” 

“So that from that time — ” replied D’Artagnan, totally unable to 
refrain from laughing at the pitiable face of the host. 

“So that from that time, monsieur,” continued the latter, “we have 
led the most miserable life imaginable ; for you must know, monsieur, 
that all our provisions are in the cellar, there is our wine in bottles, and 
our wine in the piece ; beer, oil, grocery, bacon, and large sausages ; and 
as we are prevented from going down, we are forced to refuse food and 
drink to the travelers who come to the house, so that our hostelry is- daily 
going to ruin. If your friend remains another week in my cellar I shall 
be a ruined man.” 

“And not more than justice, neither, you stupid man ; could you not 
perceive by our appearance chat we were people of quality, and not 
coiners — say?” 

“Yes, monsieur, you are right,” said the host. “But, hark! hark! 
there he is in a passion again !” 

“Somebody has disturbed him, no doubt,” said D’Artagnan. 

“But he must be disturbed,” cried the host ; “here are two English 
gentlemen just arrived,” 

“Well?” 

“Well! the English like good wine, as you may know, monsieur; 
these have asked for the best. My wife then requested permission of 
M. Athos to go into the cellar to satisfy these gentlemen; and he, as 
usual, has refused. Ah! good heaven! there is the Sabbath louder 
ifhan ever!” 

D’Artagnan, in fact, heard a great noise on the side next the cellar. 
He rose, and, preceded by the host, wringing his hands, and followed 
by Planchet with his musketoon, ready for action, he approached the 
scene of action. 
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The two gentlemen were exasperated ; they had had a long ride, and 
were dying with htinger and thirst. 

"‘But this is a tyranny I” cried one of them, in very good French, 
though with a foreign accent, “that this madman will not allow these 
good people access to their own wine ! Nonsense ! let us break open 
the door, and if he is too far gone in his madness, well ! we will kill him.” 

“Softly, gentlemen !” said D’Artagnan, drawing his pistols from his 
belt, “there is nobody to be killed, if you please,” 

“Good I good 1” cried Athos, from the other side of the door, “let them 
just come in, these devourers of little children, and we shall see.” 

Brave as they appeared to be, the two English gentlemen looked at 
each other hesitatingly ; it might be said that there was in that cellar one 
of those hungry ogres, the gigantic heroes of popular legends, into whose 
cavern nobody could force their way with impunity. 

There was a moment of silence; but at length the two Englishmen 
felt ashamed to draw back, and the more angry one descended the five 
or six steps which led to the cellar, and gave a kick against the door 
enough to split a wall. 

“Planchet,” said DArtagnan, cocking his pistols, “I will take charge 
of the one at the top, you look to the one below. Now, gentlemen, if it’s 
battle you want, you shall have it.” 

“Good God !” cried the hollow voice of Athos, “I can hear D’Artagnan, 
I think.” 

“Yes !” cried D’Artagnan, exalting his voice, in his turn, “I am here, 
my friend !” 

“Ah I ah I then,” replied Athos, “we will give it to these breakers-in 
of doors!” 

The gentlemen had drawn their swords, but they found themselves 
taken between two fires ; they still hesitated an instant ; but, as before, 
pride prevailed, and a second kick split the door from bottom to top. 

“Stand on one side, D’Artagnan, stand on one side,” cried Athos, 
“I am going to fire !” 

“Gentlemen!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, whom reflection never aban- 
doned, “gentlemen, think of what you are about ! Patience, Athos ! You 
are running your heads into a very silly affair ; you will be riddled. My 
lackey and I will have three shots at you, and you will get as many from 
the cellar; you will then have our swords, with which, I can assure you, 
my friend and I can play tolerably well. Let me conduct your business 
and my own. You shall soon have something to drink, I give you 
my word.” 

“If there is any left,” grumbled the jeering voice of Athos. 

The host felt a cold sweat creep down his back. 

“What ! if there is any left !” murmured he. 

“What, the devil * there must be plenty left,” replied D’Artagnan ; 
“be satisfied of that; these two can never have drunk all the cellar. 
Gentlemen, return your swords to their scabbards.” 

“We will, provided you replace your pistols in your belt.” 

'"Willingly.” 
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And D’Artagnan set the example. Then turning toward Planchet, 
he made him a sign to uncock his musketoon. 

The Englishmen, overcome by these peaceful proceedings, sheathed 
their swords grumblingly. The history of Athos’ imprisonment was 
then related to them ; and as they were really gentleman, they pronounced 
the host in the wrong. 

“Now, gptlemen,” said D’Artagnan, “go up to your room again; 
and in ten minutes, I will answer for it, you shall have all you desire.” 

The Englishmen bowed, and went upstairs. 

“Now I am alone, my dear Athos,” said D’Artagnan, “open the door, 
I beg of you.” 

“Instantly,” said Athos. 

Then was heard a great noise of fagots being removed, and of the 
groaning of posts ; these were the counterscarps and bastions of Athos, 
which the besieged demolished himself. 

An instant after, the broken door was removed, and the pale face of 
Athos appeared, who with a rapid glance took a survey of the environs. 

D’Artagnan threw himself on his neck and embraced him tenderly ; 
he then endeavored to draw him from his moist abode, but, to his sur- 
prise, perceived that Athos staggered. 

“Why, you are wounded ?” said he. 

“I ! not at all ; I am dead drunk, that’s all, and never did I man set 
about getting so better. Vive DieuJ my good host I I must at least have 
drunk for my part a hundred and fifty bottles.” 

“Misericorder cried the host, “if the lackey has drunk only half as 
much as the master, I am a ruined man.” 

“Grimaud is a well-bred lackey ; he would never think of faring in 
the same manner as his master ; he only drank from the butt : hark ! I 
don’t think he put the faucet in again. Do you hear it? It is running 
now.” 

D’Artagnan burst into a loud laugh, which clianged the trembling of 
the host into a burning fever. 

In the meantime, Grimaud appeared in his turn behind his master, 
with his musketoon on his shoulder, and his head shaking like one of 
those drunken satyrs in the pictures of Rubens. He was moistened 
before and behind with a liquid which the host recognized as his best 
olive oil. 

The cortege crossed the public room and proceeded to take possession 
of the best apartment in the house, which D’Artagnan occupied by 
authority. 

In the meantime the host and his wife hurried down with lamps into 
the cellar, which had so long been interdicted to them, and where a 
frightful spectacle awaited them. 

Beyond the fortifications through which Athos had made a breach 
in order to get out, and which were composed of fagots, planks, and 
empty casks, heaped up according to all the rules of the strategic art, 
they found, swimming in puddles of oil and wine, the bones and frag- 
ments of all the hams they had eaten ; while a heap of broken bottles filled 
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the whole left-hand corner of the cellar, and a tun, the cock of which w^as 
left running, was yielding, by this means, the last drop of its blood. 
“The image of devastation and death,” as the ancient poet says, “reigned 
as over a field of battle.” 

Of sixty large sausages, that had been suspended from the joists, 
scarcely any remained. 

Then the lamentations of the host and hostess pierced the vault of the 
cellar. D’Artagnan himself was moved by them; Athos did not even 
turn his head. 

But to grief succeeded rage. The host armed himself with a spit, 
and rushed into the chamber occupied by the two friends. 

“Some wine!” said Athos, on perceiving the host. 

“Some wine !” cried the stupefied host, “some wine ! why you have 
drunk more than a hundred pistoles’ worth ! I am a ruined man, lost, 
destroyed !” 

“Bah!” said Athos, “why, we w'ere always dry.” 

“If you had been contented with drinking, why, well and good ; but 
you have broken all the bottles.” 

“You pushed me upon a heap which rolled down. That was your 
fault,” 

“All my oil is lost!” 

“Oil is a sovereign balm for wounds, and my poor Grimaud here was 
obliged to dress those you had inflicted on him.” 

“All my sausages gnawed !” 

“There is an enormous number of rats in that cellar.” 

“You shall pay me for all this,” cried the exasperated host. 

“You triple ass!” said Athos, rising; but he sank down again im- 
mediately; he had tried his strength to the utmost. D’Artagnan came 
to his relief, with his whip in his hand. 

The host drew back and burst into tears. 

“This will teach you,” said D’Artagnan, “to treat the guests God 
sends you in a more courteous fashion.” 

“God! say the devil!” 

“My dear friend,” said D’Artagnan, “if you stun us in this manner, 
we will all four go and shut ourselves up in your cellar, and see if the 
mischief be as great as you say.” 

“Oh ! gentlemen ! gentlemen I” said the host, “I have been wrong. I 
confess it, but, pardon to every sin ! you are a gentleman and I am a 
poor aubergiste, you will have pity on me.” 

“Ah ! if you speak in that way,” said Athos, “you will break my heart, 
and the tears will flow from my eyes as the wine flowed from the casks. 
We are not such devils as we appear to be. Come hither, and let us talk 
the matter over.” 

The host approached with hesitation, 

“Come hither, I say, and don’t be afraid,” continued Athos. “At the 
moment I was about to pay you, I had placed my purse on the table.” 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

“That purse contained sixty pistoles, where is it?” 
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“Deposited in the justice’s office; they said it was bad money.” 

“Very well ; get my purse back and keep the sixty pistoles.” 

“But monseigneur knows very well that justice never lets go that 
which it once lays hold of. If it were bad money, there might be some 
hopes ; but unfortunately they are all good pieces.” 

“Manage the matter as well as you can, my good man; it does not 
concern me, the more so as I have not a livre left.” 

“Come,” said D’Artagnan, “let us try further; Athos’ horse, wdiere 
is that?” 

“In the stable.” 

“How much is it worth ?” 

“Fifty pistoles at most.” 

“It’s worth eighty, take it, and there ends the matter.” 

“What!” cried Athos, “are you selling my horse? my Bajazet? and 
pray upon what shall I make my campaign? upon Grimaud?” 

“I have brought you another,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Another?” 

“And a magnificent one, too 1” cried the host. 

“Well, since there is another finer and younger, why, you may take 
the old one, and let us have some wine.” 

“Which?” asked the host, quite cheerful again. 

“Some of that at the bottom, near the laths ; there are twenty-five 
bottles of it left, all the rest were broken by my fall. Bring up six of 
them.” 

“Why, this man is a tun 1” said the host aside ; “if he only remains 
here a fortnight, and pays for what he drinks, my affairs will soon be 
right again.” 

“And don’t forget,” said D’Artagnan, “to bring up four bottles of 
the same sort for the two English gentlemen.” 

“And now,” said Athos, “while they are bringing up the wine, tell me, 
D’Artagnan, what has become of the others, come!” 

D’Artagnan related how he had found Porthos in bed with a strained 
knee, and Aramis at a table between two theologians. As he finished, 
the host entered with the wine and a ham, which, fortunately for him, 
had been left out of the cellar. 

“That’s well!” said Athos, filling his glass and that of his friend; 
“here’s to Porthos and Aramis ! but you, D’Artagnan, what is the matter 
with you, and what has happened to you personally? You don’t look 
happy!” 

“Alas !” said D’Artagnan, “it is because I am the most unfortunate 
of all !” 

“You! unfortunate!” said Athos; “come! how the devil can you be 
unfortunate? let us see that.” 

“Presently!” said D’Artagnan. 

“Presently! and wdiy presently? Now, that’s because you think I 
am drunk, D’Artagnan. But, take this with you, my ideas are never 
so clear as when I have had plenty of wine. Speak, then, I am all ears.” 

D’Artagnan related his adventure with Madame Bonacieux. Athos 
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listened to him with perfect immobility of countenance ; and, M^hen he 
had finished; 

“Trifles, all that;” said Athos, “nothing but trifles!” That was 
Athos’ expression. 

“You always say trifles, my dear Athos!” said D’Artagnan, “and 
that comes very ill from you, who have never been in love.” 

The drink-deadened eye of Athos flashed, but it was only for a 
moment — it became dull and vacant as before, 

“That’s true,” said he quietly, “for my part I have never loved.” 

“Acknowledge then, you stone-hearted man,” said D’Artagnan, “that 
you have no right to be so hard upon us whose hearts are tender.” 

“Tender hearts! wounded hearts!” said Athos. 

“What do you say?” 

“I say that love is a lottery, in which he who wins, wins death ! You 
are very fortunate to have lost, believe me, my dear D’Artagnan. And 
if I may be allowed to advise you, it will be to lose always.” 

“Oh ! but she seemed to love me so !” 

“She seemed, did she ?” 

“Oh ! she did love me !” 

“You boy ! why, there lives not a man who has not believed, as you 
do, that his mistress loved him, and there lives not a man who has not 
been deceived by his mistress.” 

“Except you, Athos, who never had one.” 

“That’s true,” said Athos, after a moment’s silence, “that’s true! I 
never had one ! I ! — I ! — ^Drink !” 

“But then, philosopher as you are,” said D’Artagnan,, “it is your duty 
to instruct me, to support me; I stand in need of being taught and 
consoled.” 

“Consoled for what?” 

“For my misfortune.” 

“Your misfortune is laughable,” said Athos, shrugging his shoulders ; 
“I should like to know what you would say if I were to relate to you a 
real tale of love !” 

“Which concerns you?” 

“Either me or one of my friends, what matters ?” 

“Tell it, Athos, tell it.” 

“Drink ! I shall tell it better if I drink.” 

“Drink and relate, then.” 

“Not a bad idea!” said Athos, emptying and filling his glass, “the 
two things go marvelously well together.” 

“I am all attention,” said D’Artagnan. 

Athos collected himself, and in proportion as he did so, D’Artagnan 
saw that he became paler ; he was at that period of intoxication in which 
vulgar drinkers fall and sleep. He kept himself upright and dreamed, 
without sleeping. This somnambulism of drunkenness had something 
frightful in it. 

“You particularly wish it ?” asked he. 

“I beg you will,” said D’Artagnan. 
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“Be it done then, as you desire. One of my friends, please to observe, 
not myself,” said Athos, interrupting himself with a melancholy smile; 
“one of the counts of my province, that is to say, of Berry, noble as a 
Dandolo or a Montmorency, at twenty-five years of age, fell in love with 
a girl of sixteen, beautiful as fancy can paint. Through the ingenuous- 
ness of her age beamed an ardent mind, a mind not of the woman, but 
of the poet ; she did not please, she intoxicated ; she lived in a small town 
with her brother, who was a cure. Both had recently come into the 
country ; they came nobody knew whence ; but when seeing her so lovely 
and her brother so pious, nobody thought of asking whence they came. 
They were said, however, to-be of good extraction. My friend, who was 
lord of the country, might have seduced her, or he might have seized her 
forcibly, at his will, for he was master; who would have come to the 
assistance of two strangers, two unknown persons? Unfortunately, he 
was an honorable man, he married her. The fool ! the ass ! the idiot” 

“How so, if he loved her?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Wait !” said Athos. “He took her to his chateau, and made her 
the first lady in the province ; and, in justice, it must be allowed, she sup- 
ported her rank becomingly. ” 

“Well ?” asked D’Artagnan, quite excited. 

“Well, one day when she was hunting with her husband,” continued 
Athos, in a low voice, and speaking very quickly, “she fell from her horse 
and fainted ; the count flew to her help, and as she appeared to be op- 
pressed by her clothes, he ripped them open with his poniard, and in so 
doing laid bare her shoulder : and now, guess, D’Artagnan,” said Athos, 
with a maniacal burst of laughter, “guess what she had upon her 
shoulder.” 

“How can I tell?” said D’Artagnan. 

“A fleur-de-lis,'^ said Athos. “She was branded !” 

And Athos emptied at a single draught the glass he held in his hand. 

“Horror !” cried D’Artagnan. “What do you tell me ?” 

“Truth! my friend — ^the angel was a demon: the poor young girl 
had been a thief !” 

“And what did the count do?” 

“The count was of the highest noblesse ; he had, on his estates, the 
right of high and low justice; he tore the dress of the countess to pieces, 
he tied her hands behind her, and hanged her on a tree !” 

“Heavens! Athos! a murder!” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Yes, a murder — ^no more” — -said Athos, as pale as death. “But, 
methinks, they let me want wine !” and he seized the last bottle that was 
left, by the neck, put it to his mouth, and emptied it at a single draught 
as he would have emptied an ordinary glass. 

Then he let his head sink upon his two hands, while D’Artagnan 
stood up before him, terrified, stupefied. 

“That has cured me of beautiful, poetical, and loving women,” said 
Athos, after a considerable pause, raising his head, and forgetting to con- 
tinue the apolgue of the count — ^“God grant you as much ! Drink !” 

“Then she is dead?” stammered D’Artagnan. 
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"Parhleur said Athos “But hold out your glass. Some ham, my 
man !” cried Athos ; “we don’t half drink !” 

“And her brother ?” added D’Artagnan timidly. 

“Her brother ?” replied Athos. 

“Yes, the priest,” 

“Oh, I inquired after him for the purpose of hanging him likewise, 
but he was beforehand with me, he had quitted the curacy instantly.” 

“Was it ever known who this miserable fellow was ?” 

“He was doubtless the first lover, and the accomplice of the fair lady, 
a worthy man, who had pretended to be a cure for the purpose of getting 
his mistress married, and securing her a position. He has been hanged 
and quartered before this time, I hope.” 

“Good God! good God!” cried D’Artagnan, quite stunned by the 
relation of this horrible adventure. 

“Taste some of this ham, D’Artagnan; it is exquisite,” said Athos, 
cutting a slice which he placed on the young man’s plate. “What a pity 
it is there were only four like this in the cellar, I should have drunk fifty 
bottles more.” 

D’Artagnan could no longer endure this conversation, which had ter- 
rified away his senses ; he felt quite bewildered, and allowing his head to 
sink upon his hand, he pretended to sleep. 

“These young fellows can none of them drink,” said Athos, looking 
at him with pity, “and yet this is one of the best of them, too !” 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE RETURN. 

D’Artagnan was astounded by the terrible confidence of Athos ; and 
yet many things appeared very obscure to him in this partial revelation ; 
in the first place, it had been made by a man quite drunk, to gne who was 
half drunk, and yet, in spite of the uncertainty which the vapor of three 
or four bottles of Burgundy carried with it to the brain, D’Artagnan, 
when awaking on the following morning, had every word of Athos as 
present to his memory as if they fell from his mouth ; they had been im- 
pressed upon his mind. All this doubt only gave rise to a more lively 
desire of arriving at a certainty, and he went into his friend’s chamber 
with a fixed determination of renewing the conversation of the preceding 
evening; but he found Athos quite himself again, that is to say, the 
most shrewd and impentrable of men. Besides which the musketeer, 
after having exchanged a hearty shake of the hand with him, broached the 
matter first. 

“I was pretty drunk yesterday, D’Artagnan,” said he, “I can tell that 
by my tongue, which was swollen and hot this morning, and by my pulse, 
which was very tremulous ; I would lay a wager I uttered a thousand 
absurdities.” 

And while saying this he looked at his friend with an earnestness that 
embarrassed him. 
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“No,” replied D’Artagnan, “if I recollect what you said, it was 
nothing out of the common way.” 

“Indeed ! you surprise me, I thought I had related a most lamentable 
history to you?” And he looked at the young man as if he would read 
to the very depths of his heart. 

“Ma foil” said D’Artagnan, “it would appear that I was more drunk 
than you, since I remember nothing of the kind.” 

Blit this did not deceive Athos, alid he resumed : 

“You cannot have failed to remark, my dear friend, that every one 
has his particular kind of drunkenness, sad or gay ; my drunkenness is 
always sad, and when I am thoroughly intoxicated my mania is to relate 
all the dismal histories which my foolish nurse infused into my brain. 
That is my failing, a capital failing, I admit; but, with that exception, I 
am a good drinker.” 

Athos spoke this in so natural a manner, that D’Artagnan was shaken 
in his conviction. 

“Oh, it is that, then,” replied the young man, anxious to find out the 
truth, “it is that, then, I remember, as we remember a dream — we were 
speaking of hanging people.” ^ 

“Ah! you see how it is,” said Athos, becoming still paler, but yet 
attempting to laugh, “I was sure it was so — ^the hanging of people is my 
nightmare.” 

“Yes, yes,” replied D’Artagnan, “I remember now; yes, it was about 
— stop a minute — yes, it was about a woman.” 

“That’s it,” replied Athos, becoming almost livid, “that is my grand 
history of the fair lady, and when I relate that, I must be drunk indeed.” 

“Yes, that was it,” said D’Artagnan, “the history of a tall, fair lady, 
with blue eyes.” 

“Yes, who was hanged.” 

“By her husband, who was a nobleman of your acquaintance,” con- 
tinued D’Artagnan, looking intently at Athos. 

“Well, you see how a man may compromise himself when he does 
not know what he says,” replied Athos, shrugging his shoulders as if he 
thought himself an object of pity. “I certainly never will get drunk 
again, D’Artagnan^ — it is too bad a habit.” 

D’Artagnan remained silent. 

Then Athos, changing the conversation all at once : 

“By-the-by, I thank you for the horse you have brought me,” said he. 

“Is it to your mind ?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Yes; but it is not a horse for hard work.” 

“You are mistaken ; I have ridden him nearly ten leagues in less than 
an hour and a half, and he appeared no more distressed than if he had 
only made the tour of the Place Saint Sulpice.” * 

“Ah, ah I you begin to awaken my regret.” 

* I endeavor to translate as faithfully as is consistent with spirit, therefore beg 
the reader to hold me responsible for such wonders as this; as a pretty good English 
horseman, I must confess I never met with such a horse; all these circumstances 
are exaggerated. — Trans. 
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“Regret?” 

“Yes ; I have parted with him.” 

“How?” 

“Why, here is the simple fact : this morning 1 awoke at six oYlock : 
you were still fast asleep, and I did not know what to do with myself ; 
I was still stupid from our yesterday’s debauch. As I came into the 
public room, I saw one of our Englishmen bargaining with a dealer for 
a horse, his own having died yesterday from bleeding. I drew near, 
and found he w'as bidding a hundred pistoles for a fine chestnut nag. 
‘Pardien!’ said I ; 'my good gentleman, I have a horse to sell, too.’ _ 

“ kA.y, and a very fine one ! I saw him yesterday — your friend’s 
lackey was leading him.’ 

“ ‘Do you think he is worth a hundred pistoles ?’ 

“ ‘Yes ; will you sell him to me for that sum?’ 

‘“No; but I will play with you for him.’ 

‘“You will play with me?’ 

“ ‘Yes.’ 

“ ‘At what ?’ 

“ ‘At dice.’ 

“No sooner said than done, and I lost the horse. Ah, ah ! but please 
to observe I won back the caparison,” cried Athos. 

D’Artagnan looked much disconcerted. 

“This vexes you ?” said Athos. 

“Well, I must confess it does,” replied D’Artagnan. “That horse 
was to have assisted in making us known in the day of battle. It was 
a pledge — a remembrance. Athos, you have done very wrong.” 

“But, my dear friend, put yourself in my place,” replied the mus- 
keteer. “I was hipped to death: and still further, upon my honor, I 
don’t like English horses. If all the consequence is to be recognized, why 
the saddle will suffice for that ; it is quite remarkable enough. As to the 
horse, we can easily find some excuse for its disappearance. What the 
devil! a horse is mortal; suppose mine had had the glanders, or the 
farcy?” 

D’Artagnan could not smile. 

“It vexes me greatly,” continued Athos, “that you attach so much 
importance to these animals, for I am not yet at the end of my story.” 

“What else have you done ?” 

“After having lost my own horse, nine against ten — see how near ! — I 
formed an idea of staking yours.” 

“Yes — but you stopped at the idea, I hope?” 

“No ; for I put it in execution that very minute.” 

“And the consequence ?” said D’Artagnan, in great anxiety, 

“I threw, and I lost.” 

“What, my horse ?” 

“Your horse; seven against eight; a point short — you know the 
proverb.” 

“Athos, you are not in your right senses — I swear you are not.” 

“My dear lad, it was yesterday, when I was telling you silly stories, 
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that you ought to have told me that, and not this morning. I lost him, 
then, with all his appointments and furniture.” 

“Really, this is frightful I” 

“Stop a minute ; you don’t know all yet. I should make an excellent 
gambler if I were not too hot-headed ; but I became so, just as if I were 
drinking; well, I was hot-headed then 

“Well, but what else could you play for — you had nothing left?” 

“Oh! yes, yes, my friend; there was still that diamond left which 
sparkles on your finger, and which I had observed yesterday.” 

“This diamond,” said D’Artagnan, placing his hand eagerly on his 

“And as I am a connoisseur in such things, having had a few of my 
own once, I estimated it at a thousand pistoles.” 

“I hope,” said D’Artagnan, half dead with fright, “you made no men- 
tion of my diamond?” 

“On the contrary, my dear friend, this diamond became our only 
resource; with it I might regain our horses and their furniture, and, 
still further, money to pay our expenses on the road.” 

“Athos, you make me tremble !” cried D’Artagnan, 

“I mentioned your diamond then to my adversary, who had likewise 
remarked it. What the devil! do you think you can wear a star from 
heaven on your finger and nobody observe it ? Impossible !” 

“Oh ! go on, go on !” said D’Artagnan, “for upon my honor, you will 
kill me with your careless coolness.” 

“We divided, then, this diamond into ten parts, of a hundred 
pistoles each.” 

“You are laughing at me, and want to try me !” said D’Artagnan, 
whom anger began to take by the hair, as Minerva takes Achilles, in the 
“Iliad.” 

“No, I am not joking, mordieu! I should like to have seen you 
in my place ! I had been fifteen days without seeing a hiunan face, and 
had been left to brutalize myself with the company of nothing but 
bottles.” 

“That was no reason for staking my diamond!” replied D’Artagnan, 
closing his hand with a nervous spasm. 

“But hear the end. Ten throws of a hundred pistoles each — ^ten 
throws, without revenge; in thirteen throws I lost all — ^in thirteen 
throws. The number thirteen was always fatal to me; it was on the 
13th of the month of July that ” 

“Ventrehleur cried D’Artagnan, rising from the table, the history 
of the present day making him forget that of the preceding one. 

“Patience, patience!” said Athos; “I had a plan. The Englishman 
was an original ; I had seen him conversing that morning with Grimaud, 
and Grimaud had told me that he had made him proposals to enter into 
his service. I staked Grimaud — the silent Grimaud — divided into ten 
portions.” 

“Well, what next?” said D’Artagnan, laughing in spite of himself. 

“Grimaud himself, understand ! and with the ten parts of Grimaud, 
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which are not worth a ducatoon, I won bdck the diamond. Tell me, now, 
whether you don’t think persistence is a virtue?” 

joi! but this is a droll story,” cried D’Artagnan, a little consoled, 
and holding his sides with laughter. 

'‘You may easily guess, that finding the luck turned, I again staked 
the diamond.” 

“The devil !” said D’Artagnan, becoming again angry. 

“I won back your furniture, then your horse, then my furniture, 
then my horse, and then I lost again. To make short, I regained your 
furniture and then mine. That’s where we left off. That was a superb 
throw, so I left off there.” 

D’Artagnan breathed as if the whole hostelry had been removed 
from off his chest. 

“Then I understand,” said he timidly, “the diamond is safe?” 

“Intact, my dear friend; plus the furniture of your Bucephalus and 
mine.” 

“But what is the use of horse-furniture without horses ?” 

“I have an idea concerning them.” 

“Athos, you keep me in a fever.” 

“Listen to me. You have not played for a long time, D’Artagnaii.” 

“Neither have I any inclination to play.” 

“Swear to nothing. You have not played for a long time, I said ; 
you ought, then, to have a good hand.” 

“Well, what then ?” 

“Well ! the Englishman and his companion are still here. I remarked 
that he regretted the horse-furniture very much. You appear to think 
much of your horse. In your place, now, I would stake the furniture 
against the horse.” 

“But he will not be satisfied with one equipment.” 

“Stake both, par dim! I am not selfish, if you are.” 

“You would do so?” said D’Artagnan, undecided, so strongly did 
the confidence of Athos begin to prevail, unknown to himself. 

"Parole d’honneur, in one single throw.” 

“But having lost the horses, I am particularly anxious to preserve 
the furniture.” 

“Stake your diamond, then!” 

“This ! No, thank you ! that’s quite another thing. Never ! never 1” 

“The devil !” said Athos. “I would propose to you to stake Planchet, 
but as that has already been done, the Englishman would not, perhaps, 
be willing.” 

“Decidedly, my dear Athos, I should like better not to risk anything.” 

“That’s a pity,” said Athos coolly ; “the Englishman is overflowing 
with pistoles. Good Lord ! try one throw ; one throw is soon thrown.” 

“And if I lose?” 

“You will win, I tell you.” 

“But if I lose?” 

“Well, you will surrender the furniture.” 

“I wdll try one throw,” said D’Artagnan. 
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Athos went in search of the Englishman, whom he found in the 
stable, examining the furniture with a greedy eye. The opportunity 
was good. He proposed the conditions— the two furnitures against one 
horse, or a hundred pistoles, to choose. The Englishman calculated 
fast: the two furnitures were worth three hundred pistoles to them: he 
consented. 

D’Artagnan threw the dice with a trembling hand, and turned up the 
number three; his paleness terrified Athos, who, however, contented 
himself with saying: 

“That’s a sad throw, comrade ; you will have the horses fully 
equipped, monsieur.” 

The Englishman, quite triumphant, did not even give himself the 
trouble to shake the dice ; he threw them on the table without looking 
at them, so sure was he of victory ; D’Artagnan himself had turned on 
one side to conceal his ill-humor. 

“There ! there ! there !” said Athos, with his quiet tone : “that throw 
of the dice is extraordinary. I have only witnessed such a one four times 
in my life. Two aces, gentlemen!” 

The Englishman looked, and was seized with astonishment; D’Ar- 
tagnan looked, and was seized with pleasure. 

“Yes,” continued Athos, “four times only; once at the house of M. 
Crequy; another time at my own house in the country, in my chateau 
at— — , when I had a chateau ; a third time at M. de Treville’s, where it 
surprised us all ; and the fourth time at a cabaret, where it fell to my lot, 
and where I lost a hundred louis and a supper on it.” 

“Then monsieur takes his horse back again,” said the Englishman. 

“Certainly” said D’Artagnan. 

“Then there is no revenge ?” 

“Our conditions said no revenge, you will please to recollect.” 

“That is true; the horse shall be restored to your lackey, monsieur.” 

“A moment!” said Athos; “with your permission, monsieur, I wish 
to speak a word with my friend.” 

“If you please.” 

Athos drew D’Artagnan on one side. 

“Well, tempter ! what more do you want with me ?” said D’Artagnan ; 
“you want me to throw again, do you not?” 

“No ; I would wish you to reflect a little before you decide.” 

“Upon what?” 

“You mean to take your horse, do you not?” 

“Without doubt, I do.” 

“You are wrong, then. I would take the hundred pistoles ; you know 
you have staked the furniture against the horse or a hundred pistoles, 
at your choice.” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, then I would take the hundred pistoles.” 

“And I will take the horse ” 

“In which, I repeat, you are wrong. What is the use of one horse, 
for us two ? I could not get up behind: we should look like the two sons 
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of Amyon, who have lost their brother. You cannot think of humiliating 
me by riding by my side, prancing along upon that magnificent charger. 
For my part, I should not hesitate a moment, but take the hundred pis- 
toles. We want money to carry us back to Paris.” 

“I am much attached to that horse, Athos.” 

“And there, again, you are wrong; a horse slips and injures a joint, 
a horse stumbles and breaks his knees to the bone, a horse eats out of a 
manger in which a glandered horse has eaten ; there is a horse, or rather 
a hundred pistoles, lo^ : a master must feed his horse, while, on the 
contrary, the hundrai pistoles feed their master.” 

“But how shall we get back to Paris ?” 

“Upon our lackeys’ horses, pardieu! Never think of our steeds ; any- 
body may see by our carriage that we are people of condition.” 

“Very pretty figures we shall cut upon ponies, while Aramis and 
Porthos will be caracoling upon their war steeds !” 

“Aramis and Porthos!” cried Athos, and laughed more loudly than 
was his custom. 

“What are you laughing at ?” asked D’Artagnan, who did not at all 
comprehend the hilarity of his friend. 

“Never mind — do one thing or the other,” said Athos. 

“Your advice then is ” 

“To take the hundred pistoles, D’Artagnan ; with the hundred pistoles 
we can live well to the end of the month : we have undergone a great 
deal of fatigue, remember, and a little rest will do us no harm.” 

“I rest ! oh, no, Athos, the moment I am in Paris, I shall prosecute 
my researches after that unfortunate woman.” 

“Well, you may be assured that your horse will not be half so service- 
able to you for that purpose as the good louis d’or ; take the hundred 
pistoles, my friend, take the hundred pistoles I” 

D’Artagnan only required one reason, to be satisfied. This last reason 
appeared convincing. Besides, he feared that by resisting longer he 
should appear selfish in the eyes of Athos : he acquiesced, then, and 
chose the hundred pistoles, which the Englishman paid down imme- 
diately. 

They then determined to depart. Peace with the landlord, in addi- 
tion to Athos’ old horse, cost six pistoles ; D’Artagnan and Athos took 
the nags of Planchet and Grimand, and the two lackeys started on foot, 
carrying the saddles on their heads. 

However ill our two friends were mounted, they soon got far in 
advance of their servants, and arrived at Crevecceur. From a distance 
they perceived Aramis, seated in a melancholy manner at his window, 
looking out, like Sister Anne, at the dust in the horizon. 

“Holo! ha! Aramis! what the devil are you doing there!” cried they. 

“Ah ! is that you, D’Artagnan, and you, Athos ?” said the young man. 
“I was reflecting upon the rapidity with which the blessings of this 
world leave us, and my English horse, which has just disappeared amid 
a cloud of dust, has furnished me with a living image of the fragility 
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of things of the earth. Life itself may be resolved into three words ; 
Erat, est, fidt'' 

“Which means ” said D’Artag^an, who began to suspect the 

truth. 

“Which means that I have just been duped; sixty loiiis for a horse, 
which, by the manner in which he goes, can do at least five leagues an 
hour.” 

D’Artagnan and Athos burst into a loud laugh. 

“My dear D’Artagnan,” said Araniis, “don’t be too angiy with me. 
I beg of you, necessity has no law ; besides, I am the person punished, 
as that rascally horse-dealer has robbed me of fifty pistoles at least. Ah ! 
you fellows are good managers i you ride on your lackeys’ horses, and 
have your own gallant steeds led along carefully by hand, at short 
stages.” 

At the same instant a market-cart, which had for some minutes ap- 
peared upon the Amiens road, pulled up at the auberge, and Planchet 
and Grimaud got out of it with the saddles on their heads. The carter 
was going to Paris, and had agreed, on condition of being prevented 
from feeling thirst upon the road, to convey the lackeys and their bur- 
dens thither. 

“How is all this?” said Aramis, on seeing them arrive — “nothing 
but saddles ?” 

“Now, do you understand?” said Athos, 

“Oh, yes! all alike. I retained my furniture by instinct. Hola! 
Bazin ! bring my new saddle, and carry it with those of these gentlemen.” 

“And what have you done with your cures ?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Why, I invited them to a dinner the next day,” replied Aramis; 
“they have some capital wine here; please to observe that in passing, 
I did my best to make them drunk; then the cure forbade me to quit 
my uniform, and the Jesuit entreated me to get him made a musketeer.” 

“Without a thesis!” cried D’Artagnan, “without a thesis! for my 
part, I request the thesis may be suppressed !” 

“From that time,” continued Aramis, “I have lived very agreeably. 
I have begun a poem in verse of one syllable! that is rather difficult, but 
the merit in all things consists in the difficulty. The matter is tasty. 
I will read the first canto to you ; it has four hundred verses, and lasts 
a minute.” 

“Ma foi! my dear Aramis !” said D’Artagnan, who detested verses . 
almost as much as he did Latin ; “add to the merit of the difficulty that 
of the brevity, and you are sure that your poem will at least have two 
merits.” 

“Ah; but you will see,” continued Aramis, “that it breathes irre- 
proachable passion. And so, my friends, we are returning to Paris? 
Bravo ! I am ready, we are going to rejoin that good fellow, Porthos ! 
so much the better. You can’t think how I have missed him, the great 
simpleton. He would not sell his horse, not for a kingdom; I think I 
can see him now, mounted upon his superb animal and seated in his 
handsome saddle, looking like the Great Mogul!” 
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They made a halt for an hour, to refresh their horses: Aramis dis- 
charged his bill, placed Bazin, in the cart with his comrades, and they 
set forward to join Porthos. 

They found him up, less pale than when D’Artagnan left him, and 
seated at a table, on which, though he was alone, was spread enough 
for four persons ; this dinner consisted of viands nicely dressed, choice 
wines, and superb fruit. 

“Ah ! pardieu !” said he, rising, “you come in the nick of time ; gentle- 
men, I was just beginning the potage, and you will dine with me.” 

“Oh! oh!” said D’Artagnan, “these bottles are not the fruits of 
Mousqueton’s Ta.yjo / besides, here is a fricandeaii pique, and a filet 
de bceiifP^ 

“I am recruiting myself,” said Porthos, “I am recruiting myself ; 
nothing weakens a man more than these cursed strains. Did you ever 
suffer from a strain, Athos ?” 

“Never !— only I remember that in our affair of the Rue Feron, I 
received a sword-wound, which at the end of fifteen or eighteen days 
produced exactly the same effect.” 

“But this dinner was not intended for you alone, Porthos?” said 
Aramis. 

“No,” said Porthos. “I expected some gentlemen of the neighbor- 
hood, who have just sent me word they could not come ; you will take 
their places, and I shall not lose by the exchange. Holo, Mousqueton ! 
seats, and order the number of bottles to be doubled.” 

“Do you know what we are eating here ?” said Athos, at the expira- 
tion of about ten minutes.” 

“Pardieu r replied D’Artagnan, “for my part I am eating veau pique 
aux cardans and d la moelleP 

“And I some flets d'agneau " said Porthos. 

“And I a Uanc de volaille,” said Aramis. 

“You are all mistaken, gentlemen,” answered Athos, with a serious 
countenance ; “you are all eating horse-flesh.” 

“Eating what ?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Horse-flesh !” said Aramis, with a look of disgust. 

Porthos alone made no reply. 

“Yes, real horse; are we not, Porthos, eating a horse — and perhaps 
his saddle.” 

“No, no, gentlemen, I have kept the furniture,” said Porthos. 

“Ma fair said Aramis, “we are all bad alike ; one would think we 
acted upon agreement.” 

“What could I do?” said Porthos; “this horse made my visitors 
ashamed of theirs, and I don’t like to humble people !” 

“Then your duchess is still taking the waters ?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Yes, still,” replied Porthos. “And the governor of the province, 
one of the gentlemen I expected to-day, seemed to have such a wish for 
him that I gave him to him.” 

“Gave him?” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Lord yes, gave it to him. you can’t call it anything but a gift,” said 
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Porthos, “for the animal was worth at least a hundred and fifty louis, 
and the stingy fellow would only give me eighty!” 

“Without the saddle ?” said Aramis. 

“Yes, without the saddle.” 

“You will please to observe, gentlemen,” said Athos, “that Porthos 
has made the best bargain of any of us.” 

And then commenced a roar of laughter in which they all joined, to 
the astonisliment of poor Porthos; but when he was informed of the 
cause of their hilarity, his laughter, according to custom, was more 
vociferous than anybody’s. 

“So, then, there is one comfort, we are all in cash,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Well, for my part,” said Athos, “I found Aramis’ Spanish wine 
so good that I sent on a hamper of sixty bottles of it with the lackeys: 
that has weakened my purse not a little.” 

“And I,” said Aramis, “you can imagine that I had given almost 
my last sou to the church of Montdidier and the Jesuits of Amiens ; that 
I, moreover, had formed engagements which I ought to have kept. I 
have ordered masses for myself, and for you, gentlemen, which will be 
said, gentlemen, and for which I have not the least doubt you will be 
very much the better.” 

“And I,” said Porthos, “do you think my strain cost me nothing? 
without reckoning Mousqueton’s wound, on account of which the sur- 
geon was obliged to come twice a day, and who charged the double on 
account of Mousqueton’s having allowed himself to be wounded in a 
part which people generally only show to an apothecary; so I advised 
him to try never to get wounded there any more,” 

“Ay, ay!” said Athos, exchanging a smile with D’Artagnan and 
Aramis ; “it is veiy clear you acted nobly with regard to the poor lad ; 
that is like a good master.” 

“Ill short,” said Porthos, “when all my expenses are paid, I shall 
have, at most, thirty crowns left.” 

“And I about ten pistoles,” said Aramis. 

“Well, then, it appears that we are the Croesuses of the society. How 
much have you left of your hundred pistoles, D’Artagnan ?” 

“Of my hundred pistoles ? Why, in the first place, I gave you fifty.” 

“You did?” 

"Pardieu! yes.” 

“Ah, yes, so you did; I recollect now.” 

“Then I paid the host six.” 

“What an animal that host was ! Why did you give him six pistoles ?” 

“Why, you told me to give them to him yourself I” 

“Ah ! so I did ; but I am too good-natured. In brief, how much have 
you left ?” 

“Twenty-five pistoles,” said D’Artagnan, 

“And I,” said Athos, taking some small change from his pocket, 

“You ? why. nothing !” 
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"Ma foi! so little that it is not worth reckoning with the general 
stock.” 

“Now, then, let us calculate how much we possess in all.” 

“Porthos?”’ 

“Thirty crowns. ” 

“Aramis ?” 

“Ten pistoles.” 

“And you, D’Artagnan?” 

“Twenty-five.” 

“That makes in all ?” said Athos. 

“Four hundred and seventy-five livres !” said D’Artagnan, who reck- 
oned like an Archimedes. 

“Then on our arrival in Paris we shall still have four hundred, be- 
sides the furniture,” said Porthos. 

“But our troop horses ?” said Aramis. 

“Well I of the four lackeys’ horses we will make two for the masters, 
for which we will draw lots ; with the four hundred livres, we will make 
the half of one for one of the unmounted, and then we will give the turn- 
ings out of our pockets to D’Artagnan, who has a steady hand, and 
will go and play in the first we come to. There that’s arranged.” 

“Let us finish the dinner, then,” said Porthos ; “it is getting cold” 

The friends havii^ set their minds at ease with regard to the future, 
did honor to the repast, the remains of which were abandoned to MM. 
Mousqueton, Bazin, Planchet, and Grimaud. 

On arriving in Paris, D’Artagnan found a letter from M. de Treville, 
which informed him that, at his request, the king had promised that he 
should he admitted to the company of the musketeers. 

As this was the height of D’Artagnan’s worldly ambition, apart, be 
it well understood, from his desire of finding Madame Bonacieux, he 
ran, full of joy, to seek his comrades, whom he had left only half an 
hour before, but whom he found very sad and deeply preoccupied. Thev 
were assembled in council at the residence of Athos, which always indi- 
cated an event of some seriousness. M. de Treville had intimated to 
them that, it being his majesty’s fixed intention to open the campaign on 
the 1st of May, they must immediately get ready all their appointments. 

The four philosophers looked at each other in a state of bewilder- 
ment. M. de Treville never joked in matters relating to discipline. 

“And what do you reckon your appointments will cost?” said 
D’Artagnan. 

“Oh, we can scarcely venture to say. We have made our calculations 
with Spartan economy, and we each require fifteen hundred livres.” 

“Four times fifteen make sixty — ^ah ! six thousand livres,” said Athos. 

“For my part, I think,” said D’Artagnan, “with a thousand livres 
each — do not speak as a Spartan, but as a procureur ” 

This word procureur roused Porthos. 

“Stop!” said he, “I have an idea.” 

“Well, that's something ; for my part, I have not the shadow of one,” 
said Athos coolly ; “but as to D’Artagnan, the idea of belonging to ours, 
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gentlemen, has driven him out of his senses. A thousand livres! for 
my part, I declare I want two thousand.” 

“Four times two makes eight, then,” said Aramis ; “it is eight thou- 
sand tliat we w'ant to complete our appointments, of which appointments, 
it is true, we have already handsome saddles.” 

“Besides, said Athos, waiting till D’Artagnan, who went to thank 
M. de Treville, had shut the door, “besides, there is that beautiful ring 
which beams from the finger of our friend. What the devil ! D’Arts^nan 
is too good a comrade to leave his brothers in embarrassment while he 
wears the ransom of a king on his finger.” 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

HUNTING FOR THE EQUIPMENTS. 

The most preoccupied of the four friends was certainly D’Artagnan, 
although D’Artagnan, in his quality of guard, would be much more 
easily equipped than messieurs the musketeers, who were all very high ; 
but our Gascon cadet was, as may have been observed, of a provident 
and almost avaricious character, and with that (explain the contradic- 
tion if you can) so vainglorious as almost to rival Porthos. To this 
preoccupation of his vanity, D’Artagnan, at this moment, joined an 
uneasiness much less selfish. Notwithstanding all his inquiries respect- 
ing Madame Bonacieux, he could obtain no intelligence of her, M de 
Treville had spoken of her to the queen; the queen was ignorant where 
the mercer’s young wife was, but had promised to have her sought for. 
But this promise was very vague, and did not at all reassure D’Artagnan. 

Athos did not leave his chamber; he made up his mind not to take 
a single step to provide for his equipment. 

“We have still a fortnight before us,” said he to his friends ; “well, 
if, at the end of a fortnight, I have found nothing, or, rather, if nothing 
has come to find me, as I am too good a Catholic to kill myself with a 
pistol-bullet, I will seek a good cause of quarrel with four of his emi- 
nence’s guards or with eight Englishmen ; I will fight until one of them 
has killed me, which, considering the number, cannot fail to happen. 
It will then be said of me that I died for the king, so that I shall have 
performed my duty without the expense of equipment.” 

Porthos continued to walk about, with his hands behind him, tossing 
his head and repeating: 

“I shall follow up my idea.” 

Aramis, anxious, and negligently dressed, said nothing. 

It may be seen by these disastrous details that desolation reigne<l 
in the community. 

The lackeys, on their parts, like the coursers of Hippolytus, shared 
the sadness of their masters. Mousqueton collected a store of crusts: 
Bazin, who had always been inclined to devotion, never quitted the 
churches ; Planchet watched the flight of flies ; and Grimaitd, whom the 
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general distress could not induce to break the silence imposed by his 
master, heaved sighs enough to soften stones. 

The three friends — ^for, as we have said, Athos had sworn not to 
stir a foot to equip himself — ^the three friends went out early in the 
morning, and returned late at night. They wandered about the streets, 
looking at the pavement to see whether the passengers had not left a 
purse behind them. They might have been supposed to be following 
tracks, so attentive were they wherever they went. When they met 
they looked desolately at each other, as much as to say, “Have you 
found anything ?” 

However, as Porthos had first found an idea, and had thought of it 
earnestly afterward, he was the first to act. He was a man of execution, 
this worthy Porthos. D’Artagnan perceived him one day walking toward 
the church of St. Leu, and followed him instinctively; he entered after 
having twisted his mustache and elongated his royal, which always an- 
nounced, on his part, the most conquering resolutions. As D’Artagnan 
took some precautions to conceal himself, Porthos believed he had not 
been seen. D Artagnan entered behind him, Porthos went and leaned 
against the side of a pillar ; D’Artagnan, still unperceived, supported him- 
self against the other side of it. 

There happened to be a sermon, which made the church very full. 
Porthos took advantage of this circumstance to ogle the women : thanks 
to the cares of Mousqueton, the exterior was far from announcing the 
distress of the interior: his hat was a little napless, his feather was a 
little faded, his gold lace was a little tarnished, his laces i^ere a trifle 
frayed ; but in the obscurity of the church these things were not seen 
and Porthos was still the handsome Porthos. 

D’Artagnan observed, on the bench nearest to the pillar against 
which Porthos leaned, a sort of ripe beauty, rather yellow and rather 
dry, but erect and haughty, under her black hood. The eyes of Porthos 
were furtively cast upon this lady, and then roved about at large over 
the nave. 

On her side, the lady, who from time to time blushed, darted with 
the rapidity of lightning a glance toward the inconstant Porthos, and 
then immediately the eyes of Porthos were sent wandering over the 
chui'ch anxiously. It w^as plain that this was a mode of proceeding that 
piqued the lady in the black hood to the quick, for she bit her lips till 
they bled, scratched the top of her nose, and could not sit still in her seat. 

Porthos, seeing this, retwisted his mustache, elongated his royal a 
second time, and began to make signals to a beautiful lady who was 
near the choir, and who not only was a beautiful lady, but, still further, 
no doubt, a great lady, for she had behind her a negro boy, who had 
brought the cushion on which she knelt, and a female servant who held 
the coat-of-arms marked bag, in which was placed the book from which 
she read the mass. 

The lady with the black hood followed through all their wanderings 
the looks of Porthos, and perceived that they stopped upon the lady 
with the velvet cushion, the little n^ro, and the maid-servant. 
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During all this time Porthos played close ; it was almost imperceptible 
motions of his eyes, fingers placed upon the lips, little assassinating 
smiles, which really did assassinate the disdained beauty. 

Then she uttered, in form of mea culpa, and striking her breast, a 
hian! so vigorous that everybody, even the lady with the red cushion, 
turned round toward her. Porthos paid no attention; nevertheless, he 
understood it all, but was as deaf as the pillar he leaned against. 

The lady with the red cushion produced a great effect — ^for she was 
very handsome — -upon the lady with the black hood wdio saw in her a 
rival really to be dreaded: a great effect upon Porthos, who thought 
her much more pretty than the lady with the black hood ; a great effect 
upon D’Artagnan, who recognized in her the lady of Meung, of Calais, 
and Dover, w^hom his persecutor, the man with the scar, had saluted 
by the name of milady. 

D’Artagnan, without losing sight of the lady of the red cushion, 
continued to watch the proceedings of Porthos, which amused him 
greatly ; he directly guessed that the lady of the black hood was the 
procureur’s wife of the Rue aux Ours, which was the more probable 
from the church of St. Leu being contiguous to that locality. 

He guessed, likewise, that Porthos was taking his revenge for the 
defeat of Chantilly, when the procureuse had proved so refractory with 
respect to her purse. 

But, amid all this, D’Artagnan remarked also that not one counte- 
nance responded to the gallantries of Porthos. There w^as nothing but 
chimeras and illusions ; but for real love, for true jealousy, is there any 
reality but illusions and chimeras ? 

The sermon over, the procureuse advanced toward the benitier; 
Porthos went before her, and, instead of a finger, dipped his whole hand 
in. The procureuse smiled, thinking that it was for her that Porthos 
put himself to this expense; but she was cruelly and promptly unde- 
ceived: when she was only about three steps from him, he turned his 
head round, fixing his eyes invariably upon the lady of the red cushion, 
who had risen and was approaching, followed by her black boy and 
fille-de-chambre. 

■ When the lady of the red cushion came close to Porthos, Porthos 
drew his dripping hand from the benitier. The fair devote touched the 
great hand of Porthos with her delicate fingers, smiled, made the sign 
of the cross, and left the church. 

This was too much for the procureuse; she entertained' no doubt 
that there was an affair of gallantry between this lady and Porthos. 
If she had been a great lady she would have fainted ; but as she was 
only a procureuse, she contented herself with saying to the musketeer, 
with concentrated fury: 

“Eh, Monsieur Porthos, you don’t offer me any holy water?” 
Porthos, at the sound of that voice, started like a man awakened 
from a sleep of a hundred years. 

“Ma — ^madame!” cried he; “is that you? How is your husband, 
our dear Monsieur Coquenard? Is he still as stingy as ever? Where 
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can my eyes have been not to have even perceived you during the two 
hours the sermon has lasted ?” 

“I was within two paces of you, monsieur,” replied the procureuse ; 
“but you did not perceive me, because you had no eyes but for the pretty 
lady to whom 3^011 just now gave the holy water.” 

Porthos pretended to be confused. 

“Ah,” said he, “you have remarked.” 

“I must have been blind if I had not.’ 

“Yes,” said Porthos, “that is a duchess of my acquaintance, with 
whom I have great trouble to meet, on account of the jealousy of her 
husband, and who sent me word that she should come to-day, solely for 
the purpose of seeing me in this poor church, buried in this vile quarter.” 

“Monsieur Porthos,” said the procureuse, “will you have the Idnd- 
ness to offer me your arm for five minutes? I have something to 
say to you.” 

“Certainly, madame,” said Porthos, winking to himself, as a gambler 
does who laughs at the dupe he is about to pluck. 

At that moment D’Artagnan passed in pursuit of milady; he cast 
a passing glance at Porthos, and beheld this triumphant look. 

“Eh, eh !” said he, reasoning to himself according to the strangely 
easy morality of the gallant period, “there is one, at least, in the road 
to be equipped in time.” 

Porthos, yielding to the pressure of the arm of the procureuse, as a 
bark yields to the rudder, arrived at the Cloisters Saint Magloire, a 
very unfrequented passage, enclosed with a turnstile at each end. In 
the daytime nobody was seen there but mendicants devouring their crusts, 
and children playing. 

“Ah, Monsieur Porthos,” cried the procureuse, when she was as- 
sured that no one a stranger to the population of the locality could 
either see or hear her, “ah, Monsieur Porthos, you are a great con- 
queror, it appears!” 

“Who — I, madame?” said Porthos, drawing himself up proudly; 
“how so?” 

“Look at the proofs of it, just now, and the holy water ! But that 
must be a princess, at least, that lady with her negro boy and her maid 1” 

"Pardieu ! ma.d&me, you are deceived; she is simply a duchess.” 

“And that running footman who waited at the door, and that carriage 
with a coachman in grand livery, who sat waiting on his seat ?” 

Porthos had seen neither the footman nor the carriage, but, with 
the eye of a jealous woman, Madame Coquenard had seen everything. 

Porthos regretted that he had not at once made the lady of the red 
cushion a princess. 

“Ah, you are quite the pet of the ladies. Monsieur Porthos!” re- 
sumed the procureuse with a sigh. 

“Why, you may well imagine that, with the person with which na- 
ture has endowed me, I am not in want of ladies’ favors.” 

“Good Lord ! how quickly men forget !” cried the procureuse, raising 
her eyes toward heaven. 
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“Still less quickly than the women, in my opinion,” replied Porthos ; 
“as a proof, I, madame, I may say, was your victim; when wounded, 
dying, I was abandoned by the surgeons; I, the offspring of a noble fam- 
ily, who placed reliance upon your friendship, I was near dying of my 
wounds at first, and of hunger afterward, in a beggarly auberge at Chan- 
tilly, without you ever deigning once to reply to the burning letters I 
addressed to you.” 

“But, Monsieur Porthos,” murmured the procureuse, who began to 
feel that, to judge by the conduct of the great ladies of the time, she was 
wrong. 

“I I who had sacrificed the Countess de Penafior on your account !” 

“Well, I know you did.” 

“The Baronee de- ” 

“Monsieur Porthos, do not overwhelm me quite !” 

“The Countess de ” 

“Monsieur Porthos, be generous !” 

“You are right, madame, and I will not finish.” 

“But it was my husband who would not hear of lending,” 

“Madame Coquenard,” said Porthos, “remember the first letter you 
wrote me, and which I preserve engraven in my memory.” 

The procureuse uttered a groan. 

“Besides,” said she, “the sum you require me to borrow was rather 
large ; you said you wanted a thousand livres !” 

“Madame Coquenard, I gave you the preference. I had but to write 

to the Duchess de ; but I don’t repeat her name, for I am incapable 

of compromising a woman; but this I know, that I had but to write 
to her, and she would have sent me fifteen hundred.” 

The procureuse let fall a tear. 

“Monsieur Porthos,” said she, “I can assure you you have severely 
punished me ; and if in the time to come you should find yourself in a 
similar situation, you have but to apply to me.” 

“Fie, madame, fie !” said Porthos, as if disgusted ; “let us not talk 
about money, if you please ; it is humiliating.” 

“Then you no longer love me?” said the procureuse, slowly and 
sadly. 

Porthos maintained a majestic silence. 

“And that is the only reply you make me? Alas! I but too well 
understand.” 

“Think of the offense you have committed toward me, madame ! it 
remains here^ said Porthos, placing his hand on his heart, and pressing 
it strongly. 

“I will repair it ; indeed I will, my dear Porthos.” 

“Besides, what did I ask of you?” resumed Porthos, with a move- 
ment of the shoulders full of honhommie. “A loan, nothing morel 
After all, I am not an unreasonable man. I know you are not rich, 
Madame Coquenard, and that your husband is obliged to bleed his poor 
clients to squeeze a few paltry crowns from them. Oh I if you were a 
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duchess, a marquise, or a countess, it would be quite a different thing ; it 
would be unpardonable.” 

The procureuse was piqued. 

“Please to know, Monsieur Porthos,” said she, “that my strong box, 
strong box of a procureuse as it may be, is better filled than those of your 
ruined minxes.” 

“That, then, doubles the offense,” said Porthos, disengaging his arm 
from that of the procureuse; “for if you are rich, Madame Coquenard, 
then there is no excuse for your refusal.” 

“When I said rich,” replied the procureuse, who saw that she had 
gone too far, “you must not take the word for the letter. I am not pre- 
cisely rich, I am only pretty well off.” 

“Hold, madame,” said Porthos, “let us say no more upon the sub- 
ject, I beg of you. You don’t know me — all sympathy is extinct be- 
tween us.” 

“Ungrateful man as you are I” 

“Ah ! I advise you to complain !” said Porthos. 

“Begone, then, to your beautiful duchess, I will detain you no 
longer.” 

“And she is not to be despised, in my opinion.” 

“Now, Monsieur Porthos, once more, and this is the last! do you 
love me still?” 

“Alas I madame,” said Porthos, in the most melancholy tone he could 
assume, “when we are about to enter upon a campaign, a campaign in 
which my presentiments tell me I shall be killed ” 

“Oh ! don’t talk of such things I” cried the procureuse, bursting into 
tears. 

“Something whispers me so,” continued Porthos, becoming still more 
and more melancholy. 

“Rather say that you have a new love affair.” 

“No, not so ; I speak frankly to you. No new object affects me ; and 
I even feel here, at the bottom of my heart, something which speaks for 
you. But in a fortnight’s time, as you know, or as you do not know, this 
fatal campaign is to open ; I shall be fearfully engaged in providing for 
my equipment. Then I am obliged to make a journey to my family, in 
the lower part of Brittany, to obtain the sum necessary for my de- 
parture.” 

Porthos observed a last struggle between love and avarice. 

“And as,” continued he, “the duchess you saw at the church has 
estates near to those of my family, we mean to make the journey to- 
gether. Journeys, you know, appear much shorter when we travel two 
in company.” 

“Have you no friends in Paris, then, Monsieur Porthos?” said the 
procureuse. 

“I thought I had,” said Porthos, resuming his melancholy air ; “but 
I have been bitterly taught that I was mistaken.” 

“You have some, Monsieur Porthos, you have some!” cried the pro- 
cureuse, in a transport that surprised even herself ; “come to our house 
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to-morrow. You are the son of my aunt, consequently my cousin; you 
come from Noyon, in Picardy; you have several lawsuits and no pro- 
cureur. Can you recollect all that?” 

“Perfectly, madanie.” 

“Come at dinner time.” 

“Very well.” 

“And be upon your guard before my husband, who is rather shrewd, 
notwithstanding his seventy-six years.” 

“Seventy-six years! Peste! that’s a fine age!” replied Porthos. 

“A great age, you mean, Monsieur PorAos. Yes, the poor man 
may be expected to leave me a widow, every hour,” continued she, throw- 
ing a significant glance at Porthos. “Fortunately, by our marriage con- 
tract, the survivor takes everything.” 

“Ever3d;hing ?” 

“Yes, all.” 

“You are a woman of precaution, I see, my dear Madame Coque- 
nard,” said Porthos, squeezing the hand of the procureuse tenderly. 

“We are, then, reconciled, dear Monsieur Porthos?” said she, sim- 
pering. 

“For life,” said Porthos, in the same manner. 

“Till we meet again, then, dear traitor !” 

“Till we meet again, my forgetful charmer !” 

“To-morrow, my angel!” 

“To-morrow, flame of my life !” 


CHAPTER XXX. 

d’ARTAGNAN and the ENGLISHMAN. 

D’Artganan followed milady, without being perceived by her; he 
saw her get into her carriage, and heard her order the coachman to drive 
to St. Germain. 

It was useless to endeavor to keep pace on foot with a carriage drawn 
by two powerful horses : D’Artganan returned then to the Rue Ferou. 

In the Rue de Seine he met with Planchet, who had stopped before 
the house of a pastry cook, and was contemplating with ecstasy a cake 
of the most appetizing appearance. 

He ordered him to go and saddle two horses in M. de Treville’s 
stables, one for himself, D’Artagnan, and one for Planchet. M. de Tre- 
ville, on all common occasions, had allowed him the liberty to do so. 

Planchet proceeded toward the Rue du Colombier, and D’Artagnan 
toward the Rue Ferou. Athos was at home, emptying in solitary sad- 
ness one of his bottles of the famous Spanish wine he had brought back 
with him from his journey into Picardy. He made a sign for Grimaud to 
bring a glass for D’Artagnan, and Grimaud obeyed, still as silently 
as usual. 

D’Artagnan related to Athos all that had passed at the church be- 
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tween Porthos and the procureuse, and how their comrade was probably 
by that time in a fair way to be equipped. 

“As for me,” replied Athos, to this recital, “I am quite at my ease; 
it will not be women that will defray the expense of my equipment.” 

“The more to blame you ; handsome, well-bred, noble as you are, my 
dear Athos, neither princesses nor queens would be secure!” 

“How young- this D’Artagnan is!” said Athos, shrugging his shoul- 
ders, and making a sign to Grimaud to bring another bottle. 

At that moment Planchet put his head modestly in at the half-open 
door, and told his master that the horses were ready. 

“What horses?” cried Athos. 

“Two horses that M. de Treville lends me when I please, and with 
which I am now going to take a ride to St. Germain.” 

“Well, and what are you going to do at St. Germain?” 

Then D’ Artagnan described the meeting which, on his side, he had 
had at the church, and how he had found that lady who, with the seigneur 
in the black cloak, and with the scar near his temple, filled his mind 
constantly. 

“That is to say, you are in love with this lady as you were with 
Madame Bonacieux,” said Athos, shrugging his shoulders contemp- 
tuously, as if he pitied human weakness. 

“I? not at all!” said D’Artagnan, “I am only curious to unravel 
the mystery to which she is attached. I do not know why, but I have 
a strong feeling that this woman, perfectly unknown to me as she is, 
and unknown to her as I am, has an influence over my life,” 

“Well, perhaps you are right,” said Athos ; “I do not know a woman 
that is worth the trouble of being sought for when she is once lost. 
Madame Bonacieux is lost, so mucli the worse for her.” 

“No, Athos, no, you are mistaken,” said D’Artagnan; “I love my 
poor Constance more than ever, and if I knew the place in which she 
is, were it at the end of the world, I would go and free her from the 
hands of her enemies; but I cannot find out where she is; all my re- 
searches have proved in vain. What is to be said? I must divert my 
attention by something !” 

“Amuse yourself, then, with milady, my dear D’Artagnan ; I wish 
you may with all my heart, if that will amuse you.” 

“Hear me, Athos,” said D’Artagnan, “instead of shutting yourself 
up here as if you were under arrest, get on horseback, and come and 
take a ride with me to St. Germain.” 

“My dear fellow,” said Athos, “I ride horses when I have any; 
when I have none, I walk on foot.” 

“Well, on my part,” said D’Artagnan, smiling at the misanthropy 
of Athos, which from any other person would certainly have offended 
him, “for my part, I ride what I can get; I am not so proud as you, 
Athos. So, au revoir, my proud, melancholy friend.” 

"Au revoir/' said the musketeer, making a sign to Grimaud to un- 
cork the bottle he had just brought. 
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D’Artagnan and Planchet got into the saddle, and took the road 
to St. Germain. 

As he rode along, that which Athos had said respecting Madame 
Bonacieux, recurred to the mind of the young man. Although D’Artag- 
nan was not of a very sentimental character, the mercer’s pretty wife 
had made a real impression upon his heart. As he said, he was ready 
to go to the end of the world to seek her; but the world being round, 
it has many ends, so that he did not know which way to turn ; in the 
meantime, he was going to try to find out who milady was. Milady 
had spoken to the man in the black cloak, therefore she knew^ him. Now, 
in the opinion of D’Artagnan, it was certainly the man in the black 
cloak who had carried off Madame Bonacieux the second time, as he 
had carried her off the first. D’Artagnan then only half lied, which is 
lying but little, when he said that by going in search of milady, he at 
the same time went in search of Constance. 

Thinking of all this, and from time to time giving a touch of the 
spur to his horse, D’Artagnan completed his short journey, and arrived 
at St. Germain. He had just passed by the pavilion in which ten years 
later Louis XIV, was to be born. He rode up a very quiet street, 
looking to the right and the left to see if he could catch any vestige of 
his beautiful Englishwoman, when from the terrace in front of a pretty 
house, which, according to the fashion of the time, had no window 
toward the street, he saw a face peep out with which he thought he was 
acquainted. This person walked along the terrace, which was orna- 
mented with flowers. Planchet made out who it was first. 

“Eh! monsieur!” said he, addressing D’Artagnan, “don’t you re- 
member that face which is gaping about yonder ?” 

“No,” said D’Artagnan, “and yet I am certain it is not the first time 
I have seen it.” 

"'Parbleu! I believe it is not,” said Planchet ; “why, it is poor Lubin, 
the lackey of the Count de Wardes — ^Iie whom you so well accommodated 
a month ago, at Calais, on the road to the governor’s country-house.” 

“So it is !” said D’Artagnan ; “I know him now. Do you think he 
would recollect you?” 

“Ma joi! monsieur, he was in such trouble, that I don’t think he can 
have retained a very dear recollection of me.” 

“Well, go and get into conversation with him, and make out, if 
you can, whether his master is dead or not,” 

Planchet dismounted, and went straight up to Lubin, who did not 
at all remember him, and the two lackeys began to chat with the best 
understanding possible; while D’Artagnan turned the two horses into 
a lane, and went round the house, coming back to watch the conference 
from behind a hedge of nut-trees. 

At the end of an instant’s observation he heard the noise of a carriage, 
and speedily saw that of milady stop opposite to him. He could not 
be mistaken — ^milady was in it. D’Artagnan stooped down upon the 
neck of his horse, in order that he might see without being seen. 
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Milady put her charming fair head out of the window, and gave 
her orders to her female attendant. 

The latter, a pretty girl of about twenty years of age, active and 
lively, the true soubrette of a great lady, jumped from the step— upon 
which, according to the custom of the time, she was seated — ^and took 
her way toward the terrace upon which D’Artagnan had perceived Lubin. 

D’Artagnan followed the soubrette with his eyes, and saw her go 
toward the terrace. But it happened that some one in the house called 
Lubin, so that Planchet remained alone, looking in all directions for his 
master. 

The femme de chambre approached Planchet, whom she took for 
Lubin, and holding out a little billet to him — 

“For your master,” said she. 

“For my master ?” replied Planchet, in astonishment. 

“Yes — ^and of consequence — ^take it quickly.” 

Thereupon she ran toward the carriage, which had turned round 
toward the way it came, jumped upon the step and the carriage drove off. 

Planchet turned the billet on all sides ; then accustomed to passive 
obedience, he jumped down from the terrace, ran toward the lane, and 
at the end of twenty paces met D’Artagnan, who, having seen all, w^as 
coming to him. 

“For you, monsieur,” said Planchet, presenting the billet to the 
young man. 

“For me !” said D’Artagnan, “are you sure of that?” 

‘^Pardieu! monsieur, I can’t be more sure. The soubrette said "For 
your master ' ; I have no other master bqt you ; so — o. pretty little lass, 
ma foi! is that soubrette !” 

D’Artagnan opened the letter, and read these words : 

“A person who takes more interest in you than she is willing to con- 
fess, wishes to know on what day it will suit you to walk in the forest? 
To-morrow, at the Hotel du Champ du Drap d’Or, a lackey in black and 
red will wait for your reply.” 

“Oh! oh!” said D’Artagnan, “this is rather warm; it appears that 
milady and I are anxious about the health of the same person. Well, 
Planchet, how is the good M. de Wardes ! he is not dead, then?” 

“Oh, no monsieur, he is as well as a man can be with four sword- 
wounds in his body ; for you, without question, inflicted four upon the 
dear gentleman, and he is still very weak, having lost almost all his blood. 
As I said, monsieur, Lubin did not know me, and told me our adventure 
from one end to the other.” 

“Well done, Planchet ! you are the king of lackeys. Now jump up 
on 3''Our horse, and let us overtake the carriage.” 

They soon effected this. At the end of five minutes they perceived 
the carriage drawn up by the roadside: a cavalier, richly dressed, was 
close to the coach door. 

The conversation between milady and the cavalier was so animated 
that D’Artagnan stopped on the other side of the carriage without any 
one but the pretty soubrette being aware of his presence. 
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The conversation took place in English — a language which D’Ar- 
tagnan could not understand ; but by the accent the young man plainly 
saw that the beautiful Englishwoman was in a great rage : she terminated 
it by an action which left no doubt as to the nature of this conversation — 
this was a blow wdth her fan, applied with such force that the little femi- 
nine weapon flew into a thousand pieces. 

The cavalier broke into a loud laugh, which appeared to exasperate 
milady still more. 

D’Artagnan thought this was the moment to interfere ; he approached 
the other door, and taking off his hat respectfully — 

“Madame,” said he, “will you permit me to offer you my services? 
It appears to me that this cavalier has made you very angry. Speak one 
word, madame, and I take upon myself to punish him for the want of 
courtesy.” 

At the first word, milady turned round, looking at the young man 
with astonishment ; and when he, had finished ; 

“Monsieur,” said she, in very good French, “I should with great con- 
fidence place myself under your protection, if the person with whom I 
quarrel were not my brother.” 

“Ah! excuse me, then,” said D’Artagnan, “you must be aware that I 
was ignorant of that, madame 1” 

“What is that stupid fellow troubling himself about?” cried the 
cavalier, whom milady had designated as her brother, stooping down to 
the height of the coach window — “why does not he go about his own 
business ?” 

“Stupid fellow yourself I” said D’Artagnan, stooping in his turn on 
the neck of his horse, and answering on his side through the carriage 
window. “I do not go on, because it pleases me to stop here.” 

The cavalier addressed some words in English to his sister. 

“I speak to you in French,” said D’Artagnan; “be kind enough, then, 
to reply to me in the same language. You are madame’s brother, I learn 
— ^be it so ; but, fortunately, you are not mine.” 

It might be thought that milady, timid as women are in general, would 
have interposed in this commencement of mutual provocations, in order 
to prevent the quarrel from going too far ; but, on the contrary, she threw 
herself back in her carriage, and called out coolly to the coachman, “Go 
on — ^liome!” 

The pretty soubrette cast an anxious glance at D’Artagnan, whose 
good looks seemed to have made an impression upon her. 

The carriage went on, and left the two men in face of each other; 
no material obstacle separated them. 

The cavalier made a movement as if to follow the carriage ; but D’Ar- 
tagnan, whose anger, already excited, was much increased by recognizing 
in him the Englishman of Amiens, who had won his horse and was very 
near winning his diamond of Athos, caught at his bridle and stopped him. 

“Well, monsieur !” said he ; “you appear to be more stupid than I am, 
for you forget there is a little quarrel to arrange between us two.” 
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“Ah! ah!” said the Englishman; “is it you, my master? It seems 
you must always be playing some game or other.” 

“Yes; and that reminds me that I have a revenge to take. We will 
see, my dear monsieur, if you can handle a sword as skillfully as you can 
a dice-box.” 

“You see plainly that I have no sword,” said the Englishman. “Do 
you wish to play the braggart with an unarmed man ?” 

“I hope you have a sword at home ; but, at all events, I have two, and, 
if you like, I will throw with you for one of them.” 

“Quite unnecessary,” said the Englishman ; “I am well furnished with 
such sorts of playthings.” . . 

“Very well! my worthy gentleman,” replied D’Artagnan; “pick out 
the longest, and come and show it to me this evening.” 

“Where?” 

“Behind the Luxembourg ; that’s a charming spot for such amuse- 
ments as the one I propose to you.” 

“That will do ; I will be there.” 

“Your hour ?” 

“Six o’clock.” 

“Apropos, you have probably one or two friends ?” 

“Humph ! I have three who would be honored by joining in the sport 
with me.” 

“Three ! that’s fortunate ! That falls out oddly ! Three is just my 
number !” 

“Now then, who are you?” asked the Englishman. 

“I am M. d’Artagnan, a Gascon gentleman, serving in the guards, in 
the company of M. Dessessarts. And you?” 

“I am the Lord de Winter, Baron of Scheffield.” 

“Well, then, I am your servant, Monsieur le Baron,” said D’Ar- 
tagnan, “though you have names rather difficult to recollect.” 

And touching his horse with the spur, he cantered back to Paris. 

As he was accustomed to do in all cases of any consequence, D’Ar- 
tagnan went straight to the residence of Athos. 

He found Athos reclining upon a large sofa, where he was waiting, 
as he said, for his equipment to come and find him. 

Pie related to Athos all that had passed, except the letter to M. de 
Wardes. 

Athos -was delighted to find he was going to fight an Englishman. 
We are aware that that was his dream. 

They immediately sent their lackeys for Porthos and Aramis, and, on 
their arrival, made them acquainted with the affair in hand. 

Porthos drew his sword from the scabbard, and made passes at the 
wall, springing back from time to time, and making contortions like a 
dancer. 

Aramis, who was constantly at work at his poem, shut himself up in 
Athos’ closet, and begged not to be disturbed before the moment of draw- 
ing swords. 

Athos by signs desired Grimaud to bring another bottle of wine. 
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And D’Artagnan employed himself in arranging a little plan, of which 
we shall hereafter see the execution, and which promised him some agree- 
able adventure, as might be seen by the smiles which from time to time 
passed over his countenance, the thoughtfulness of which they enlivened. 



The hour being come, they, with their four lackeys, repaired to a 
spot behind the Luxembourg given up to the feeding of goats. Athos 
threw a piece of money to the goat-keeper to remove his flock to a dis- 
tance. The lackeys were charged to act as sentinels. 

A silent party soon drew near to the same enclosure, penetrated into 
it, and joined the musketeers : then, according to the English custom, the 
presentations took place. 

The Englishmen were all men of rank ; consequently, the extraordi- 
nary names of their adversaries were, for them, not only a matter of 
surprise, but of uneasiness. 

“But, after all this,” said Lord de Winter, when the three friends had 
been named, “we do not know who you are; as gentlemen, we cannot fight 
with such ; why, they are nothing but shepherd’s names.” 

“Therefore your lordship may suppose they are only assumed names.” 
said Athos. 
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“Which only gives us a greater desire to know the real ones/’ replied 
milord. 

“You gambled very willingly with us without knowing our names,” 
said Athos, “as is plain by your having won our horses.” 

“That is true, but we then only risked our pistoles ; this time we risk 
our blood : we play with anybody, but we only fight with our equals.” 

“And that is but just,” said Athos, and he took aside that one of the 
four Englishmen with whom he was to fight, and communicated his name 
in a low voice. 

Porthos and Aramis did the same. 

“Does that satisfy you ?” said Athos to his adversary ; “do you think 
me sufficiently noble to do me the honor of crossing swords with me ?” 

“Yes, monsieur,” said the Englishman, bowing. 

“Weill now shall I tell you another thing?” said Athos coolly. 

“What is that ?” replied the Englishman. 

“Why, that is, that you would have acted much more wisely if you 
had not required me to make myself known.” 

“Why so?” 

“Because I am believed to be dead, and have reason for wishing no- 
body should know I am living, so that I shall be obliged to kill you to 
prevent my secret getting wind.” 

The Englishman looked at Athos, believing that he was joking, but 
Athos was not joking the least in the world. 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, addressing at the same time his companions 
and their adversaries, “are we ready ?” 

“Yes !” answered the Englishmen and the Frenchmen, as with one 
voice. 

“Guard, then !” cried Athos. 

And immediately eight swords glittered in the rays of the setting sun, 
and the combat began with an animosity very natural to men who had 
been twice enemies. 

Athos fenced with as much calmness and method as if he had been 
practicing in a school. 

Porthos, corrected, no doubt, of his too great confidence by his adven- 
ture of Chantilly, played with finesse and prudence. 

Aramis, who had the third canto of his poem to finish made all the 
dispatch of a man very much pressed for time. 

Athos, the first, killed his adversary : he hit him but once, but, as he 
had foretold, that hit was a mortal one — the sword passed through his 
heart. 

Porthos, the second, stretched his upon the grass, with a wound 
through his thigh ; and as the Englishman, without making any further 
resistance, then surrendered his sword, Porthos took him up in his arms 
and carried him to his carriage. 

Aramis pushed his so vigorously that after going back many paces, 
he finished by fairly taking to his heels, and disappeared amid the hooting 
of the lackeys. 

As to D Artagnan, he fought purely and simply on the defensive ; and 
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when he saw his adversary pretty well fatigued, with a vigorous side- 
thrust he twisted the sword from his gmsp, and sent it glittering into the 
air. The baron finding himself disanned, gave two or three paces back, 
but in this movement, his foot slipped and he fell. 

D’Artagnan was over him at a bound, and pointing his sword to his 
throat: 

“I could kill you, milord,” said he to the Englishman ; “you are com- 
pletely at my mercy, but I spare your life for the sake of your sister.” 

D’Artagnan was at the height of joy; he had realized the plan which 
he had fancied, the development of which had produced the smiles upon 
his face we mentioned. 

The Englishman, delighted at having to do with a gentleman of such 
a kind disposition, pressed D’Artagnan in his arms and paid a thousand 
compliments to the three musketeers, and as Porthos’ adversary was 
already installed in the carriage, and as Aramis’ had run away, they had 
nothing to think about but the defunct. 

As Porthos and Aramis were undressing him in the hope of finding 
his wound not mortal, a large purse dropped from his clothes. D’Ar- 
tagnan picked it up and held it out to Lord de Winter. 

“What the devil would you have me to do with that?” said the 
Englishman. 

“You can restore it to his family,” said D’Artagnan. 

“His family will care vastly about such a trifle as that ! his family will 
inherit fifteen thousand louis a year from him : keep the purse for your 
lackeys. 

D’Artagnan put the purse into his pocket. 

“And now, my young friend, if you will permit me, I hope to give you 
that name,” said Lord de Winter, “on this very evening, if agreeable to 
you, I will present you to my sister. Lady Clarik ; for I am desirous that 
she should take you into her good graces ; and as she is not in bad odor 
at court, she may perhaps, on some future day, speak a word that will 
not prove useless to you.” 

D’Artagnan blushed with pleasure, and bowed a sign of assent. 

At this time Athos came up to D’Artagnan : 

“What do you mean to do with that purse ?” whispered he. 

“Why, I meant to pass it over to you, my dear Athos.” 

“Me Lwhy to me ?” 

“The devil ! why you killed him, didn’t you ? They are the spolia 
opima.” 

“I, the heir of an enemy !” said Athos, “for whom then do you take 
me?’’ 

“It is the custom in war,” said D’Artagnan, “why should it not be the 
custom in a duel ?” 

“Even on the field of battle, I have never done that.” 

Porthos shrugged his shoulders ; Aramis by a movement of his lips 
applauded the opinion of Athos. 

“Then,” said D’Artagnan, “let us give the money to the lackeys, as 
Lord de Winter desired us to do.” 
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“Yes,” said Athos, “let us give the money to the lackeys, but not to 
our lackeys, to the lackeys of the Englishmen.” 

Athos took the purse, and threw it into the hand of the coachman. 

“For you and your comrades,” said he. 

This greatness of spirit in a man who was quite destitute, struck even 
Porthos, and this trait of French generosity repeated by Lord de Winter 
and his friend, was highly applauded by every one, except MM. Grimaud, 
Bazin, Moiisqueton, and Planchet. 

Lord de Winter, on quitting D’Artagnan, gave him his sister's 
address ; she lived, No. 6, Place Royale, then the fashionable quarter, and 
undertook to call and take him with him in order to introduce him. 
D’Artagnan appointed eight o’clock at Athos’ residence. 

This introduction to Lady Clarik occupied the head of our Gascon 
greatly. He remembered in what a strange manner this woman had 
hitherto been mixed up in his destiny. According to his conviction, she 
was some creature of the cardinal’s, and yet he felt himself invincibly 
drawn toward her by one of those sentiments for which we cannot 
account. His only fear was that milady would recognize in him the man 
of Meung and of Dover. Then she knew that he was one of the friends 
of M. de Treville, and, consequently, that he belonged body and soul to 
the king, which would make him lose a part of his advantage, since when 
known to milady as he knew her, he played only an equal game with her. 
As to the commencement of an intrigue between her and M. de Wardes, 
our presumptuous hero gave but little heed to that although the marquis 
was young, handsome, rich, and high in the cardinal’s favor. It is not 
for nothing we are but twenty years old, particularly if we were born at 
Tarbes. 

D’Artagnan began by making his most splendid toilette ; then returned 
to Athos’, and, according to custom, related everything to him. Athos 
listened attentively to his projects; then, shook his head, and recom- 
mended prudence to him with a shade of bitterness. 

“What!” said he, “you have just lost one woman, who, you say, was 
good, charming, perfect, and here you are, running headlong after an- 
other I” 

D'Artagnan felt the truth of this reproach. 

“I loved Madame Bonacieux with my heart, while I only love milady 
with my head,” said he ; “by getting introduced to her, my principal object 
is to ascertain what part she plays at court.” 

“The part she plays at court, pardieu! it is not difficult to divine that 
after all you have told me. She is some emissary of the cardinal’s ; a 
woman who will draw you into a snare, in which you will leave your 
head.” 

“The devil ! my dear Athos, you view things on the dark side, me- 
thinks.” 

“D’Artagnan, I mistrust women : can it be otherwise ! I bought my 
experience dearly — ^particularly fair women. Milady is fair, you say?” 

“She has the most beautiful light hair imaginable!” 

“Ah! my poor D’Artagnan!” said Athos. 
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“Well, but listen to me : I want to be enlightened on a subject : then, 
when I shall have learned what I desire to know, I will withdraw.” 

“Be enlightened !” said Athos phlegmatically. 

Lord de Winter arrived at the appointed time, but Athos, being 
warned of his coming, went into the other chamber. He found D’Ar- 
tagnan alone then, and as it was nearly eight o’clock, he took the young 
man with him. 

An elegant carriage waited below, and as it was drawn by two excel- 
lent horses, they were soon at the Place Royale. 

Milady Clarik received D’Artagnan ceremoniously. Her hotel was 
remarkably sumptuous; and, while the most part of the English had 
quitted, or were about to quit France, on account of the war, milady had 
just been laying out much money upon her residence ; which proved tliat 
the general measure which drove the English from France did not affect 
her. 

“You see,” said Lord de Winter, presenting D’Artagnan to his sister, 
“a young gentleman who has held my life in his hands, and who has not 
abused his advantage, although we had been twice enemies, although it 
was I who insulted him, and although I am an Englishman. Thank him 
then, madame, if you have any affection for me.” 

Milady frowned slightly, a scarcely visible cloud passed over her brow, 
and so peculiar a smile appeared upon her lips that the young man who 
saw and observed this triple shade idmost shuddered at it. 

The brother did not perceive this ; he had turned round to play with 
milady’s favorite monkey, which had pulled him by the doublet. 

“You are welcome, monsieur,” said milady, in a voice whose singular 
sweetness contrasted with the symptoms of ill-humor which D’Artagnan 
had just remarked — “you have to-day acquired eternal rights to my 
gratitude.” 

The Englishman then turned round, and described the combat with- 
out omitting a single detail. Milady listened with the greatest attention, 
and yet it was easily to be perceived, whatever effort she made to conceal 
her impressions, that this recital was not agreeable to her. The blood rose 
to her head, and her little foot worked with impatience beneath her robe. 

Lord de Winter perceived nothing of this. When he had finished, he 
went to a table upon which was a salver with Spanish wine and glasses. 
He filled two, and by a sign, invited D’Artagnan to drink. 

D’Artagnan knew it was considered disobliging by an Englishman to 
refuse to pledge him ; therefore, drew near to the table, and took the 
second glass. He did not, however, lose sight of milady, and in a mirror 
perceived the change that took place in her face. Now that she believed 
herself to be no longer observed, a sentiment which resembled ferocity 
animated her countenance. She bit her handkerchief with all her might. 

That pretty little soubrette that D’Artagnan had already observed, 
then came in ; she spoke some words to Lord de Winter in English ; and 
he immediately requested D’A:rtagnan’s permission to retire, excusing 
himself on account of the urgency of the business that called him away, 
and charging his sister to obtain his pardon. 
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D’Artagnan exchanged a shake of the hand with Lord de Winter, and 
then returned to milady. Her countenance, with surprising mobility, had 
recovered its gracious expression, but some little red spots upon her hand- 
kerchief indicated that she had bitten her lips till the blood came. Those 
lips were magnificent ! they might be said to be of coral. 

The conversation took a cheerful turn. Milady appeared to be entirely 
recovered. She told D'Artagnan that Lord de Winter was her brother- 
in-law, and not her brother; she had married a younger brother of the 
family, who had left her a widow with one child. This child was the only 
heir to Lord de Winter, if Lord de Winter did not marry . All this showed 
D’Artagnan that there was a veil which enveloped something, but he could 
not yet see under this veil. 

In addition to this, after half an hour’s conversation, D’Artagnan was 
convinced that milady was his compatriot ; she spoke French with an ele- 
gance and a purity that left no doubt on that head. 

D’Artagnan was profuse in gallant speeches and protestations of de- 
votedness, To all the simple things which escaped our Gascon, milady 
replied with a smile of kindness. The hour for retiring arrived. D’Ar- 
tagnan took leave of milady, and left the salon the happiest of men. 

Upon the stairs he met the pretty soubrette, who brushed gently 
against him as she passed, and then, blushing to the eyes, asked his par- 
don for having touched him, in a voice so sweet that the pardon was 
granted instantly. 

D’Artagnan came again on the morrow, and was still better received 
than on the day before. Lord de Winter was not at home, and it was 
milady who this time did all the honors of the evening. She appeared 
to take a great interest in him, asked him whence he came, who were 
his friends, and whether he had not at some time thought of attaching 
himself to M. le Cardinal. 

D’Artagnan who, as we have said, was exceedingly prudent for a 
young man of twenty, then remembered his suspicions regarding milady ; 
he launched into an eulogy of his eminence, and said that he should not 
have failed to enter into the guards of the cardinal instead of the king’s 
guards, if he had happened to know M. de Cavois instead of M. de 
Treville. 

Milady changed the conversation without any appearance of affecta- 
tion, and asked D’Artagnan in the most careless manner possible, if he 
had never been in England. 

D’Artagnan replied that he had been sent thither by M. de Treville, 
to treat for a number of horses, and that he had brought back four as 
specimens. 

Milady, in the course of her conversation, twice or thrice bit her 
lips ; she had to deal with a Gascon who played close. 

At the same hour as the preceding evening D’Artagnan retired. In 
the corridor he again met the pretty Kitty ; that was the name of the 
soubrette. She looked at him with an expression of kindness which it 
was impossible to mistake. But D’Artagnan was so preoccupied by the 
mistress that he remarked nothing but her. 
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D’Artagnan came again on the morrow and the day after that, and 
each day milady gave him a more gracious welcome. 

Every evening, either in the antechamber, the corridor, or on the 
stairs, he met the pretty soubrette. But, as we have said, D’Artagnan 
paid no attention to this. 

CHAPTER XXXIL 
A procureur’s dinner. 

However brilliant had been the part played by Porthos in the duel 
it had not made him forget the dinner of his procureuse. 

On the morrow he received the last polishing brush from the hands 
of Mousqueton, and took his way toward the Rue aux Ours, with the 
step of a man who was doubly in favor with fortune. 

His heart beat, but not like D’Artagnan’s, with a young and impa- 
tient love. No, a more material interest stirred his blood : he was about 
at last to pass that mysterious threshold, to climb those unknown stairs 
by which, one by one, the old crowns of Master Coquenard had ascended. 
He was about to see, in reality, a certain coffer, of which he had twenty 
times beheld the image in his dreams; a coffer, long and deep, locked, 
bolted, fixed in the wall ; a coffer of which he had so often jieard speak, 
and which the hands, a little wrinkled, it is true, but still not without 
elegance, of the procureuse were about to open to his admiring looks. 

And then he, a wanderer on the earth, a man without fortune, a 
man without family, a soldier accustomed to auberges, cabarets, taverns, 
and parades, a lover of wine forced to depend upon chance treats — he 
was about to partake of family meals, to enjoy the pleasures of a com- 
fortable establishment, and to give himself up to those little attentions, 
which the harder one is the more they please, as the old soldiers say. 

To come in quality of a cousin, and seat himself every day at a good 
table, to smooth the yellow, wrinkled brow of the old procureur, to pluck 
the clerks a little by teaching them bassette, passe-dix, and lansquenet, ‘m. 
their utmost finesse, and by winning of them, by way of fee for the 
lesson he would give them in an hour, their savings of a month — all 
this was enormously delightful in prospect of Porthos. 

The musketeer could not forget the evil reports which then prevailed, 
and which indeed have survived them, of the procureurs of the period : 
meanness, stinginess, fasts; but as, after all, excepting some few acts 
of economy, which Porthos had always found very unseasonable, the 
procureuse had been tolerably liberal — ^that is, be it understood, for a pro- 
cureuse — he hoped to see a household of a highly comfortable kind. 

And yet, at the very door, the musketeer began to entertain some 
doubts ; the approach was not such as to prepossess people ; an ill-smell- 
ing, dark passage, a staircase half lighted by bars through which stole 
a glimmer from a neighboring yard ; on the first floor a low door studded 
with enormous nails, like the principal gate of the Grand Chatelet. 

Porthos knocked with his finger ; a tall, pale clerk, with a face shaded 
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by a forest of undipped hair, opened the door, and bowed with the air 
of a man forced to respect in another lofty stature, which indicated 
strength, military dress, which indicated rank, and a ruddy countenance, 
which indicated being accustomed to good living. 

Another shorter clerk behind the first, another taller clerk behind 
the second, another stripling of twelve years old behind the third — in 
all, three clerks and a half, which, for the time, argued a very extensive 
clientage. 

Although the musketeer was not expected before one o’clock, the 
procureuse had been upon the watch ever since twelve, reckoning that 
the heart, or perhaps the stomach of her lover, would bring him before 
his time, 

Madame Coquenard therefore entered the office from the house at 
the same moment that her guest entered from the stairs, and the appear- 
ance of the worthy lady relieved him from an awkward embarrassment. 
The clerks surveyed him with great curiosity, and he, not knowing well 
what to say to this ascending and descending scale, remained mute. 

“It is my cousin !” cried the procureuse ; “come in ! come in ! my dear 
Monsieur Porthos.” 

The name of Porthos produced its effect upon the clerks, who began 
to laugh; but Porthos turned sharply round, and every countenance 
quickly recovered its gravity. 

They arrived in the closet of the procureur, after having passed 
through the antechamber in which the clerks were, and the office in 
which they ought to have been ; this last apartment was a sort of dark 
room, covered with waste paper. On leaving the office, the kitchen was 
on the right, and they entered the principal room, or, as we should now 
say, drawing-room. 

All these chambers, which communicated with each other, did not 
inspire Porthos with the most favorable ideas. Words might be heard 
at a distance through all these open doors ; and then, while passing, he 
had cast a rapid, investigating glance into the kitchen, and he was obliged 
to confess to himself, to the shame of the procureuse, and his own regret, 
that he did not see that fire, that bustle, which, while a good repast is 
about to be produced, prevails generally in that sanctuary of good living. 

The procureur had without doubt been warned of his visit, as he 
expressed no surprise at the sight of Porthos, who advanced toward 
him with a sufficiently familiar air, and saluted him courteously. 

“We are cousins, it appears. Monsieur Porthos?” said the procureur, 
rising, by supporting his weight upon the arms of his cane-chair. 

The old man, enveloped in a large black doublet, in which the whole 
of his slender body was concealed, was brisk and dry ; his little gray 
eyes shone like carbuncles, and appeared, with his grinning mouth, to 
be the only part of his face in which life survived. Unfortunately, the 
legs began to refuse their service to this bony machine; during the last 
five or six months that this weakness had been felt, the worthy pro- 
cureur had nearly become the slave of his wife. 

The cousin was received with resignation, that was all. Master 
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Coquenard firm upon his legs, would have declined all relationship with 
M. Porthos. 

“Yes, monsieur, we are cousins,” said Porthos, without being discon- 
certed, ‘as he had never reckoned upon being received enthusiastically 
by the husband. 

“By the female side, I believe?” said the procureur maliciously. 

Porthos did not feel the ridicule of this, and took it for a piece of 
simplicity at which he laughed in his large mustache. Madame Coque- 
nard, who knew that a simple procureur was a very rare variety in the 
species, smiled a little, and colored a great deal. 

Master Coquenard had, from the arrival of Porthos, frequently cast 
his eyes with great uneasiness upon a large chest placed in front of his 
oak desk, Porthos comprehended that this chest, although it did not 
correspond in shape with that which he had seen in his dreams, must 
be the blessed coffer, and he congratulated himself that the reality was 
several feet higher than the dream. 

Monsieur Coquenard did not carry his genealogical investigations 
any further ; but, withdrawing his anxious look from the chest, and 
fixing it upon Porthos, he contented himself with saying : “Monsieur, 
our cousin, will do us the favor of dining with us once before his de- 
parture for the campaign, will he not, Madame Coquenard?” 

This time, Porthos received the blow right in his stomach, and felt 
it. It appeared, likewise, that Madame Coquenard was no less affected 
by it on her part, for she added : 

“My cousin will not return if he finds that we do not treat him 
kindly ; but, otherwise, he has so little time to pass in Paris, and conse- 
quently to spare to us, that we must entreat him to give us every instant 
he can call his own previously to his departure.” 

“Oh my legs ! my poor legs ! where are you ?” murmured Coquenard, 
and he endeavored to smile. 

This succor, which Porthos received at the moment in which he was 
attacked in his gastronomic hopes, inspired much gratitude in the mus- 
keteer for the procureuse. 

The hour of dinner soon arrived. They passed into the eating-room, 
a large dark apartment situated opposite to the kitchen. 

The clerks who, as it appeared, had smelled unusual perfumes in the 
house, were of military punctuality, and stood with their stools in their 
hands, quite ready to sit down. Their jaws moved preliminarily with 
fearful threatenings. 

“Indeed!” thought Porthos, casting a glance at the three hungry 
clerks, for the lad was not, as might be expected, admitted to the honors 
of the master’s table ; “indeed I in my cousin’s place, I would not keep 
such gluttonous-looking fellows as these! Why, they have the appear- 
ance of shipwrecked sailors who have had nothing to eat for six weeks.” 

Monsieur Coquenard entered, pushed along upon his chair with cas- 
tors by Madame Coquenard, whom Porthos assisted in rolling her hus- 
band up to the table. 
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He had scarcely entered when he began to agitate his nose and his 
jaws after the example of his clerks. 

“Oh, oh !” said he; “here is a potage which is rather inviting !” 

“What the devil can they smell so extraordinary in this potage?” 
said Porthos, at the sight of a pale abundant, but perfectly free 

from meat, and upon the surface of which a few crusts swam about, as 
wide apart as the islands of an archipelago. 

Madame Coquenard smiled, and upon a sign from her every one 
eagerly took his seat. 

Master Coquenard was served first, then Porthos ; afterward Madame 
Coquenard filled her own plate, and distributed the crusts without 
bouillon to the impatient clerks. At this moment the door of the dining- 
room opened of itself with a creak, and Porthos perceived the little 
clerk, who, not being allowed to take part in the feast, ate his dry bread 
in the passage, by which he gave it the double relish of the odors which 
came from the dining-room and the kitchen. 

After the potage the maid brought in a boiled fowl, a piece of mag- 
nificence which caused the eyes of the usual guests to dilate in a manner 
that threatened injury to them. 

“One may see that you love your family, Madame Coquenard,” said 
the procureur, with a smile that was almost tragic : “you are certainly 
treating your cousin very handsomely !” 

The poor fowl was thin, and covered with one of those thick bristly 
skins through which the teeth cannot penetrate with all their efforts. 
The fowl must have been sought for a long time on the perch, to which 
it had retired to die of old age. 

“The devil!” thought Porthos, “this is poor work! I respect old 
age ; but I don’t think much of it boiled or roasted.” 

And he looked round to see if anybody partook of his opinion ; but, 
on the contrary, he saw nothing but eager eyes which were devouring, 
in anticipation, that sublime fowl which was the object of his contempt. 

Madame Coquenard drew the dish toward her, skillfully detached 
the two great black feet, which she placed upon her husband’s plate; 
cut off the neck, which, with the head, she put on one side for herself ; 
raised the wing for Porthos, and then returned to the servant who had 
brought it in, the animal, otherwise intact, and which had disappeared 
before the musketeer had had time to examine the variations which 
disappointment produces upon faces, according to the characters and 
temperaments of those who experience it. 

In the place of the fowl, a dish of haricot beans made its appearance ; 
an enormous dish, in which some bones of mutton, which, at first sight, 
might have been supposed to have some meat on them, pretended to show 
themselves. 

But the clerks were not the dupes of this deceit, and their lugubrious 
looks settled down into resigned countenances. 

Madame Coquenard distributed this dish to the young men with the 
moderation of a good housewife. 

The time for taking wine was come. Master Coquenard poured. 
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from a very small stone bottle, the third of a glass to each of the young 
men, served himself in about the same proportion, and passed the bottle 
to Porthos and Madame Coquenard. 

The young men filled up their third of a glass with water; then, 
when they had drunk half the glass, they filled it up again, and con- 
tinued to do so ; which brought them, by the end of the repast, to the 
swallowing of a drink which, from the color of the ruby, had passed 
to that of a pale topaz. 

Porthos ate his wing of the fowl very timidly, and shuddered when 
he left the knee of the procureuse under the table, as it came in search 
of his. He also drank half a glass of this sparingly served wine, and 
found it to be nothing but that horrible Montreuil, the terror of all prac- 
ticed palates. 

Master Coquenard saw him swallowing this wine undiluted, and 
sighed deeply. 

“Will you eat any of these beans, Cousin Porthos ?” said Madame 
Coquenard, in that tone which says, “Take my advice, don’t touch them.” 

“Devil take me if I taste one of them !” murmured Porthos ; and 
then aloud : 

“Thank you, my dear cousin, I have no more appetite.” 

A general silence prevailed. Porthos was quite at a loss. The pro- 
ctireur repeated several times: 

“Ah ! Madame Coquenard ! accept my compliments ; your dinner has 
been a real feast. Lord ! how I have eaten !” 

Master Coquenard had eaten his potage, the black feet of the fowl, 
and the only mutton bone on which there was the least appearance of 
meat. 

Porthos fancied they were mystifying him, and began to curl his 
mustache and knit his eyebrow; but the knee of Madame Coquenard 
came, and greatly advised him to be patient. 

This silence and this interruption in serving, which were unintelligible 
to Porthos, had, on the contrary, a terrible meaning for the clerks; 
upon a look from the procureur, accompanied by a smile from Madame 
Coquenard, they arose slowly from table, folded their napkins more 
slowly still, bowed, and retired. 

“Go, young men; go and promote digestion by working,” said the 
procureur gravely. 

The clerks being gone, Madame Coquenard rose and took from a 
buffet a piece of cheese, some preserved quinces, and a cake which she 
had herself made of almonds and honey. 

Master Coquenard knitted his eyebrows because there were too 
many good things; Porthos bit his lips because there was not enough 
for a man’s dinner. He looked to see if the dish of beans were gone ; 
the dish of beans had disappeared. 

“A positive feast!” cried Master Coquenard, turning about in his 
chair; “a real feast, epuloe epulorum; Lucullus dines with Lucullus.” 

Porthos looked at the bottle, which was near him, and hoped that 
with wine, bread and cheese, he might make a dinner, but wine was 
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wanting, the bottle was empty ; Monsieur and Madame Coquenard did 
not seem to observe it. 

“This is very fine!” thought Porthos to himself, “I am prettily 
caught!” 

He passed his tongue over a spoonful of preserves, and stuck his 
teeth into the sticky pastry of Madame Coquenard. 

“Now,” said he, “the sacrifice is consummated! Ah! if I had not 
the hopes of having a peep with Madame Coquenard into her husband’s 
chest!” 

Master Coquenard, after the luxuries of such a repast, which he 
called an excess, felt the want of a siesta. Porthos began to hope that 
the thing would take place at the present sitting, and in that same locality ; 
but the procureur would listen to nothing; he would be taken to his 
chamber, and was not satisfied till he was close to his chest, upon the 
edge of which, for still greater precaution, he placed his feet. 

The procureuse took Porthos into an adjoining chamber, and they 
began to lay the basis of reconciliation. 

“You can come and dine three times a week,” said Madame 
Coquenard. 

“Thanks, madame!” said Porthos, “but I don’t like to abuse your 
kindness ; besides, I must think of this equipment.” 

“That’s true,” said the procureuse, groaning — “that unfortunate 
equipment !” 

“Alas ! yes,” said Porthos, “it is so.” 

“But of what, then, does the equipment of your corps consist, Mon- 
sieur Porthos?” 

“Oh! of many things,” said Porthos, “the musketeers are, as you 
know, picked soldiers, and they require many things that are useless to 
the guards or the Swiss.” 

“But yet, detail them to me.” 

“Why, they may amount to said Porthos, who preferred dis- 

cussing the total to taking them one by one.” 

The procureuse waited tremblingly. 

“To how much?” said she, “I hope it does not exceed She 

stopped, speech failed her. 

“Oh! no,” said Porthos, “it does not exceed two thousand five hun- 
dred livres ; I even think that, with economy, I could manage it with 
two thousand livres.” 

“Good God !” cried she, “two thousand livres ! why that is a fortune !” 

Porthos made a most significant grimace; Madame Coquenard un- 
derstood it. 

“I only wish to know the details,” said she, “because having many 
relations in business, I was almost sure of obtaining things at a hundred 
per cent less than you could get them yourself.” 

“Ah! ah!” said Porthos, “if that is what you meant to say?” 

“Yes, my dear Monsieur Porthos; thus, for instance, don't you, in 
the first place want a horse !” 

“Yes, a horse.” 
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“Well, then! I can just suit you/’ 

“Ah !” said Porthos, brightening, “that’s well as regards my horse, 
then ; but I must have the horse appointments complete, which are com- 
posed of objects that a musketeer alone can purchase, and which will not 
amount, besides, to more than three hundred livres.” 

“Three hundred livres ; then put down three hundred livres,” said 
the procureuse, with a sigh. 

Porthos smiled ; it may be remembered that he had the saddle which 
came from Buckingham; the three hundred livres then he reckoned 
upon putting snugly into his pocket. 

“Then,” continued he, “there is a horse for my lackey and my 
valise; as to my arms it is useless to trouble you about them, I have 
them.” 

“A horse for your lackey?” resumed the procureuse, hesitatingly; 
“but that is doing things in a very noble style, my friend.” 

“Well, madame!” said Porthos haughtily; “do you take me for a 
beggar?” 

“No, no ; I only thought that a pretty mule made sometimes as good 
an appearance as a horse, and it seemed to me that by getting a pretty 
mule for Mousqueton ” 

“Well, agreed for a pretty mule,” said Porthos ; “you are right, I 
have seen very great Spanish nobles, whose whole suite were mounted 
on mules. But then you understand, Madame Coquenard, a mule with 
feathers and bells.” 

“Be satisfied,” said the procureuse. 

“Then there remains the valise.” 

“Oh 1 don’t let that disturb you,” cried Madame Coquenard, “my hus- 
band has five or six valises, you shall choose the best; there is one in 
particular, which he prefers himself whenever he travels, large enough 
to hold all the world.” 

“Your valise is then empty?” asked Porthos, with simplicity. 

“Certainly it is empty,” replied the procureuse, really simply, on 
her part. 

“Ah! but the valise I want,” cried Porthos, “is a well-filled one, 
my dear.” 

Madame uttered fresh sighs. Moliere had not written his scene in 
L’Avare then. Madame Coquenard has then the pas of Harpagan. 

In short, the rest of the equipment was successively debated in the 
same manner ; and the result of the sitting was, that Madame Coquenard 
should give eight hundred livres in money, and should furnish the horse 
and the mule, which should have the honor to carry Porthos and Mous- 
queton to glory. 

These conditions being agreed to, Porthos took leave of Madame 
Coquenard. The latter wished to detain him by darting certain tender 
glances; but Porthos urged the comnaands of duty, and the procureuse 
was obliged to give place to the king. 

The musketeer returned home as hungry as a hunter. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

SOUBRETXE AND MISTRESS. 

In the meantime, in spite of the cries of his conscience and the wise 
counsels of Athos, D Artagnan became hourly more in love with milady ; 
thus he never failed to pay his diurnal court to her, and the self-satisfied 
Gascon was convinced that sooner or later, she could not fail to respond 
to him. 

One day when he arrived, with his head in the air, and as light at 
heart as a man who is in expectation of a shower of gold, he found the 
soubrette under the gateway of the hotel ; but this time the pretty Kitty 
was not contented with touching him as he passed ; she took him gently 
by the hand. 

"Good r* thought D’ Artagnan, “she is charged with some message for 
me from her mistress ; she is about to appoint some meeting which she 
had not courage to speak of.” And he looked down at the pretty girl 
with the most triumphant air imaginable. 

“I wish to say three words to you. Monsieur le Chevalier,” stam- 
mered the soubrette. 

“Speak, my dear, speak,” said D’Artagnan ; “I am all attention.” 

“Here ? That’s impossible ; that which I have to say is too long, and 
still more, too secret.” 

“Well, what is to be done?” 

“If Monsieur le Chevalier would follow me ?” said Kitty timidly. 

“Where you please, my pretty little dear.” 

“Come then.” 

And Kitty, who had not let go the hand of D’Artagnan, led him up 
a little dark, winding staircase, and after ascending about fifteen steps, 
opened a door. 

“Come in here. Monsieur le Chevalier,” said she ; “here we shall be 
alone, and can talk safely.” 

“And whose chamber is this, my pretty-faced friend ?” 

“It is mine, Monsieur le Chevalier; it communicates with my mis- 
tress’ by that door. But you need not fear ; she will not hear what we 
say ; she never goes to bed before midnight.” 

D’Artagnan cast a glance around him. The little apartment was 
charming for its taste and neatness; but, in spite of himself, his eyes 
were directed to that door which Kitty said led to milady’s chamber. 

Kitty guessed what was passing in the mind of the young man, and 
heaved a deep sigh. 

“You love my mistress, then, very dearly, Monsieur le Chevalier?” 

“Oh, more than I can say, Kitty ! I am mad for her !” 

Kitty breathed a second sigh. 

“Alas ! monsieur,” said she, “that is a great pity I” 

“What the devil do you see so pitable in it ?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Because, monsieur,” replied Kitty, “my mistress does not love you 
at all.” 
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“Hein !” said D’Artagnan, “can she have charged her to tell me so ?” 

“Oh, no, monsieur ; out of the regard I have for you, I have taken 
upon myself to tell you so.” 

“I am much obliged, my dear Kitty, but for the intention only ; for 
the information, you must agree, is not likely to be very pleasant” 

“That is to say, you don’t believe what I have told you, is it not?” 

“We have always some difficulty in believing such things, my pretty 
dear, were it only from self-love.” 

“Then you don’t believe me ?” 

“Why, I confess that, unless you give me some proof of what you 
advance ” 

“What do you think of this ?” 

And Kitty drew a little note from her bosom, 

“For me ?” said D’Artagnan, seizing the letter. 

“No; for another.” 

“For another ?” 

“Yes.” 

“His name! his name!” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Read the address.” 

“Monsieur le Comte de Wardes.” 

The remembrance of the scene at St, Germain presented itself to the 
mind of the presumptuous Gascon ; as quick as thought he tore open the 
letter, in spite of the cry which Kitty uttered on seeing what he was 
going to do, or, rather, what he was doing. 

“Oh, good Lord ! Monsieur le Chevalier,” said she, “what are you 
doing?” 

“Who — I ?” said D’Artagnan ; “nothing and he read ; 

“You have not answered my first note ; are you indisposed, or have 
you forgot the glances you favored me with at the ball of Madame de 
Guise ? You have an opportunity now, count ; do not allow it to escape.” 

D’Artagnan became very pale : he was wounded in his self-love ; he 
thought that it was in his love. 

“Poor, dear Monsieur D’Artagnan!” said Kitty, in a voice full of 
compassion, and pressing the young man’s hand again. 

“You pity me, my kind little creature?” said D’Artagnan. 

“That I do, and with all my heart; for I know what it is to be in 
love.” 

“You know what it is to be in love?” said D’Artagnan, looking at 
her for the first time with much attention. 

“Alas ! yes.” 

“Well, then, instead of pitying me, you would do much better to 
assist me in revenging myself of your mistress.” 

“And what sort of revenge would you take?” 

“I would triumph over her, and supplant my rival.” 

“I will never help you in that, Monsieur le Chevalier,” said Kitty 
'.warmly, ■■ 

“Why not?” 

“For two reasons,” 
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“What are they?” 

“The first is, that my mistress will never love you.” 

“How do you know that ?” 

“You have offended her to the very heart.” 

“I ? in what can I have offended her ? I, who, ever since I have known 
her, have lived at her feet like a slave! Speak, I beg of you !” 

“I will never confess that but to the man — who should read to the 
bottom of my soul !” 

D’Artagnan looked at Kitty for the second time. The young girl 
was of a freshness and beauty which many duchesses would have pur- 
chased with their coronets. 

“Kitty,” said he, “I will read to the bottom of your soul whenever 
you like ; don’t let that disturb you and he gave her a kiss, at which the 
poor girl became as red as a cherry. 

“Oh, no,” said Kitty, “it is not me you love — it is my mistress you 
love ; you told me so only just now.” 

“And does that hinder you from telling me the second reason?” 

“The second reason, Monsieur le Chevalier,” replied Kitty, em- 
boldened by the kiss in the first place, and still further by the expression 
of the eyes of the young man, “is — ^that in love, every one for herself I” 

Then only D’Artagnan remembered the languishing glances of Kitty, 
her constantly meeting him in the antechamber, the corridor, or on the 
stairs, those touches of the hand every time she did meet him, and her 
deep sighs ; but, absorbed by his desire to please the great lady, he had 
disdained the soubrette ; he whose game is the eagle, takes no heed of the 
sparrow. 

But this time our Gascon saw at a glance all the advantage that 
might be derived from the love which Kitty had just confessed so inno- 
cently — or so boldly : the interception of letters addressed to the Count 
de Wardes, intelligences on the spot, entrance at all hours into Kitty’s 
chamber, which was contiguous to her mistress’. The perfidious deceiver 
was, as may plainly be perceived, already sacrificing in idea the poor 
girl to obtain milady, whether she would or not. 

“Well,” said he to the young girl, “are you willing, my dear Kitty, 
that I should give you a proof of that love of which you doubt ?” 

“What love ?” asked the girl. 

“Of that which I am ready to feel for you.” 

“And what is that proof ?” 

“Are you willing that I should this evening pass with you the time 
I generally spend with your mistress ?” 

“Oh, yes I” said Kitty, clapping her hands, “very willing.” 

“Well, then, come here, my dear,” said D’Artagnan, establishing 
himself in a fauteuil, “come, and let me tell you that you are the prettiest 
soubrette I ever saw !” 

And he did tell her so much, and so well, that the poor girl, who 
asked nothing better than to believe him, did believe him. Nevertheless, 
to D’Artagnan’s great astonishment the pretty Kitty defended herself 
with re.solution. 
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In such conversation time passes very rapidly. Twelve o’clock 
struck, and almost at the same time the bell was rung in milady’s chamber. 

■‘Good God!” cried Kitty, “there is ray mistress calling me! Go, go 
directly I” 

D’Artagnan rose, took his hat as if it had been his intention to obey ; 
then, opening quickly the door of a large closet, instead of that of the 
staircase, he plunged into the midst of robes and lady’s dressing-gowns. 

“What are you doing ?” cried Kitty. 

D’Artagnan, who had secured the key, shut himself up in the closet 
without any reply. 

“Well,” cried milady, in a sharp voice, “are you asleep, that you 
don’t answer when I ring?” 

And D’Artagnan heard the door of communication opened violently. 

Here am I, milady! here am I!” cried Kitty, springing forward to 
meet her mistress. 

Both went into the bedroom, and, as the door of communication 
remained open, D’Artagnan could hear milady for some time scolding 
her maid. She was at length, however, appeased, and the conversation 
turned upon him while Kitty was assisting her mistress to undress. 

“Well,” said milady, “I have not seen our Gascon this evening.” 

“What, milady ! has he not come ?” said Kitty. “Can he be incon- 
stant before being happy ?” 

“Oh, no ; he must have been prevented by M. de Treville or M. Des- 
sessarts, I understand my game, Kitty; I have him safe!” 

“What will you do with him, madame ?” 

“What will I do with him ? Oh, Kitty, there is something between 
that man and me that he is quite ignorant of ; he was very near making 
me lose my credit with his eminence. Oh, I will be revenged for that I” 

“I thought madame loved him !” 

“I love him? I detest him! A simple fool, who held the life of Lord 
de Winter in his hands and did not kill him, by which I missed three 
hundred thousand livres a year!” 

“That’s true,” said Kitty ; “your son was the only heir of his uncle, 
and until his coming of age you would have had the enjoyment of his 
fortune.” 

D’Artagnan shuddered to his very marrow at hearing this apparently 
sweet creature reproach him with that sharp voice, which she took such 
pains to conceal in conversation, for not having killed a man whom he 
had seen load her with kindness. 

“For all this,” continued milady, “I should long ago have revenged 
myself on him, if, and I don’t know why, the cardinal had not requested 
me to conciliate him.” 

“Oh, yes; but madame has not favored the little woman he wa.s so 
fond of?” 

“What! the mercer’s wife of the Rue des Fossoyeurs? Has he not 
already forgotten she ever existed? Fine vengeance that, ma foil” 

A cold sweat broke from D’Artagnan’s brow. Why, this woman 
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was a monster ! He resumed his listening, but unf ortunately the toilet 
was ended. 

“That will do/’ said milady ; “go into your own room, and to<norrow 
endeavor again to obtain me an answer to the letter I gave you.” 

“For M. de Wardes?” said Kitty. 

“To be sure; for M. de Wardes.” 

“Now, there is one,” said Kitty, “who appears to me to be quite a 
different sort of man to that poor M. d’Artagnan.” 

“Go to bed, mademoiselle,” said milady ; “I don’t like comments.” 

D’Artagnan heard the door close, then the noise of two bolts by 
which milady fastened herself in; on her side, but as softly as possible, 
Kitty turned the key of the lock, and then D’Artagnan opened the closet- 
door. 

“Oh, good Lord!” said Kitty, in a low voice, “what is the matter 
with you? How pale you are !” 

“The abominable creature!” murmured D’Artagnan. 

“Silence, silence! begone!” said Kitty; “there is nothing but a wain- 
scot between my chamber and milady’s ; every word that is uttered in 
one can be heard in the other.” 

“That’s exactly the reason I won’t go,” said D’Artagnan. 

“What !” said Kitty, blushing. 

“Or, at least, I will go — later ;” and he put his arm round her waist. 
D’Artagnan’s love for Kitty was little more than an idea of ven- 
geance upon milady. With a little more heart, he might have been 
contented with this new conquest; but the principal features of his 
character were ambition and pride. It must, however, be con- 
fessed, in his justification, that the first use he made of the influence 
he had obtained over Kitty was, to endeavor to find out what had become 
of Madame Bonadeux; but the poor girl swore upon the crucifix to 
D’Artagnan, that she was entirely ignorant on that head, her mistress 
never admitting her into half her secrets, only she believed she was able 
to say she was not dead. 

As to the cause which was near making milady lose the confidence 
of the cardinal, Kitty knew nothing about it ; but this time D’Artagnan 
was better informed than she was : as he had seen milady on board a 
vessel at the moment he was leaving England, he suspected that it was, 
almost without a doubt, on account of the diamond studs. 

But what was clearest in all this was, that the true hatred, the pro- 
found hatred, the inveterate hatred of milady, was increased by his not 
having killed her brother-in-law. 

D’Artagnan came the next day to milady’s, and finding her in a very 
ill-humor, had no doubt that it was having no answer from M. de Wardes 
that provoked her thus. Kitty came in, but milady was very cross with 
her. The poor girl ventured a glance at D’Artagnan, which said “See 
how I suffer on your account !” 

Toward the end of the evening, however, the beautiful lioness be- 
came milder, she smilingly listened to the soft speeches of D'Artagnan, 
and even gave him her hand to kiss. 
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D’Artagnan, at parting, scarcely knew what to think ; but as he was 
a youth not easily imposed upon, while continuing to pay his court to 
milady, he determined to carry out the little plan he had framed in his 
mind. 

He found Kitty at the gate, and, as on the preceding evening, went 
up to her chamber. Kitty had been accused of negligence, and conse- 
quently severely scolded. Milady could not at all comprehend the silence 
of the Count de Wardes, and she ordered Kitty to come at nine o’clock 
in the morning to take a third letter. 

D’Artagnan made Kitty promise to bring him that letter on the fol- 
lowing morning; the poor girl promised all her lover desired; she 
was mad. 

Things passed as they had done the night before : D’Artagnan con- 
cealed himself in his closet, milady called, undressed, sent away Kitty, 
and shut the door. As before, likewise, D’Artagnan returned home at 
five o’clock in the morning. 

At eleven o’clock Kitty came to him : she held in her hand a fresh 
billet from milady. This time the poor girl did not even hesitate at giv- 
ing up the note to D’Artagnan ! she belonged, body and soul, to her hand- 
some soldier. 

D’Artagnan opened the letter, and read as follows : 

“This is the third time I have written to you, to tell you that I love 
you. Beware that I do not write to you a fourth time, to tell you that 
I detest you. 

“If you repent of the manner in which you have acted toward me, 
the young girl who brings you this will tell you how a man of spirit may 
obtain his pardon.” 

D’Artagnan colored and grew pale several times while reading this 
billet. 

“Oh ! you love her still,” said Kitty, who had not taken her eyes oif 
the young man’s countenance for an instant. 

“No, Kitty, you are mistalcen : I do not love her; but I will revenge 
myself for her contempt of me.” 

“Oh ! yes, I know what sort of vengeance ! you told me that !” 

“Of what consequence can it be to you. Kitty ; you know it is you 
alone I love.” 

“How can I be sure of that ?” 

“By the scorn I will throw upon her.” 

D’Artagnan took a pen and wrote : 

“Madame — Until the present moment, I could not believe that it was 
to me your two first letters were addressed, so unworthy did I feel myself 
of such an honor ; besides, I was so seriously indisposed, that I could not, 
in any case, have replied to them. 

“But now I am forced to believe in the excess of your kindness, since 
not only your letter, but your servant, assures me that I have the good 
fortune to be beloved by you. 

“She has no occasion to teach me the way in which a man of spirit 
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may obtain his pardon j I will come and ask mine at eleven o’clock this 
evening. 

“To delay it a single day would be, in my eyes, now, to commit^ a fresh 
offense — He whom you have rendered the happiest of men, 

“Comte DE Wardes.” 

This note was in the first place a forgery ; it was likewise an indeli- 
cacy ; it was even, according to our present manners, something like an 
infamous action ; but at that period, people were not so scrupulous. Be- 
sides, D’Artagnan, from her own admission, knew milady to be treacher- 
ous in matters of more importance, and could entertain no respect for 
her. And yet, notwithstanding this want of respect, he felt an uncon- 
trollable passion for this woman boiling in his veins. Passion drunk with 
contempt ; but passion or thirst, as the reader pleases. 

D’Artagnan’s plan was very simple; by Kitty’s chamber he gained 
that of his mistress ; he would take advantage of the first moment of sur- 
prise, shame and terror; he might fail, but something must be left to 
chance. In eight days the campaign was to open, and he would be com- 
pelled to leave Paris : D’Artagnan had no time for a prolonged love siege. 

“There,” said the young man, handing Kitty the letter, sealed and 
addressed, “give that to milady ; it is the Count de Wardes’ reply.” 

Poor Kitty became as pale as death; she suspected what the letter 
contained. 

“Listen, my dear girl,” said D’Artagnan, “you cannot but perceive 
that all this must end, some way or other ; milady may discover that you 
gave the first billet to my lackey instead of to De Wardes’ ; that it is I 
who have opened the others which ought to have been opened by him ; 
milady will then turn you out of doors, and you know she is not the 
woman to let her vengeance stop there.” 

“Alas !” said Kitty, “for whom have I exposed myself to all that ?” 

“For me, I well Imow, my sweet girl,” said D’Artagnan. “But I am 
grateful.” 

“But what does this note contain?” 

“Milady will tell you.” 

“Ah ! you do not love me,” cried Kitty, “and I am very wretched !” 

In spite of the caresses with which D'Artagnan endeavored to console 
her, Kitty wept for some time before she could be persuaded to give her 
mistress the note ; but she yielded at last. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

IN WHICH THE EQUIPMENT OF ARAMIS AND PORTHOS 
IS TREATED OF. 

Since the four friends had been in search of their equipments, there 
had been no fixed meeting. They dined without each other, wherever 
they might happen to be, or rather, where they could find a dinner. 
Duty, likewise, on its part, took up a considerable portion of the precious 
time which was gliding away so rapidly. Only they had agreed to meet 
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once a week, about one o’clock, at the residence of Athos, seeing that he, 
in agreement with the vow he had formed, did not pass over the threshold 
of his door. 

This was the same day as that on which Kitty went to D’Artagnan, 

Soon as Kitty left him, D’Artagnan directed his steps toward the 
RueFerou. 

He found Athos and Aramis philosophizing. Aramis had some slight 
inclination to resume the cassock. Athos, according to his system, neither 
encouraged nor dissuaded him. Athos was an advocate that every one 
should be left to his own free will. He never gave advice but when it 
was asked ; and even then he required to be asked twice. 

People in general, he said, only asked advice not to follow it or if they 
did follow it, it was for the sake of having some one to blame for having 
given it. 

Porthos arrived a minute after D’Artagnan, and the four friends were 
all assembled. 

The four countenances expressed four different feelings: that of 
Porthos, tranquillity ; that of D’Artagnan, hope ; that of Aramis, uneasi- 
ness ; that of Athos, carelessness. 

At the end of a moment’s conversation, in which Porthos hinted that 
a lady of elevated rank had condescended to relieve him from his emW- 
rassment, Mousqueton entered. He came to request his master to come 
home instantly ; his presence was very urgent. 

"Is it my equipment ?” 

"Yes, and no,” replied Mousqueton. 

“W ell, but can’t you speak ?” 

“Come home, monsieur I” 

Porthos rose, saluted his friends, and followed Mousqueton. 

An instant after, Bazin made his appearance at the door. 

"What do you want with me, my friend?” said Aramis, with that 
mildness of language which was observable in him every time that his 
ideas were directed toward the church. 

"A man wishes to see monsieur at home,” replied Bazin. 

"A man ! what man ?” 

“A mendicant.” 

"Give him alms, Bazin, and bid him pray for a poor sinner.” 

"But this mendicant insists upon speaking to you, and pretends that 
you will be very glad to see him.” 

“Has he sent no particular message for me?” 

"Yes, if M. Aramis hesitates to come,” he said, "tell him I am from 
Tours.” 

"From Tours !” cried Aramis, “a thousand pardons, gentlemen, but 
no doubt this man brings me the news I expected.” 

And rising, he went off at a quick pace. 

There then only remained Athos and D’Artagnan. 

“I believe these fellows have managed their business. What do you 
think, D’Artagnan?” said Athos. 

"I know that Porthos was in a fair way,” replied D’Artagnan; "and 
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as to Aramis, to tell you the truth, I have never been uneasy on his 
account ; but you, my dear Athos, you, who so generously distributed the 
Englishman’s pistoles, which were your legitimate property, what^do you 
mean to do 

“I am satisfied with having killed that man, my good lad, seeing that 
it is blessed bread to kill an Englishman ; but if I had pocketed his pistoles, 
they would have weighed me down like a remorse.” 

“Athos ! Athos ! you have truly inconceivable ideas !” 

“Well, leave that ! What do you think of M. de Treville’s telling me, 
when he did me the honor to call upon me yesterday, that you associated 
with the suspected English, whom the cardinal protects?” 

“That is to say, I visit an Englishwoman ; the one I named to you.” 

“Oh ! ay ! the fair woman, on whose account I gave you advice, which, 
naturally, you took care not to adopt.” 

“I gave you my reasons.” 

“Yes; you look to the connection for your equipment, I think you 
said.” 

“Not at all! I have acquired a certain knowledge that that woman 
was concerned in the carrying off of Madame Bonacieux.” 

“Yes, I understand now; to find one woman you make love to an- 
other ; it is the longest road, but certainly the most amusing.” 

D’Artagnan was on the point of telling Athos all ; but one considera- 
tion restrained him. Athos was a gentleman, and was punctilious in all 
that concerned honor, and there were in all the plans which our lover had 
devised with regard to milady, he was sure, certain things that would not 
obtain his approbation: he was therefore silent, and as Athos was the 
least curious of any man on earth, D’Artagnan’s confidence stopped 
there. 

We will therefore leave the two friends, who had nothing important 
to communicate to each other, to follow Aramis. 

Upon being informed that the person who wanted to speak to him 
came from Tours, we have seen with what rapidity the young man fol- 
lowed, or rather went before Bazin ; he ran without stopping from the 
Rue Ferou to Rue de Vaugirard. 

On entering, he found a man of short stature and intelligent eyes, but 
covered with rags. 

“Did you ask for me ?” said the musketeer. 

“1 wish to speak with Monsieur Aramis: is that your name, 
monsieur?” 

“Yes : you have brought me something ?” 

“Yes, if you can show me a certain embroidered handkerchief?” 

“Here it is,” said Aramis, taking a small key from his breast, and 
opening a little ebony box inlaid with mother-of-pearl ; “here it is, look I” 

“That is right,” replied the mendicant ; “dismiss your lackey.” 

In fact, Bazin, curious to know what the mendicant could want with 
his master, kept pace with him as well as he could, and arrived almost at 
the same time he did ; but this quickness was not of much use to him ; 
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at the hint from the mendicant, his master made him a sign to retire, and 
he was obliged to obey. 

Bazin being gone, the mendicant cast a rapid glance around him, in 
order to'^be sure that nobody could either see or hear him, and opening 
his ragged vest, badly held together by a leather strap, he began to unsew 
the upper part of his doublet, from which he drew a letter, 

Aramis uttered a cry of joy at the sight of the seal, kissed the super- 
scription with an almost religious respect, and opened the epistle, which 
contained what follows : 

“My Friend: It is the will of fate that we should be still for some 
time separated ; but the delightful days of youth are not lost beyond re- 
turn. Perform your duty in camp ; I will do mine elsewhere. Accept that 
which the bearer brings you : make the campaign like a handsome true 
gentleman and think of me, who tenderly kiss your dear black eyes ! 

“Adieu ! or rather, au revoirT 

The mendicant continued to unsew his garments ; and drew from amid 
his rags a hundred and fifty Spanish double pistoles, which he laid down 
on the table ; then he opened the door, bowed, and went out before the 
young man, stupefied by his letter, had ventured to address a word to him. 

Aramis then re-perused the letter, and perceived there was a post- 
script. 

“P. S. You may behave politely to the bearer, who is a count and a 
grandee of Spain.” 

“Golden dreams!” cried Aramis. “Oh, beautiful life! yes, we are 
young, yes, we shall yet have happy days ! Oh ! my love, my blood, my 
life ! all, all, all, all are thine, my adored mistress !” 

And he kissed the letter with passion, without even vouchsafing a look 
at the gold which sparkled on the table. 

Bazin scratched at the door, and as Aramis had no longer any reason 
to exclude him, he bade him come in. 

Bazin was stupefied at the sight of the gold, and forgot that he came 
to announce D’Artagnan, who, curious to know who the mendicant could 
be, came to Aramis’ residence on leaving that of Athos. 

Now, as D’Artagnan used no ceremony with Aramis, seeing that 
Bazin forgot to announce him, he announced himself. 

“The devil! my dear Aramis,” said D’Artagnan, “if these are the 
prunes that are sent to you from Tours, I beg you will make my compli- 
ments to the gardener who gathers them,” 

“You are mistaken, friend D’Artagnan,” said Aramis, always on his 
guard, “this is from my bookseller, who has just sent me the price of that 
poem in one-syllable verse which I began yonder.” 

“Ah ! indeed,” said D’Artagnan ; “well, your bookseller is very gener- 
ous, that’s all I can say.” 

“How, monsieur ?” cried Bazin, “a poem sell so dear as that ! it is in- 
credible I You can write as much as you like, you may become equal to 
M. Voiture and M. Benserade. I like that. A poet is as good as an abbe. 
Ah, Monsieur Aramis ! become a poet, I beg of you.” 
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“Bazin, my friend,” said Aramis, “I believe you are interfering with 
my conversation.” 

Bazin perceived he was wrong ; he bowed and went out. 

“Ah !” said D’Artagnan with a smile, “you sell your productions at 
their weight in gold ; you are very fortunate, my friend, but take care, or 
else you will lose that letter which is peeping out from your doublet, and 
which comes, no doubt from your bookseller likewise.” 

Aramis blushed to the eyes, crammed in the letter, and rebuttoiied his 
doublet. 

“My dear D'Artagnan,” said he, “if you please, we will join our 
friends ; as I am rich, we will to-day begin to dine together again, expect- 
ing that you will be rich in your turn.” 

“Ma foi!” said D’Artagnan, with great pleasure. “It is long since we 
have had a good dinner together ; and I, for my part, have a somewhat 
hazardous expedition for this evening, and shall not be sorry, I confess, 
to fortify myself with a few glasses of good old Burgundy.” 

“Agreed, as to the old Burgundy; I have no objection to that,” said 
Aramis, from whom the letter and the gold had removed, as by magic, his 
ideas of retreat. 

And having put two or three double pistoles into his pocket to answer 
the calls of the moment, he placed the others in the ebony box, inlaid 
with mother-of-pearl, in which was the famous handkerchief, which 
served him as a talisman. 

The two friends repaired to Athos’ dwelling ; and he, faithful to his 
vow of not going out, took upon him to order dinner to be brought to 
them; as he was perfectly acquainted with the details of gastronomy, 
D’Artagnan and Aramis made no difficulty in abandoning this impor- 
tant care to him. 

They went to find Porthos, and at the corner of the Rue Bac met 
Mousqueton, who, with a most pitiable air, was driving before him a 
mule and a horse. 

D’Artagnan uttered a cry of surprise, which was not quite free 
from joy. 

“There’s my yellow horse, Aramis,” cried he ; “look at that horse !” 

“Oh, the frightful brute !” said Aramis. 

“Well,” replied D’Artagnan, “upon that very horse I came to Paris.” 

“What, does monsieur know this horse?” said Mousqueton. 

“It is of a singular color,” said Aramis ; “I never saw one with such 
a hide in my life.” 

“I can well believe you did not,” replied D’Artagnan, “and that was 
how I got three crowns for him; it must have been for his hide, for, 
certes, the carcass is not worth eighteen livres. But how did this horse 
come into your hands, Mousqueton?” 

“Pray,” said the lackey, "say nothing about it, monsieur; it is a 
frightful trick played us by the husband of our duchess !” 

“Plow has it come about Mousqueton ?” 

“Why, we are looked upon with a rather favorable eye, by a lady 
of quality, the Duchess of - — —; but, your pardon; my master has com- 
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nianded me to be discreet; she had forced ns to accept, as a little keep- 
sake, a magnificent Spanish genet and an Andalusian mule, which were 
beautiful to look upon ; the husband heard of the affair ; on their way 
he seized the two magnificent beasts which were being sent to us, and 
substituted these horrible animals in their places.” 

“Which you are taking back to him, I suppose?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Exactly so, monsieur !” replied Mousqueton ; “you may well believe 
that we will not accept such steeds as these in exchange for those which 
had been promised to us.” 

“No, pardieu! though I should like to have seen Porthos upon my 
yellow horse ; that would give me an idea of how I looked on my arrival 
in Paris. But don’t let us hinder you, Mousqueton; go, and perform 
your master’s orders. Is he at home?” 

“Yes, monsieur,” said Mousqueton, “but in a very ill humor. Go 
on !” and he continued his way toward the Quai des Grands Augustins, 
while the two friends went to ring at the bell of the unfortunate Porthos. 
He, having seen them crossing the yard, took care not to answer ; and 
they rang in vain. 

In the meanwhile Mousqueton continued on his way, and crossing the 
Pont Neuf, still driving the two sorry animals before him, he reached 
the Rue aux Ours. When arrived there, he fastened, according to the 
orders of his master, both the horse and mule to the knocker of the pro- 
cureur’s door; then, without taking any heed of their future fate, he 
returned to Porthos, and told him that his commission was completed. 

In a short time the two unfortunate beasts, who had not eaten any- 
thing since the morning, made such a noise with the knocker, that the 
procureur ordered his boy-clerk to go and inquire in the neighborhood 
to whom this horse and mule belonged. 

Madame Coquenard recognized her present, and could not at first 
comprehend this restitution ; but the visit of Porthos soon enlightened 
her. The anger which fired the eyes of the musketeer, in spite of his 
efforts to suppress it, terrified his sensitive lover. In fact, Mousqueton 
had not concealed from his master that he had met D’Artagnan and 
Aramis, and that D’Artagnan, in the yellow horse, had recognized the 
Bearnais pony upon which he had come to Paris, and which he had sold 
for three crowns, 

Porthos went away after having appointed a meeting with the pro- 
cureuse in the cloisters of St. Magloire. The procureur, seeing he was 
going, invited him to dinner ; an invitation which the musketeer refused 
with an air of majesty. 

Madame Coquenard repaired trembling to the cloisters of St, Mag- 
loire, for she guessed the reproaches that awaited her there; but she 
was fascinated by the lofty airs of Porthos. 

All that which a man, wounded in his self love, could let fall in the 
shape of imprecations and reproaches upon the head of a woman, Porthos 
let fall upon the bowed head of his procureuse. 

“Alas !” said she, “I did all for the best. One of our clients is a 
horsedealer ; he owes money to the office, and was backward in his pay. 
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I took the mule and the horse for what he owed us ; he assured me that 
they were two noble steeds.’* 

“Well, madame,” said Porthos, “if he owed you more than five 
erowns, your horsedealer is a thief.” 

“There is no harm in endeavoring to buy things cheap. Monsieur 
Porthos,” said the procureuse, seeking to excuse herself. 

“No, madame, but they who so earnestly try to buy things cheap, 
ought to permit others to seek more generous friends.” 

And Porthos, turning on his heels, made a step to retire. 

“Monsieur Porthos! Monsieur Porthos!” cried the procureuse, “I 
have been wrong, I confess it, I ought not to have driven a bargain when 
the matter was, to equip a cavalier like you.” 

Porthos, without reply, retreated a second step. 

The procureuse fancied she saw him in a brilliant cloud, all sur- 
rounded by duchesses and marquises, who cast bags of money at his feet, 

“Stop ! in the name of heaven ! Monsieur Porthos,” cried she ; “stop, 
and let us talk.” 

“Talking with you brings me misfortune,” said Porthos, 

“But, tell me, what do you ask?” 

“Nothing, for that amounts to the same thing as if I asked you for 
something.” 

The procureuse hung herself upon the arm of Porthos, and, in the 
violence of her grief, she cried out : 

“Monsieur Porthos, I am ignorant of all such matters. How should 
I know what a horse is ? How should I know what horse-furniture is ?” 

“You should have left it to me, then, madame, who do know what 
they are: but you would be parsimonious, and consequently, lend at 
usury.” 

“I have done wrong, Monsieur Porthos, but I will repair that wrong, 
upon my word of honor I will.” 

“And how will you do that ?” asked the musketeer. 

“Listen to me. This evening M. Coquenard is going to the house 
of M. Le Due de Chaulness, who has sent for him. It is upon a con- 
sultation, which will last three hours at least; come, we shall be alone, 
and can make up our accounts.” 

“Ah I now that is speaking to the purpose, my dear!” 

“You pardon me, then?” 

“We shall see,” said Porthos majestically. 

And they separated, both saying : “Till this evening,” 

“The devil I” thought Porthos, as he walked away, “It appears I 
am getting nearer to Monsieur Coquenard’s strong box at last.” 

CHAPTER XXXV. 

A GASCON A MATCH FOR CUPID. 

On the morning following the evening so fondly anticipated by both 
Porthos and D’Artagnan, Athos sat chewing the cud of recollection.s in 
which the bitter somewhat predominated over the sweet, when his medi- 
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tations were pleasingly interrupted by the appearance of D’Artagnan. 
We say pleasingly, for two reasons: first, that Athos took particular 
pleasure in the society of the frank, shrewd Gascon; and secondly, that 
though the circumstances of his early life had cast a tinge of melancholy 
over his tone of mind, and altered his habits of existence, there was still 
a spirit of comparative youth and natural buoyancy of temperament, 
which made him hail, as a relief, the society of a man he esteemed so 
greatly as he did D’Artagnan. 

As to the Gascon, he was in exuberant spirits, but spirits which, to 
the cool, observant eye of Athos, seemed rather feverish than natural; 
his eye sparkled, his tongue was voluble, his kugh was loud, but there 
was occasionally a nervous twitching of the muscles of the mouth, and, 
altogether, an uneasiness which denoted that his spirits rdfeembled rather 
the excitement produced by opium or wine, than the overflowing cheer- 
fulness of youth and peace of mind. 

“This seems to have been an auspicious night with you, D’Artagnan/’ 
said Athos. “Did you visit your fascinating Englishwoman ?’’ 

“Oh, yes,” replied D’Artagnan, rubbing his hands, “and my revenge 
is complete.” 

“Ah ?” said Athos gravely. “Beware ! revenge is an awkward pas- 
sion to indulge in ; they who employ it find it a double-edged weapon, 
which, in the recoil, frequently wounds the hand that wields it.” 

‘'Mordieux ! I must confess that I am not quite at ease. Milady has 
a deal more of a Circe than a Venus in her, however beautiful I think 
her. Her very love and its expression have something mysterious in 
them.” 

“Well, we know she was a spy of the cardinal’s,” said Athos. “The 
cardinal does not usually employ lovable people ; few of us would like 
to take either Le Pere Joseph or his dme damnee, Rochefort, to our 
bosoms as confidential friends ; and a woman must be still more to be 
dreaded. With men, we can be on our guard ; against women, never.” 

“Peste !” said D’Artagnan ; “that is it. I almost trembled while I 
loved. She has the strangest expression in her eyes I ever met with. 
Though merely gray eyes, their brilliancy is astonishing ; but that bril- 
liancy is more of the nature of the flash of a meteor, than of the moon- 
like luster we love in women’s eyes. But I will tell you all, and then 
you may judge for yourself.” And with his usual readiness and fluency 
the Gascon related to his attentive friend the adventures of the evening. 

In the first place he recapitulated all that our readers know con- 
cerning the lady’s warm letters to De Wardes, and D’Artagnan 's forged 
reply. 

At this period Athos’ brow became clouded. In general, the eye of 
Athos seemed to turn toward D’Artagnan as the weary look of the town 
drudge seeks a break between the line of houses where he can catch a 
glimpse of green fields and golden sunshine ; but now, it was serious to 
sternness. 

“My dear friend, this is not like you. You are. naturally, no assassin ; 
though anxious to win the fight, you would never forget that honor 
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should be dearer to a combatant than victory. But look at the conse- | 
quence of this victory; for the sake of a momentary gratification, you i 
secure yourself an enemy, and no mean one, depend upon it.” 

“Oh,” said D’Artagnan, “I have felt all that — but — but, A‘hos, you 
know what it is to be under the influence of a beautiful, artful woman.” 

The brow of Athos again darkened. i 

“But proceed,” added he, gravely. 

“Well, at my usual time, about nine o’clock, I presented myself, and 
was almost flattered into hope by my reception. I had never seen her 
look handsomer; her spirits were good, her laugh was cheerful, and 
there was none of that constrained, affected air of politeness of which 
I had before seen so much. But then the devil of jealousy did not fail 
to whisper to me that all this arose from the anticipation of gratified love, 
and was not in any way due to me or my presence. But passion is a bad 
reasoner ; and I said to myself, ‘Well, she may love De Wardes, but if 
she will take all this pains to make herself agreeable to me, I must go 
for something, and she may not take the deception very ill.’ Besides, 
he was hard to be courted ; I was a willing slave.” ^ 

“There, your usually acute philosophy was at fault, D’Artagnan. j 
As a soldier, you ought to know there is more honor from a contested 
victory, than from a too easy surrender. But go on.” 

“Well, I perceived my billet had done its work. Kitty was ordered 
to bring in sherbet. Her mistress’ good-humor extended even to her; 
she spoke more kindly to her than usual, but I could see poor Kitty was 
insensible to it all — her heart seemed full of the idea of my purposed 
revenge. As I witnessed the play of natural feeling in the countenance 
of one of these women, and beheld the artful blandishments of that of 
the other, I was not only tempted to think that fortune had made a mis- ; 
take in their relative positions, but even felt my heart waver, and turn, 
instinctively, from art to nature. But I was committed, and had no 
means of honorable retreat before victory. 

“At ten o’clock milady began to be uneasy. I could plainly see what 
was the matter. She arose, walked about, sat down again, her eyes seem- ' 
ing constantly to reproach the sluggish progress of the pendulum. At ? 

length, as the time drew near, there was no mistaking her; her looks [ 

said, distinctly as words. You have been very agreeable, but it is quite i 
time you were gone. I arose, took my hat, bowed upon her hand, even ' 

ventured to kiss it, all which she not only allowed, but I was astonished , 

to find her beautiful fingers return the respectful pressure of mine. And 
yet, though the fascination still continued, I was not for a moment 
deceived ; there was no partiality for me, not even coquetry in it. 

“ ‘She must love him devilishly,’ thought I, as I descended the stairs. 

“But my poor little Kitty could not find it in her heart to come down 
to meet me; I was obliged to grope my way up the back staircase alone. 

“On reaching the soubrette’s little apartment, I found her seated : 
with her head leaning on her hands, weeping bitterly. She did not notice 
my entrance, but when I went, in a kindly manner, to take her hand, 1 

she broke into an agony of sobbing. I soon found, from her reproaches, i 
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that milady, in the delirium of _her joy, had revealed to her the contents 
of the supposed De Wardes’ billet, and, as a reward for the manner in 
which she had performed her commission, had given her a purse of 
money, u' 

“Kitty, on regaining her chamber, had thrown this purse contemptu- 
ously into a corner, where it lay, disgorging three or four pieces of gold 
upon the carpet. 

“My heart smote me more than I like to own, but my plan lay too 
much at my heart; the only honest thing I could do toward Kitty was 
to give her clearly to understand that I could not draw back, that I must 
go on; only adding, as a sedative, that I was now actuated solely by 
revenge. 

“From some little remains of modesty, milady had Ordered all the 
lights to be extinguished, even in her own charaberj and M. de Wardes 
was to depart before day, in darkness. 

“I had not been many minutes with Kitty before we heard milady 
enter her own chamber, and I quickly ensconced myself in my closet ; 
indeed, Kitty had scarcely pushed me in, when her mistress’ little bell 
rang. Kitty replied to the summons, taking care to shut the door after 
her ; but the wainscot was so thin I could hear almost all both the women 
said. 

“Milady appeared intoxicated with joy. She made Kitty repeat the 
minutest details of her pretended interview with De Wardes ; to which 
poor Kitty returned but broken answers, and I really expected, from 
her tone, she would begin to cry. And yet, so selfish is happiness, milady 
was too much engrossed by her own joy to mark the distress of her poor 
attendant. 

“A few minutes before the appointed hour, milady had all the lights 
put out in her chamber, and dismissed Kitty to hers, with an injunction 
to introduce the count the moment he arrived. 

"You may suppose I did not keep Kitty waiting long. 

“Seeing through a chink of my hiding-place that all was darkness, 
I was at the door of milady’s chamber before Kitty had closed it. 

“ ‘What is that noise?’ said milady. 

“ 'It is I, De Wardes,’ replied I, in a suppressed voice. 

“ 'Well, why does he not come in?’ said milady. 

“Shaking off poor Kitty, with as much kindness as I could, I made 
my way into milady’s chamber. And here, dear Athos, I must confess 
that I scarcely knew which predominated, love or jealousy. I had no 
idea what a man’s feelings would be when he has passionate protesta- 
tions of love poured into his ears, and knows that they are addressed to 
a rival. Oh, what a keen, remorseless tooth has jealousy! Her love 
for De Wardes seems boundless,” 

“Call it not love, D’Artagnan,” said Athos, “it is a desecration of 
the word ; such natures as hers may be susceptible of coarse passion, 
but know nothing of love.” 

“Well, call it what you will, she is intensely in earnest, as you may 
judge. At parting, she forced this ring upon my finger, with a request 
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that I would return her a token of responding affection to-day ; and 
people don’t give such jewels as this away lightly. My heart smote me, 
and I wished to refuse it. She, however, would not hear of that, but 
replied, ‘No, no; keep that ring for my sake; you will render me like- 
wise a greater service than you are aware of by doing so,’ and her voice 
was agitated as she spoke. What the latter part of her speech meant, 
I don’t know ; but she is full of mysteries, I remember the ring ; it is, 
as you see, a magnificent sapphire, surrounded by brilliants. At that 
moment I felt ready to reveal everything, but very strangely, she added ; 

“ ‘Poor dear angel! whom the monster of a Gascon was so near 
killing,’ 

“Comfortable, this! to know I was the monster, 

“ ‘Do you ’suffer much from your wounds?’ continued she. 

“ ‘Yes, a great deal,’ said I, scarcely knowing what to answer. 

“ ‘Be satisfied,’ murmured she ; ‘I will avenge you, and cruelly.’ 

“ ‘Peste 1’ thought I to myself ; ‘the time for confidence has not yet 
come. At our parting, which was a passionate one, another interview 
was agreed upon for next week.’ ” 

“Your milady is doubtless an infamous creature. But since you men- 
tioned it, my attention has been engrossed by your ring,” said Athos. 

“I saw you were looking at it; it is handsome, is it not?” said D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“Yes,” said Athos, “magnificent. It reminds me of a family jewel; 
I did not think two sapphires of such a fine water existed. And she 
gave you that ring, do you say.” 

“Yes, my beautiful Englishwoman, or rather Frenchwoman, for I am 
sure she was born in France, took it from her own finger and forced it 
onto mine.” 

“Let me look at it,” said Athos ; and, as he took it and examined it, 
he became very pale. He tried it on his little finger, which it fitted as if 
made for it. 

A shade of anger and vengeance passed across his usually calm brow. 

“It is impossible it can be she,” said he. “How could this ring come 
into the possession of Lady Clarik? And yet it is difficult to suppose 
such a resemblance should exist between two jewels.” 

“Do you know this ring?” said D’Artagnan. 

“I thought I did,” replied Athos; “but, no doubt, was mistaken.” 

And he returned D’Artagnan the ring, without, however, ceasing 
to look at it. 

“Pray,” said Athos, after a minute, “either take off that ring, or turn 
the collet inside; it recalls such recollections that I cannot keep my head 
cool enough to converse with you. But stop, let me look at that ring 
again ; the one I mentioned to you had one of its faces scratched.” 

D’Artagnan took off the ring, giving it again to Athos. 

Athos started. “Look ?” said he, “is it not strange ?” and he pointed 
out to D’Artagnan the scratch he had remembered. 

“But from whom did this ring come to you, Athos ?” 

“From my mother, who inherited it from her mother.” 



Alexander Dumas 283 

“And you — sold it ?” asked D’Artagnan, hesitatingly. 

“No,” replied Athos, with a singular smile ; “I gave it away in a love 
affair, as it has been given to you.” 

D’Artagnan became pensive in his turn. He took back the ring, but 
put it into his pocket, and not on his finger, 

“D’Artagnan,” said Athos, taking his hand, “you know I love you; 
if I had a son, I could not love him better. Take my advice, renounce 
this woman.” 

“You are right,” said D’Artagnan. “I have done with her; she terri- 
fies me.” 

“Shall you have the courage?” said Athos. 

“I shall,” replied D’Artagnan ; “and instantly.” 

“In truth, my young friend, you will act rightly, and God grant that 
this woman, who has scarcely entered into your life, may not leave a 
terrible trace in it !” 

And Athos bowed to D’Artagnan, like a man who wishes to be left 
alone with his thoughts. 

On reaching home, D’Artagnan found Kitty waiting for him. 

She was sent by her mistress to the false De Wardes. Her mistress 
was mad with love ; she wished to know when her lover would meet her 
again. And poor Kitty, pale and trembling, awaited D’Artagnan’s reply. 
The counsels of his friend, joined to the cries of his own heart, made him 
determine, now his pride was saved and his vengeance satisfied, not to see 
milady again. As a reply, he wrote the following letter ; 

“Do not depend upon me, madame, for the next meeting ; since my 
convalescence I have so many affairs of this kind on my hands, that I am 
forced to regulate them a little. When your turn comes^I shall have the 
honor to inform you of it. I kiss your hands. De Wardes.” 

Not a word about the ring. Was the Gascon determined to keep it as 
a weapon against milady ; or else, let us be frank, did he not reserve the 
jewel as a last resource for the equipment ? We should be wrong to judge 
of the actions of one period from the point of view of another. That 
which would now be considered as disgraceful to a gentleman, was at that 
time quite a simple and natural affair, and the cadets of the best families 
were frequently kept by their mistresses. D’Artagnan gave the open let- 
ter to Kitty, who at first was unable to comprehend it, but who became 
almost wild with joy on reading it a second time. She could scarcely 
believe in her happiness ; and whatever might be, considering the violent 
character of milady, the danger which the poor girl incurred in giving this 
billet to her mistress, she ran back to the Place Royale as fast as her legs 
could carry her. 

Milady opened the letter with eagerness: but at the first words she 
read she became livid ; she crushed the paper in her hand, and turning 
with flashing eyes upon Kitty : 

“What is this letter ?” cried she. 

“The answer to madame’s,” replied Kitty, all in a tremble, 

“Impossible!” cried milady; “it is impossible a gentleman could have 
written such a letter to a woman,” Then all at once, starting : 
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“My God !” cried she, “can he have — and she stopped. She ground 
her teeth; she was of the color of ashes. She endeavored to go toward 
the window for air, but she could only stretch forth her arras, her legs 
failed her, and she sank into a jauteuiL Kitty, fearing she Wes'" going to 
faint, hastened toward her, and was beginning to open her dress; but 
milady started up, pushing her away. 

“What do you want with me ?” said she ; “and why do you place your 
hand on me ?“ 

“I thought you were going to faint, milady,” answered the terrified 

girl 

“I faint ! I ! 1 1 do you take me for a weak, silly woman, then ? When 
I am insulted I,do not faint, I avenge myself !” 

And she made a sign for Kitty to leave the room. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

DREAM OF VENGEANCE. 

That evening milady gave orders that when M. d’Artagnan came as 
usual, he should be immediately admitted. But he did not come. 

The next day Kitty went to see the young man again, and related to 
him all that had passed on the preceding evening : D’Artagnan smiled ; 
this jealous anger of milady was his revenge. 

That evening milady was still more impatient than on the preceding 
one; she renewed the order relative to the Gascon; but, as before, she 
expected him in vain. 

The next morning, when Kitty presented herself at D’Artagnan’s resi- 
dence, she was no longer joyous and alert, as she had been on the two 
preceding days, but on the contraity, as sad as possible. 

D’Artagnan asked the poor girl what was the matter with her, but 
she, as her only reply, drew a letter from her pocket and gave it to him. 

This letter was in milady’s handwriting, only this time it was ad- 
dressed to M. d’Artagnan, and not to M. de Wardes. 

He opened it, and read as follows : 

“Dear Monsieur d’Artagnan : It is wrong thus to neglect your 
friends, particularly at the moment you are about to leave them for so 
long a time. My brother-in-law and myself expected you yesterday and 
the day before, but in vain. Will it be the same this evening ? 

“Your very grateful 

“Lady Clarik.” 

“That’s all very simple,” said D'Artagnan; “I expected this letter. 
My credit rises by the fall of that of the Count de Wardes.” 

“And will you go?” asked Kitty. 

“Listen to me, my dear girl,” said the Gascon, who sought for an ex- 
cuse in his own eyes for breaking the promise he had made Athos ; “you 
must understand it would be impolitic not to accept such a positive invita- 
tion. Milady, at not seeing me come again, would not be able to under- 
stand what could cause the interruption of my visits, and might suspect 
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something; who could say how far the vengeance of such a woman 
would go?” 

“Oh dear ! oh dear I” said Kitty, “you know how to represent things 
in such a' way that you are always in the right. You are going now to 
pay your court to her agam, and if, this time, you succeed in pleasing her 
in your own name and with your own face, it will be much worse than 
before,” 

Instinct caused poor Kitty to guess a part of what was going to 
happen. 

D’Artagnan reassured her as well as he could, and promised to remain 
insensible to the seductions of milady. 

He desired Kitty to tell her mistress that he could not more grateful 
for her kindnesses than he was, and that- he would be obedient to her 
orders : but he did not dare to write, for fear of not being able, to such 
experienced eyes as those of milady, to disguise his writing sufficiently. 

As nine o’clock struck, D’Artagnan was at the Place Royale. It was 
evident that the servants who waited in the antechamber were warned, for 
as soon as D’Artagnan appeared, before even he had asked if milady were 
invisible, one of them ran to announce him, 

“Show him in,” said milady, in a quick tone, but so piercing that 
D’Artagnan heard her in the antechamber. 

He was introduced. 

“I am at home to nobody,” said milady ; “observe, to nobody.” 

The servant went out. 

D’Artagnan cast an inquiring glance at milady. She was pale, and her 
eyes looked red, either from tears or want of sleep. The number of lights 
had been intentionally diminished, but the young woman could not con- 
ceal the traces of the fever which had devoured her during the last two 
days. 

D’Artagnan approached her with his usual gallantry. She then made 
an extraordinary effort to receive him, but never did a more distressed 
countenance give the lie to a more amiable smile. 

To the questions which D’Artagnan put concerning her health : 

“HI !” replied she, “very ill !” 

“Then,” replied he, “my visit is ill-timed ; you, no doubt, stand in need 
of repose, and I will not intrude longer.” 

“No, no,” said milady ; “on the contrary. Stay, Monsieur d’Artagnan, 
your agreeable company will divert me.” 

“Oh ! oh !” thought D’Artagnan. “She has never been so kind before. 
I must be on my guard.” 

Milady assumed the most agreeable air possible, and conversed with 
more than her usual brilliancy. At the same time the fever, which for an 
instant abandoned her, returned to give luster to her eyes, color to her 
cheeks, and vermilion to her lips. D’Artagnan w'as again in the presence 
of the Circe who had before surrounded him with her enchantments. His 
love, which he believed to be extinct, but which was only asleep, awoke 
again in his heart. Milady smiled, and D’Artagnan felt that he could 



286 The Three Musketeers 

damn himself for that smile. There was a moment at which he felt some- 
thing like remorse. 

By degrees, milady became more communicative. She asked D’Ar- 
tagnan if he had a mistress. " 

“Alas!” said D’Artagnan, with the most sentimental air he could 
assume, “can you be cruel enough to put such a question to me; to me, 
who, from the moment I saw you, have only breathed and sighed by you 
and for you I” 

Milady smiled with a strange smile. 

"Then you do love me?” said she. 

“Have I any need to tell you so? can you have failed to perceive it?” 

"Perhaps ^ have ; but you know, the more hearts are worth the cap- 
ture, the more difficult they are to be won.” 

“Oh I difficulties do not affright me,” said D’Artagnan. "I shrink be- 
fore nothing but impossibilities.” 

“Nothing is impossible,” replied milady, “to true love.” 

“Nothing, madame?” 

“Nothing,” replied milady. 

“The devil!” thought D’Artagnan. “The note is changed. Can she 
be going to fall in love with me, by chance, this fair inconstant, and be 
disposed to give me myself another sapphire like that which she gave me 
for De Wardes.” 

D’Artagnan drew his seat nearer to milady’s. 

“Well, now, let us see what you would do to prove this love of which 
you speak.” 

“All that could be required of me. Order — am ready.” 

“For everything ?” 

“For everything,” cried D’Artagnan, who knew beforehand that he 
had not much to risk in engaging himself thus. 

“Well, now let us talk a little seriously,” said milady, in her turn 
drawing her fauteuil nearer to D’Artagnan’s chair. 

“I am all attention, madame,” said he. 

Milady remained thoughtful and undecided for a moment ; then, as if 
appearing to have formed a resolution : 

“I have an enemy,” said she. 

“You, madame!” said D’Artagnan, affecting surprise; “is that pos- 
sible ? My God ! good and beautiful as you are !” 

“A mortal enemy.” 

“Indeed!” 

“An enemy, who has insulted me so cruelly, that between him and me 
it is war to the death. May I reckon on you as an auxiliary ?” 

D’Artagnan at once perceived what the vindictive creature was 
coming to. 

“You may, madame,” said he, with emphasis. “My arm and my life 
are yours, as my love is.” 

“Then,” said milady, “since you are as generous as you are loving — ” 
She stopped. 

“Well ?” demanded D’Artagnan. 
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“Well,” replied milady, after a moment of silence, “from the present 
time cease to talk of impossibilities.” 

“Do r|ot overwhelm me with happiness !” cried D’Artagnan, throwing 
himself on his knees, and covering with kisses the hands she did not 
attempt to withdraw. 

“Avenge me of that infamous De Wardes,” said milady to herself, 
“and I shall soon know how to get rid of you, double fool, living sword- 
blade !” 

“Fall voluntarily into my arms,” said D’Artagnan, likewise to himself, 
“after having abused me with such effrontery, hypocritical, dangerous 
woman, and afterward I will laugh at you with him whom you wish me 
to kill.” ’ 51 , 

D’Artagnan lifted up his head. 

“I am ready,” said he. 

“You have understood me, then, dear Monsieur d’Artagnan,” said 
milady. 

“I could understand one of your looks.” 

“Then you would employ on my account your arm, which has already 
acquired so much renown ?” 

"Instantly !” 

“But on ray part,” said milady, “how should I repay such a service? 
I know what lovers are ; they are men who do nothing for nothing.” 

“You know the only reply that I desire,” said D’Artagnan, “the only 
one worthy of you and of me !” 

And he drew nearer to her. 

She did not retreat. 

“Interested man!” cried she, smiling. 

“Ah!” cried D’Artagnan, really carried away by the passion this 
woman had the power to kindle in him. “Ah ! that is because my happi- 
ness appears so impossible to me : and I have such fear that it should fly 
away from me like a dream, that I pant to make a reality of it.” 

“Well ! merit this pretended happiness, then !” 

“I am at your orders,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Quite certain ?” said milady, with a last doubt. 

“Only name to me the base man that has brought tears into your 
beautiful eyes !” 

“Who told you that I had been weeping ?” said she. 

“It appeared to me ” 

“Such women as I am don’t weep,” said milady. 

“So much the better ! Come, tell me what his name is ?” 

“Remember that his name is all my secret.” 

“Yet I must know his name.” 

“Yes, you must; see what confidence I have in you!” 

“You overwhelm me with joy. What is his name?” 

“You know him.” 

“Indeed?” 

■ “Yes.” ' . . 
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“It is surely not one of my friends ?” replied D’Artagnan, affecting 
hesitation, in order to make her believe him ignorant. 

“If it were one of your friends, you would hesitate thep?” cried 
milady ; and a threatening glance darted from her eyes. 

“Not if it were my own brother!” cried D’Artagnan, as if carried 
away by his enthusiasm. 

Our Gascon advanced this without risk, for he knew all that w'as 
meant. 

“I love your devotedness,” said milady. 

“Alas ! do you love nothing else in me ?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“I love you also, you !” said she, taking his hand. 

And the A^arra pressure made D’Artagnan tremble; as if by the 
touch, that fever which consumed milady was communicated to him. 

“You love me! you!” cried he. “Oh! if that were so, I should lose 
my reason !” 

And he folded her in his arms. She made no efforts to remove 
her lips from his kisses, only she did not respond to them. 

Her lips were cold ; it appeared to D’Artagnan that he had embraced 
a statue. 

He was not the less intoxicated with joy, electrified by love ; he 
almost believed in the tenderness of milady; he almost believed in the 
crime of De Wardes. If De Wardes had at that moment been under 
his hand, he would have killed him. 

Milady seized the desired moment. 

“His name is — ” said she, in her turn. 

“De Wardes ; I know it,” cried D’Artagnan. 

“And how do you know it ?” asked milady, seizing both his hands, 
and endeavoring to read with her eyes to the bottom of his heart. 

D’Artagnan felt he had allowed himself to be carried away, and 
that he had committed an error. 

“Tell me! tell me! tell me, I say,” repeated milady, “how do you 
know it ?” 

“How do I know it?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Yes.” 

"I know it, because, yesterday, M, de Wardes, in a salon where I 
was, showed a ring which he said he had of you.” 

“Miserable scoundrel!” cried milady. 

The epithet, as may be easily understood, resounded to the very 
bottom of the heart of D’Artagnan. 

“Well?” continued she. 

“Well, I will avenge you of this ‘miserable scoundrel,”’ replied 
D’Artagnan, giving himself the airs of Don Japhet of Armenia. 

“Thanks! my brave friend!” cried milady; “and when shall I be 
avenged?” 

“To-morrow — ^immediately — ^when you please!” 

Milady was about to cry out, “immediately;” but she reflected that 
such precipitation would not be very gracious toward D’Artagnan, 

Besides, she had a thousand precautions to take, a thousand counsels 
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to give to her defender, in order that he might avoid explanations with 
the count before witnesses. All this was answered by an expression 
of D’Artagnan’s. 

“To-fnorrow,” said he, “you will be avenged, or I shall be dead!” 

“No r said she, “you will avenge me; but you will not be dead. He 
is a contemptible fellow.” 

“Toward women he may be, but not toward men. I know something 
of him.” 

“But it seems you had not much to complain of your fortune in 
your contest with him ?” 

“Fortune is a courtesan ; though favorable yesterday, she may turn 
her back to-morrow.” .a 

“Which means that you now hesitate?” 

“No, I do not hesitate; God forbid! But would it be just to allow 
me to go to a possible death, without having given me at least something 
more than hope?” 

Milady answered by a glance %hich said, “Is that all, speak then?” 
And then accompanying the glance with explanatory words : 

“That is but too just,” said she tenderly. 

“Oh! you are an angel!” exclaimed the young man. 

“Then all is agreed ?” said she. 

“Except that which I ask of you, dear love !” 

“But when I tell you that you may rely on my tenderness ?” 

“I cannot wait till to-morrow.” 

“Silence! I hear my brother: it will be useless for him to find you 
here.” 

She rang the bell, and Kitty appeared. 

“Go out this way,” said she, opening a small private door, “and come 
back at eleven o’clock; we will then terminate this conversation; Kitty 
will conduct you to my chamber.” 

The poor girl was near fainting at hearing these words. 

“Well! mademoiselle! what are you thinking about, standing there 
like a statue ? Do as I bid you ; show the chevalier the way ; and this eve- 
ning, at eleven o’clock — you have heard what I said.” 

“It appears that these appointments are all made for eleven o’clock,” 
thought D’Artagnan : “that’s a settled custom.” 

Milady held out her hand to him, which he kissed tenderly. 

“But,” said he, as he retired as quickly as possible from the reproaches 
of Kitty, “but I must not play the fool — ^this is certainly a very bad 
woman, I must be upon my guard.” 

CHAPTER XXXVII. 
milady’s SECRET. 

D’Artagnan left the hotel instead of going up at once to Kitty’s 
chamber, as she endeavored to persuade him to do, and that for two rea- 
sons: the first, because by this, means he should escape reproaches, re- 
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criminations, and prayers; the second, because he was not sorry to have 
an opportunity of examining his own thoughts, and endeavoring, if pos- 
sible, to fathom those of this woman. 

What was the most clear in the matter was that D’Artagn^an loved 
milady like a madman, and that she did not love him at all. In an instant 
D’Artagnan perceived that the best way in which he could act would be 
to go home and write milady a long letter, in which he would confess to 
her that he and De Wardes were, up to the present moment, the same, 
and that consequently he could not undertake, without committing sui- 
cide, to kill the Count de Wardes. But he also was spurred on by a 
ferocious desire of vengeance ; he wished to subdue this woman in his own 
name ; and as this vengeance appeared to him to have a certain sweetness 
in it, he could not make up his mind to renounce it. 

He walked six or seven times round the Place Royale, turning, at 
every ten steps to look at the light in milady’s apartment, which was 
to be seen through the blinds; it was evident that this time the young 
woman was not in such haste to retire to her apartment as she had been 
the first. 

At length the light disappeared. 

With this light was extinguished the last irresolution in the heart 
of D’Artagnan : he recalled to his mind the details of the first night, and, 
witli a beating heart and a brain on fire, he re-entered the hotel and flew 
toward Kitty’s chamber. 

The poor girl pale as death, and trembling in all her limbs, wished to 
delay her lover ; but milady, with her ear on the watch, had heard the 
noise D’Artagnan had made, and, opening the door : 

“Come in,” said she. 

All this was of such incredible immodesty, of such monstrous effron- 
tery, that D’Artagnan could scarcely believe what he saw or what he 
heard. He imagined himself to be drawn into one of those fantastic 
intrigues which we meet with in our dreams. 

He, however, darted not the less quickly toward milady, yielding to 
that magnetic attraction which the loadstone exercises over iron. 

As the door closed after them, Kitty rushed toward it. Jealousy, 
fury, offended pride, all the passions in short, that dispute the heart of 
an outraged woman in love, urged her to make a revelation; but she 
reflected that she would be totally lost if she confessed having assisted m 
such a machination, and, above all, that D’Artagnan would also be lost to 
her forever. This last thought of love counseled her to make this last 
sacrifice. 

D’Artagnan, on his part, had gained the summit of all his wishes: 
it was no longer a rival that was beloved, it was he himself that was 
apparently beloved. A secret voice whispered to him, at the bottom of 
his heart, that he was but an instrument of vengeance, that he was only 
caressed till he had given death; but pride, but self-love, but madness 
silenced this voice, and stifled its murmurs. And then our Gascon, 
with that large quantity of conceit which we know he possessed, com- 
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pared himself with De Wardes, and asked hitnself why, after all, he 
should not be beloved for himself? 

He was absorbed entirely by the sensations of the moment. Milady 
was no (longer, for him, that woman of fatal intentions who had for a 
moment terrified him; she was an ardent, passionate mistress, returning 
his love in full measure. 

But milady, who had not the same motives for forgetfulness that 
D’Artagnan had, was the first to return to reality, and asked the young 
man if the means which were on the morrow to bring on the rencounter 
between him and De Wardes were already arranged in his mind. 

But D’Artagnan, whose ideas had taken quite another course, forgot 
himself like a fool, and answered gallantly, that that was not the time 
to think about duels and sword-thrusts. « 

This coldness for the only interests that occupied her mind terrified 
milady, whose questions became more pressing. 

Then D’Artagnan, who had never seriously thought of this impossible 
duel, endeavored to turn the conversation, but he could not succeed. 
Milady kept him within the limits she had traced beforehand with her 
irresistible spirit and her iron will. 

D’Artagnan fancied himself very cunning when advising milady to 
renounce, by pardoning De Wardes, the furious projects she had formed. 

But at the first word she started and exclaimed in a sharp, bantering 
tone, which sounded strangely: 

“Are you afraid, dear D’Artagnan?” 

“You cannot think me so, dear love !” replied D’Artagnan, “but now, 
suppose this poor Count de Wardes should be less guilty than you 
imagine him to be?” 

“At all events,” said milady seriously, “he has deceived me, and, from 
the moment he deceived me, he merited death.” 

“He shall die, then, since you condemn him !” said D’Artagnan, in 
so firm a tone that it appeared to milady the expression of a devotedness 
superior to every trial. 

This reassured her. . 

When the faint light of dawn peeped through the blinds, milady 
warned D’Artagnan that it was time to depart, not forgetting to remind 
him of his promise to avenge her on the Count de Wardes. 

“I am quite ready,” said D’Artagnan; “but, in the first place, I should 
like to be certain of one thing.” 

“And what is that?” asked milady. 

“That is, whether you really love me ?” 

“You have little reason to ask such a question, I think.” 

“Well, perhaps you do, and I am yours, body and soul 1” 

“Thanks, my brave lover ; but as you are satisfied of my love, you 
must, in your turn satisfy me of yours. Is not that just ?” 

“Certainly ; but if you love me so much as you say,” replied D’Arta- 
gnan, “do you not entertain a little fear on my account ?” 

“What have I to fear?” 

“Why, that I may be dangerously wounded — killed even.” 
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‘'Impossible 1” cried milady ; “you are such a valiant man, and such 
an expert swordsman,” 

“You would not, then, prefer a means,” resumed D’Artagnan, “which 
would equally avenge you, while rendering the combat useless ?’f 

Milady looked at her lover in silence; the pale light of the first rays 
of day gave to her clear eyes a strangely frightful expression. 

“Really,” said she, “I believe you now begin to hesitate.” 

“No, I do not hesitate; but I really pity this poor Count de Wardes, 
since you have ceased to love him, I think that a man must be so severely 
punished by the loss of your love that he stands in need of no other 
chastisement.” 

“Who told you that I have loved him?” asked milady sharply. 

“At least, I am now at liberty to believe, without too much fatuity, 
that you love another,” said the young man, in a caressing tone, “and I 
repeat, that I am really interested for the count.” 

“You are?” asked milady. 

“Yes, I,” 

“And on what account?” 

“Because I alone know ” 

“What?” 

“That he is far from being, or rather having been, so guilty toward 
you, as he appears to be.” 

“Indeed !” said milady, in an anxious tone ; “explain yourself, for I 
really cannot tell what you mean.” 

And she looked at D’Artagnan. 

“Yes; I am a man of honor,” said D’Artagnan, determined to come 
to an end, “and since your love is mine, and I am satisfied I possess it 
for I do possess it, do I not?” 

“Entirely; go on.” 

“Well, I feel as if transformed — ^a confession weighs on my mind.” 

“A confession !” 

“If I had the least doubt of your love I would not make it; but you 
love me, do you not?” 

“Without doubt I do.” 

“Then if, through excess of love, I have rendered myself culpable 
toward you, you will pardon me ?” 

“Perhaps.” 

D’Artagnan assumed his most winning smile, but it had no effect ; he 
had alarmed milady, and she involuntarily turned from him. 

“This confession,” said she, growing paler and paler, “what is this 
confession!” 

“You gave De Wardes a meeting on Thursday last, in this very room, 
did you not ?” 

“Who — I? No, certainly not!” said milady, in a tone of voice so 
firm, and with a countenance so unchanged, that if D’Artagnan had not 
been in such perfect possession of the fact, he would have doubted. 

“Do not say that which is not true, my angel,” said D’Artagnan, 
smiling; “that would be useless.” 
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“What do you mean ? Speak 1 you terrify me to death.” 

“Be satisfied; you are not guilty toward me—I have alieady par- 
doned you.” 

“What next ? what next ?” 

“De Wardes cannot boast of anything.” 

“How is that ? You told me yourself that that ring 

“That ring I have ! The Count de Wardes of last Thursday and the 
D’Artagnan of to-day are the same person!” 

The imprudent young man expected a surprise mixed with shame — 
a slight storm, which would resolve itself into tears ; but he was strangely 
deceived, and his error was not of long duration. 

Pale and trembling, milady repulsed D’Artagnan’s at|enipted embrace 
by a violent blow on the chest, as she sprang from him. 

It was then broad daylight. 

In his eagerness to detain her, D’Artagnan had grasped her dress ; 
but the frail cambric could not stand against two such strong wills — it 
was torn from her fair round shoulders, and, to his horror and aston- 
ishment, D’Artagnan recognized upon one of them, indelibly branded, 
the mark which is impressed by the ignominious hand of the executioner. 

“Great God!” cried D’Artagnan, loosing his hold, and remaining 
mute, motionless, and frozen. 

But milady felt herself denounced by his terror even. He had doubt- 
less seen all. The young man now knew her secret, her terrible secret — 
the secret she concealed even from her maid with such care, the secret of 
which all the world, excepting he, was ignorant. 

She turned upon him, no longer like a furious woman, but like a 
wounded panther. 

“Ah, wretch!” cried she, “thou hast basely betrayed me! and still 
more, thou hast my secret ! Thou shalt die I” 

And she flew to a little inlaid casket which stood upon the toilet, 
opened it with a feverish and trembling hand, drew from it a small 
poniard with a golden haft and a sharp thin blade, and then threw herself 
with a bound upon D’Artagnan. 

Although the young man was, as we know, brave, he was terrified at 
that wild countenance, those terribly dilated pupils, those pale cheeks, and 
those bleeding lips. He drew back to the other side of the room as he 
would have done from a serpent which was crawling toward him, and 
his sword coming in contact with his nervous hand, he drew it, almost 
unconsciously, from the scabbard. 

But, without taking any heed of the sword, milady endeavored to get 
near enough to him to stab him, and did not stop till she felt the sharp 
point at her throat. 

She then endeavored to seize the sword with her hands ; but D’Ar- 
tagnan kept it free from her grasp, and continued to present the point, 
sometimes at her e)^es, sometimes at her breast, while he aimed at making 
his retreat by the door which led to Kitty’s apartment. 

Milady during this time continued to strike at him with her dagger 
with horrible fury, screaming in a superhuman manner. 
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As all this, however, bore some resemblance to a duel, D’Artagnan 
soon began to recover himself. 

“Very well, pretty lady, very well,” said he; “hni, pardieu! if you 
don’t calm yourself, I will mark you with a second fleur-de-lis upon one 
of those pretty cheeks !” 

“Scoundrel! infamous scoundrel!” howled milady. 

But D’Artagnan, still keeping on the defensive, drew near to Kitty’s 
door. At the noise they made, she in overturning the furniture in her 
efforts to get at him, he in screening himself behind the furniture to 
keep out of her reach, Kitty, in great alarm, opened the door. D’Artag- 
nan, who had constantly maneuvered to gain this point, was not at more 
than three paces from it. With one spring he flew front the chamber of 
milady into that of the maid, and, quick as lightning, he slammed-to the 
door, and placed all his weight against it, while Kitty bolted it. 

Then milady attempted to tear down the door-case, with a strength 
apparently above that of a woman ; but finding she could not accomplish 
this, she, in her fury, stabbed at the door with her poniard, the point of 
which repeatedly glittered through the wood. Every blow was accom- 
panied with terrible imprecations. 

“Quick, Kitty, quick!” said D’Artagnan, in a low voice, as soon as 
the bolts were fast, “let me get out of the hotel ; for if we leave her time 
to turn around, she will have me killed by the servants!” 

“But you can’t go out so,” said Kitty; “you have hardly any 
clothes on.” 

“That’s true,” said D’Artagnan, then first thinking of the costume 
he appeared in — “that’s true ; but dress me as well as you are able, only 
make haste; think, my dear girl, it’s life and death!” 

Kitty was but too well aware of that. In a moment she muffled him 
up in a large flowered robe, a capacious hood, and a cloak ; she gave him 
some slippers, in which he placed his naked feet, and then conducted him 
down the stairs. It was time: milady had already rung her bell, and 
roused the whole hotel ; the porter was drawing the cord at the moment 
milady cried from her window : 

“Don’t open the gate ! don’t open the gate !” 

The young man sprang out while she was still threatening him with 
an impotent gesture. At the moment she lost sight of him, milady sank 
back fainting into her chamber. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

HOW, WITHOUT INCOMMODING HIMSELF, ATHOS FOUND HIS 
EQUIPMENT. 

D’Artagnan was so completely bewildered that, without taking any 
heed of what would become of Kitty, he ran at full speed across half 
Paris, and did not stop till he came to Athos’ door. The confusion of 
his mind, the terror which spurred him on, the cries of some of the 
patrol who started in pursuit of him, and the shouting of the people, 
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who, notwithstanding the early hour, were going to their work, only 
made him precipitate his course. 

He crossed the court, ran up the two flights to Athos* apartments, 
and knocked at the door enough to break it down. * 

Grimaud came, rubbing his half-open eyes to answer this noisy 
summons, and D’Artagnan sprang with such violence into the room 
as nearly to overturn the astonished lackey. 

In spite of his habitual mutism, the poor lad this time found his 
speech. 

"Holloa, there r cried he ; "what do you want, you strumpet ? What’s 
your business here, you hussey ?” 

D’Artagnan Ihrew off his hood, and disengaged his hands from the 
folds of the cloak; and, at the sight of the mustaches and the naked 
sword, the poor devil perceived he had to deal with a man. He then 
concluded it must be an assassin. 

“Help ! murder ! help !” cried he. 

"Hold your tongue, you stupid fellow 1” said the young man ; “I am 
D’Artagnan — don’t you know me? Where is your master?” 

"You, Monsieur d'Artagnan!” cried Grimaud, "impossible!” 

"Grimaud,” said Athos, coming out of his apartment in a robe de 
chambre, "Grimaud, I thought I heard you permitting yourself to speak?” 

“Ah, monsieur, but ” 

"Silence I” 

Grimaud contented himself with pointing D’Artagnan out to his 
master with his finger. 

Athos recognized his comrade, and, phlegmatic as he was, he burst 
into a laugh that was quite excused by the masquerade before his eyes ; 
petticoats falling over his shoes, sleeves tucked up, and mustaches stiff 
with agitation. 

"Don’t laugh, my friend!” cried D’Art^nan; "for heaven’s sake, 
don’t laugh, for, upon my soul, it’s no laughing matter !” 

And he pronounced these words with such a solemn air and with 
such a real appearance of terror, that Athos eagerly seized his hand, 
crying : 

“Are you wounded, my friend ? How pale you are !” 

"No, but I have just met with a terrible adventure! Are you alone, 
Athos?” 

“Parbleu! w^ho do you expect to find with me at this hour?' 

"Well, well I” and D’Artagnan rushed into Athos’ chamber. 

"Come, speak !” said the latter, closing the door and bolting it, that 
they might not be disturbed. “Is the king dead? Have you killed the 
cardinal ? Why, you are quite beside yourself ! Come, come, tell me ; I 
am dying with curiosity and uneasiness I” 

"Athos,” said D’Artagnan, getting rid of his female garments, and 
appearing in his shirt, “prepare yourself to hear an incredible, an un- 
heard-of history.” 

"Well, but put on that robe de chambre first,” said the musketeer to 
his friend- 



Alexander jjumas 


C.yf 


D’Artagnan got into the robe as quickly as he could, taking one 
sleeve for the other, so greatly was he still agitated. 

“Well,” said Athos. 

“Well,” replied D’Artagnan, inclining his mouth to Athos’ ear, and 
lowering his voice, “milady is marked with a fleur-de-lis upon her 
shoulder!” 

“Ah !” cried the musketeer, as if he had received a ball in his heart. 

“Are you sure,” said D'Artagnan, “are you sure that the other is 
dead?” 

^'The other f'"' said Athos, in so inward a voice that D’Artagnan 
scarcely heard him. 

“Yes ; she of whom you told me one day at Amiens.”!* 

Athos uttered a groan, and let his head sink into his hands. 

“This one is a woman of from twenty-six to twenty-eight years of 
age.” 

“Fair,” said Athos, “is she not?” 

“Very.” 

“Blue and clear eyes, of a strange brilliancy, with black eyelids and 
eyebrows ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tall, well-made? She has lost a tooth, next to the eye-tooth on the 
left?” 

“Yes.” 

“The fleur-de-lis is small, red in color, and looks as if endeavors had 
been made to efface it with paste of some kind ?” 

“Yes.” 

“But you say she is an Englishwoman?” 

“She is called milady, but, notwithstanding that, she may be a French- 
woman. Lord de Winter is only her brother-in-law.” 

“I will see her, D’Artagnan !” 

“Beware, Athos, beware; you endeavored to kill her; she is a woman 
to return you the like, and not to fail, I promise you.” 

“She will not dare to say anything ; that would be to denounce her- 
self.” 

“She is capable of anything or everything. Did you ever see her 
furious?” ! 

“No,” said Athos. t 

“A tigress ! a panther ! Ah ! my dear Athos, I am greatly afraid I 
have drawn a terrible vengeance on both of us !” s 

D’Artagnan then related all: the mad passion of milady and her 
menaces of death to him. 

“You are right, and upon my soul, I would give my life for a hair,” 
said Athos. “Fortunately, the day after to-morrow we leave Paris. We 
are going, according to all probability, to La Rochelle, and once gone — ” 

“She will follow you to the end of the world, Athos, if she recognizes 
you ; let her then exhaust her vengeance on me alone !” 

“My dear friend! of what consequence is it if she kills me?” said 
Athos, “do you, perchance, think T set any great store by life ?” i 
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“There is something horribly mysterious under all this, Athos; this 
woman is one of the cardinal’s spies, I am sure of that.” 

“In that case take care of yourself. If the cardinal does not hold 
you in high admiration for the affair of London, he entertains a great 
hatred for you ; but as, considering everything, he cannot accuse you 
openly, and as hatred must be satisfied, particularly when it’s a cardinal’s 
hatred, take care of yourself ! If you go out, do not go out alone; when 
you eat, use every precaution ; mistrust, in short, everything, even your 
own shadow.” 

“Fortunately,” said D’Artagnan, “all this will be only necessary till 
after to-morrow evening, for when once with the army we shall have, 
I hope, only men to dread.” 

“In the meantime,” said Athos, “I renounce my plan of seclusion, 
and wherever you go, I will go with you : you must return to the Rue 
des Fossoyeurs ; I will accompany you.” 

“Yes, but however near it may be, I cannot go thither in this guise,” 

“That’s true,” said Athos, and he rang the bell. 

Grimatid entered. 

Athos made him a sign to go to D’Artagnan’s residence, and bring 
back some clothes. Grimaud replied, by another sign, that he under- 
stood perfectly, and set off. 

“All this will not advance your equipment,” said Athos, “for, if I 
am not mistaken, you have left the best of your apparel at milady’s, and 
she will certainly not have the politeness to return it to you. Fortu- 
nately you have the sapphire.” 

“The sapphire is yours, my dear Athos ! Did you not tell me it was a 
family jewel?” 

“Yes, my father gave two thousand crowns for it, as he once told me ; 
it formed part of the nuptial present he made my mother ; and it is mag- 
nificent. My mother gave it to me, and I, fool as I was, instead of 
keeping the ring as a holy relic, gave it to this wretched woman.” 

“Then, my friend, take back this ring, to which, it is plain, you attach 
much value.” 

“I take back the ring, after it has passed through the hands of that 
infamous creature! never! that ring is defiled, D’Artagnan.” 

“Sell it, then.” 

“Sell a diamond which was the gift of my mother! I must confess 
I should consider that as a profanation.” 

“Pledge it, then ; you can borrow at least a thousand crowns on it. 
With that sum you can extricate yourself from your present difficulties ; 
and when you are full of money again, you can redeem it, and take it 
back cleansed from its ancient stains, as it will have passed through the 
hands of usurers.” 

Athos smiled. 

“You are a capital companion, D’Artagnan,” said he; “your never- 
failing cheerfulness raises poor souls in affliction. Agreed, let us pledge 
the ring, but upon one condition.” 

“What it that?” 
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“That there shall be five hundred crowns for you, and five hundred 
crowns for me.” ■ 

“Don’t think of such a thing, Athok; I don’t want the half of such 
a sum. ,I who am still only in the guards. What do I want? A horse 
for Planchet, that’s all, and by selling my saddles, I shall get it. Besides, 
you forget that I have a ring likewise.” 

“To which you attach more value than I do to mine ; at least, I have 
thought it seemed so.” 

“Yes, for in any extreme circumstance it might extricate us from 
some great embarrassment, or even a great danger; it is not only a 
valuable diamond, it is an enchanted talisman.” 

“I don’t at all understand you, but I believe all you say to be true. 
Let us return to my ring, or rather to yours; you shill take half the 
sum that will be advanced upon it, or I will throw it into the Seine ; 
and I doubt, as was the case with Polycrates, whether any fish will be 
sufficiently complaisant to bring it back to us.” 

“Well, I will take it, then,” said D’Artagnan. 

At this moment Grimaud returned, accompanied by Planchet; the 
latter, anxious about his master, and curious to know what had happened 
to him, took advantage of the opportunity, and brought his clothes himself. 

D’Artagnan dressed himself, and Athos did the same. When about 
to go out, the latter made Grimaud the sign of a person taking an aim, 
and the lackey immediately took down his musketoon, and got ready 
to follow his master. 

They arrived without accident at the Rue des Fossoyeurs. Bonacieux 
was standing at the door ; he cast one of his ill-meaning, bantering looks 
at D’Artagnan as he passed him : 

“Make haste, my dear lodger,” said he ; “there is a very pretty girl 
waiting for you upstairs ; and, you know, women don’t like to be made 
to wait.” 

“That’s Kitty!” said D’Artagnan to himself, and darted into the 
passage. 

In fact, upon the landing leading to the chamber, and crouching 
against the door, he found the poor girl, all in a tremble. As soon as 
she perceived him : ■ 

“You promised to protect me; you promised to save me from her 
anger,” said she ; “remember, it was you who ruined me !” 

“Yes, yes, to be sure, Kitty,” said D’Artagnan ; “be at ease, my girl. 
But what happened after my departure?” 

“How can I tell!” said Kitty. “The lackeys were brought by the 
cries she made — she was mad with passion ; there exist no imprecations 
she did not utter against you. Then I thought she would remember it 
was through my chamber you had gone into hers, and that then she 
would suppose I was your accomplice ; so I took what little money I had 
and the best of my things, and I got away as fast as I could.” 

“Poor dear girl ! But what can I do with you ? I am going away 
the day after to-morrow.” 
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“Do what you please, Monsieur le Qievalier ; help me out of Paris ; 
help me out of France!” 

‘T cannot take you, however, to the siege of La Rochelle,” said 
D’Artagnan. 

“No ; but you can place me in one of the provinces, with some lady 
of your acquaintance ; in your own country, for instance.” 

“My dear little love ! in my country the ladies do without chamber- 
maids. But, stop ; I can manage your business for you. Planchet, go 
and find M. Aramis ; request him to come here directly. We have some- 
thing very important to say to him.” 

“I understand,” said Athos; “but why not Porthos? I should have 
thought that his duchess ” 

“Oh! Porthos’ duchess is dressed by her husband’s clerks,” said 
D’Artagnan, laughing. “Besides, Kitty would not like to live in the 
Rue aux Ours.” 

“I do not care where I live,” said Kitty, “provided I am well con- 
cealed, and she does not know where I am.” 

“And now, Kitty, when we are about to separate, and you are no 
longer jealous of me^ ” 

“Monsieur le Chevalier, far off or near, be where I may, I shall always 
love you.” 

“Where the devil will constancy take up its abode next ?” said Athos 
to himself. 

“And I also,” said D’Artagnan; “I also shall always love you; be 
sure of that. But now, answer me ; I attach great importance to the 
question I am about to put to you. Did you never hear talk of a young 
woman who was carried off one night ?” 

“There now! Oh! Monsieur de Chevalier, do you love that woman 
still?” 

“No, no, it is one of my friends who loves her — M. Athos, this 
gentleman here.” 

“I?” cried Athos, with an accent like that of a man who perceives 
he was about to tread upon an adder. 

“You, to be sure!” said D’Artagnan, pressing Athos’ hand. “You 
know the interest we both take in this poor little Madame Bonacieux. 
Besides, Kitty will tell nothing; will you Kitty? You understand, my 
dear girl,” continued D’Artagnan, “.she is the wife of that frightful 
baboon you saw at the door as you came in.” 

“Oh Mon Dieu ! you remind me of my fright ; if he should have known 
me again !” 

“What ! know you again ! Did you ever see that man before?” 

“He came twice to milady’s.” 

“That’s it. And what time ?” 

“Why, about fifteen or eighteen days ago.” 

“Exactly so.” 

“And yesterday evening he came again.” 

“Yesterday evening?” 

“Yes, ju.st before you came,” 
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“My dear Athos, we are enveloped in a network of spies! do you 
believe he knew you again, Kitty?” 

“I pulled down my hood as soon as I saw him, but perhaps it was 
too late,” 

“Go down, Athos, he mistrusts you less than me, and see if he be 
still at his door.” 

Athos went down and returned immediately. 

“He is gone,” said he, “and the house door is shut.” 

“He is gone to make his report, and to say that the pigeons are at 
this moment all in the dovecote.” 

“Well, then, let us all fly away,” said Athos, “and leave nobody here 
but Planchet, to bring us news.” ^ 

“A minute. But Aramis, whom we have sent for I” . 

“That’s true,” said Athos, “we must wait for Aramis.” 

At that moment Aramis arrived. 

The matter was all explained to him, and the friends gave him to 
understand that among all his high connections he must find a place 
for Kitty. 

Aramis reflected for a minute, and then said, coloring: “Will it be 
really rendering you a service, D’Artagnan?” 

“I shall be grateful to you all my life.” 

“Very well; Madame de Bois-Tracy asked me, for one of her friends 
who resides in the provinces, I believe, for a trustworthy femme de 
chambre; and if you can, my dear D’Artagnan, answer for mademoi- 
selle ” 

“Oh! monsieur, be assured that I shall be entirely devoted to the 
person who will give me the means of quitting Paris.” 

“Then,” said Aramis, “this falls out very well.” 

He placed himself at the table, and wrote a little note which he 
sealed with a ring, and gave the billet to Kitty. 

“And now, my dear girl,” said D’Artagnan, “you know that it is 
not good for any of us to be here. Therefore let us separate. We shall 
meet again in better days, depend upon it.” 

“Dicers’ oaths!” said Athos, while D’Artagnan went to conduct 
Kitty downstairs. 

An instant afterward the three young men separated, agreeing to 
meet again at four o’clock at Athos’ residence, and leaving Planchet to 
guard the house. 

Aramis returned home, and Athos and D’Artagnan went about 
pledging the sapphire. 

As the Gascon had foreseen, they found no difficulty in obtaining 
three hundred pistoles upon the ring. Still further, the Jew told them 
that if they would sell it to him, as it would make a magnificent pendant 
for earrings, he would give five hundred pistoles for it. 

Athos and D’Artagnan, with the activity of two soldiers, and the 
knowledge of two connoisseurs, hardly required three hours to purchase 
the entire equipment of the musketeer. Besides, Athos was very easy, 
and a noble to his fingers’ ends. Whenever a thing suited him, he 
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directly paid the price asked for it, without thinking to ask for any abate- 
ment. D’Artagnan would have remonstrated at this, but Athos put his 
hand upon his shoulder, with a smile, and D’Artagnan understood that it 
was all very well for such a little Gascon gentleman as himself to drive a 
bargain, but not for a man who had the bearing of a prince. The mus- 
keteer met with a superb Andalusian horse, black as jet, nostrils of fire, 
legs clean and elegant, rising six. He examined him, and found him 
sound and without blemish, he was asked a thousand livres for him. 

He might, perhaps, have been bought for less ; but while D’Artagnan 
was discussing the price with the dealer, Athos was counting the money 
down on the table. 

Grimaud had a stout, short Picard cob, which cost three hundred 
livres. 

But when the saddle and arms for Grimaud were purchased, Athos 
had not a sou left of his hundred and fifty pistoles. D’Artagnan offered 
his friend a part of his share, which he should return when convenient. 

But Athos only replied to this proposal by shrugging his shoulders, 

''How much did the Jew say he would give for the sapphire, if he 
purchased it?” said Athos. 

"Five hundred pistoles.” 

"That is to say, two hundred more ! a hundred pistoles for you, and a 
hundred pistoles for me. Well, now, that would be a real fortune to us, 
my friend ; let us go back to the Jew’s again.” 

"What! will you ” 

"This ring would certainly only recall very bitter remembrances; 
then we shall never be masters of three hundred pistoles to redeem it; 
so that we really should lose two hundred pistoles by the bargain. Go 
and tell him the ring is his, D’Artagnan, and bring back the two hundred 
pistoles with you.” 

"Reflect, Athos I” 

"Ready money is dear for the time that passes, and we must learn 
how to make sacrifices. Go, D’Artagnan, go; Grimaud will accompany 
you with his rausketoon.” 

Half an hour afterward, D’Artagnan returned with the two thousand 
livres, and without having met with any accident. 

It was thus Athos found at home resources which he did not expect. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 

A VISION. 

At four o’clock the four friends were all assembled at Athos* apart- 
ments. Their anxiety about their equipments had all disappeared, and 
each countenance only preserved the expression of its own secret in- 
quietudes; for behind all present happiness is concealed a fear for the 
future. 

Suddenly Planchet entered, bringing two letters for D’Artagnan. 



The one was a little billet, genteelly folded, with a pretty seal in 
green wax, on which was impressed a dove bearing a green branch. 

The other was a large square epistle, resplendent with the terrible 
arms of^his eminence the cardinal duke. 

At the sight of the little letter the heart of D’Artagnan bounded, for 
he believed he had seen that writing before: and although he had seen 
that writing but once, the memory of it remained at the bottom of his 
heart. 

He therefore seized the little letter, and opened it eagerly. 

“Be,” said the letter, “on Thursday next, at seven o’clock in the 
evening, on the road to Chaillot, and look carefully into the carriages that 
pass ; but if you have any consideration for your own life’ or that of 
those who love you, do not speak a single word, do n(Jt make a move- 
ment which may lead any one to believe you have recognized her, who ex- 
poses herself to everything for the sake of seeing you but for an instant.” 

No signature. 

“That’s a snare,” said Athos; “don’t go, D’Artagnan.” 

“And yet,” replied D’Artagnan, “I think I recognize the writing.” 

“That may be forged,” said Athos ; “between six and seven o’clock 
the road to Chaillot is quite deserted ; you might as well go and ride in 
the forest of Bondy.” 

“But suppose we all go,” said D’Artagnan; “what the devil! they 
won’t devour us all four ; four lackeys, horses, arms, and all I” 

“And, besides, it will be a good opportunity for displaying our new 
equipments,” said Porthos. 

“But if it is a woman that writes,” said Aramis, “and that woman 
desires not to be seen, remember, you compromise her, D’Artagnan; 
which is not behaving like a gentleman.” 

“We will remain in the background; and he will advance alone,” 

“Yes, but a pistol-shot is easily fired from a carriage, however fast 
it may be going.” 

“Bah!” said D’Artagnan, “they will miss me; if they fire, we will 
ride after the carriage, and exteminate those who may be in it. They 
must be enemies.” 

“He is right,” said Porthos ; “battle : besides, it will be a good oppor- 
tunity to try our new arms.” 

“Let us enjoy that pleasure,” said Aramis, in his mild and careless 
manner. 

“As you please,” said Athos. 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, “it is half-past four, and we have 
scarcely time to be on the road of Chaillot by six,” 

“Besides, if we go out late, nobody will see tis,” said Porthos, “and 
that will be a pity. Let us get ready, gentlemen.” 

“But this second letter,” said Athos, “you forget that ; it appears to 
me, however, that the seal denotes that it deserves to be opened; for my 
part, I declare, D’Artagnan, I think it of much more consequence than the 
little piece of waste paper you have so cunningly slipped into your 
bosom.” 
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D’Artagnaii blushed. 

'‘Well,” said he, “let us see, gentlemen, what are his eminence's com- 
mands,” and D’Artagnan unsealed the letter, and read; 

“M. D’Artagnan, of the King’s Guards, company Desses^arts, is 
expected at the Palais-Cardinal, this evening at eight o’clock. 

“La Houndeniere, Captain of the Guards.” 

“The devil!” said Athos; “here’s a rendezvous much more serious 
than the other.” 

“Twill go to the second, after attending the first,” said D’Artagnan, 
“one is for seven o’clock, and the other for eight: there will be time 
for both.” 

“Hum ! Now, I would not go at all,” said Aramis ; “a gallant knight 
cannot decline ah appointment made by a lady ; but a prudent gentleman 
may excuse himself from not waiting on his eminence, particularly when 
he has reason to believe he is not invited for courteous purposes.” 

“I am of Aramis’ opinion,” said Porthos. 

“Gentlemen,” replied D’Artagnan, “I have already received by M. de 
Cavois a similar invitation from his eminence ; I neglected it, and on the 
morrow a serious misfortune happened to me! Constance disappeared. 
Whatever may ensue, I will go.” 

“If you are determined,” said Athos, “do so.” 

“Yes, but the Bastille ?” said Aramis. 

“Bah ! you will get me out, if they put me there,” said D’Artagnan. 

“To be sure we will,” replied Aramis and Porthos, with admirable 
promptness and decision, as if that were the simplest thing in the world — 
“to be sure we will get you out, if there; but in the meantime, as we are 
to set off the day after to-morrow, you would do much better not to 
risk this Bastille.” 

“Let us do better than that,” said Athos, “do not let us leave him 
during the whole evening ; let each of us wait at a gate of the palace with 
a musketeer behind him; if we see any carriage with closed windows, 
and of at all suspicious appearance, come out, let us fall upon it ; it is a 
long time since we have had a skirmish with the guards of Monsieur le 
Cardinal; M. de Treville must think us dead.” 

“To a certainty, Athos,” said Aramis, “you were meant to be a 
general ; what do you think of the plan, gentlemen ?” 

“Admirable !” replied the young men in chorus. 

“Well !” said Porthos, “I will run to the hotel, and engage our com- 
rades to hold themselves in readiness by eight o’clock, the rendezvous, the 
Place du Palais-Cardinal ; in the meantime, you see that the lackeys saddle 
the horses.” 

“I have no horse,” said D’Artagnan, but that is of no consequence, I 
can take one of M. de Treville’s.” 

“That is not worth while,” said Aramis, “you can have one of mine.” 

“One of yours! how many have you, then?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Three,” replied Aramis smiling. 

“Certes,” cried Athos, “you are the best mounted poet of France 
or Navarre.” 







“Well, but Aramis, you don’t want three horses r* 1 cannot compre- 
hend what induced you to buy three !”^ 

“Therefore I only purchased two,” said Aramis. 

“Tlip third then fell from the clouds, I suppose?” 

“No, the third was brought to me this very morning by a groom out 
of livery, who would not tell me in whose service he was, and who said 
he had received orders from his master.” 

“Or his mistress,” interrupted D’Artagnan. 

“That makes no difference,” said Aramis, coloring; “and who af- 
firmed, as I said, that he had received orders from his mistress to place 
the horse in my stable, without informing me whence it came.” 

“It is only to poets that such things happen,” said Athos gravely. 

“Well, in that case, we can manage famously,” slid D’Artagnan; 
“which of the two horses will you ride; that which you bought, or the 
one that was given to you ?” 

“That which was given to me, without doubt — -you cannot for a 
moment imagine, D’Artagnan, that I should commit such an offense 
toward 

“The unknown giver,” interrupted D’Artagnan. 

“Or the mysterious benefactress,” said Athos. 

“The one you bought will then become useless to you ?” 

“Nearly so.” 

“And you selected it yourself?” 

“With the greatest care; the safety of the horseman, you know, 
depends almost always upon the goodness of his horse.” 

“Well, let me have it at the price it cost you?” 

“I was going to make you the offer, my dear D’Artagnan, giving you 
all the time necessary for repaying me such a trifle.” 

“How much did it cost you?” 

“Eight hundred livres.” 

“Here are forty double pistoles, my dear friend,” said D’Artagnan, 
taking the sum from his pocket ; “I know that this is the coin in which 
you were paid for your poems.” 

“You are full of money, then?” said Aramis. 

“Money ! rolling in it, my dear fellow !” 

And D’Artagnan chinked the remainder of his pistoles in his pocket. 

“Send your saddles, then, to the hotel of the musketeers, and your 
horse can be brought back with ours.” 

“Very well ; but it is already five o’clock, so make haste.” 

A quarter of an hour afterward, Porthos appeared at the end of the 
Rue Ferou, mounted upon a very handsome genet ; Mousqueton followed 
him upon an Auvergne horse, small, but very good-looking: Porthos 
was resplendent with joy and pride. 

At the same time, Aramis made his appearance at the other end of the 
street, upon a superb English charger; Bazin followed him upon a roan, 
leading a splendid, vigorous Mecklenburg horse; this last was D’Ar- 
tagnan’s. 
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The two musketeers met at the gate ; Athos and D’Artagnan watched 
their approach from the window. 

‘The devil,” cried Aramis, “you have a magnificent horse there, 
Porthos.” , 

“Yes,” replied Porthos, “it is the one that ought to have been sent to 
me at first ; a bad joke of the husband’s substituted the other ; but the 
good man has been punished since, and I have obtained full satisfaction.” 

Grimaud then led up his master’s horse; D’Artagnan and Athos 
came down, got into their saddles, and all four set forward: Athos upon 
a horse he owed to a woman, Aramis on a horse he owed to his mistress, 
Porthos on a horse he owed to the procureuse, and D’Artagnan on a 
horse he owed to his good fortune, the best mistress possible. 

The lackeyS^followed. 

As Porthos had foreseen, the cavalcade produced a good effect ; and if 
Madame Coquenard had met Porthos, and seen what a superb appear- 
ance he made upon his handsome Spanish genet, she would not have 
regretted the bleeding she had inflicted upon the strong box of her 
husband. 

Near the Louvre the four friends met with M. de Treville, who was 
returning from St. Germain ; he stopped them to offer his compliments 
upon their appointments, which in an instant drew round them a hundred 
gapers. 

D’Artagnan took advantage of the circumstance to speak to M. de 
Treville of the letter with the great red seal, and the cardinal’s arms; 
we beg it to be understood that he did not breathe a word concerning 
the other. 

M. de Treville approved of the resolution he had adopted, and assured 
him that if on the morrow he did not appear, he himself would undertake 
to find him, let him be where he might. 

At this moment the clock of La Samaritaine struck six; the four 
friends pleaded an engagement, and took leave of M. de Treville. 

A short gallop brought them to the road of Chaillot ; the day began 
to decline, carriages were passing and repassing; D’Artagnan, keeping 
at some distance from his friends, darted a scrutinizing glance into every 
carriage that appeared, but saw no face with which he was acquainted. 

At length, after waiting a quarter of an hour, and just as twilight was 
beginning to thicken, a carriage appeared, coming at a quick pace on the 
road of Sevres ; a presentiment instantly told D’Artagnan that this car- 
riage contained the person who had appointed the rendezvous ; the young 
man was himself astounded to find his heart beat so violently. Almost 
instantly a female head w^as put out at the window, with two fingers placed 
upon her mouth, either to enjoy silence or to send him a kiss ; D’Artag- 
nan uttered a slight cry of joy ; this woman, or rather this apparition, for 
the carriage passed with the rapidity of a vision, was Madame Bonacieux. 

By an involuntary movement, and in spite of the injunction given, 
D’Artagnan put his horse into a gallop, and in a few strides overtook the 
carriage ; but the window was close shut, the vision had disappeared. 

D’Artagnan then remembered the injunction ; “If you value your own 



Alexander Dumas 307 

life, or that of those who love you, remain motionless, and as if you had 
seen nothing,” 

He stopped, therefore, trembling, not for himself, but for the poor 
woman vdio had evidently exposed herself to great danger by appointing 
this rendezvous. 

The carriage pursued its way, still going at a great pace, till it dashed 
into Paris, and disappeared. 

D’Artagnan remained fixed to the spot, ^ astonished, and not knowing 
what to think. If it were Madame Bonacieux and if she was returning 
to Paris, why this fugitive interview; why this simple exchange of a 
glance, why this last kiss ? If, on the other side, it were not she, which 
was still quite possible, for the little light that remained rendered a 
mistake easy ; if it were not she, might it not be the commencement of 
some machination against him with the bait of this woman, for whom 
his love was known ? 

His three companions joined him. All had plainly seen a woman’s 
head appear out at the window, but none of them, except Athos, knew 
Madame Bonacieux. The opinion of Athos was that it was Madame 
Bonacieux; but less preoccupied by that pretty face than D’Artagnan, 
he had fancied he saw a second head, a man’s head, in the carriage. 

“If that be the case,” said D’Artagnan, “they are doubtless transport- 
ing her from one prison to another. But what can they intend to do with 
the poor creature, and how shall I ever meet her again ?” 

“My friend,” said Athos gravely, “remember that it is the dead alone 
with whom we are not likely to meet again on this earth. You know 
something of that, as well as I do, I think. Now, if your mistress is not 
dead, if it is she we have just seen, you will meet with her again some 
day or other. And perhaps, my God !” added he, with that misanthropic 
tone which was peculiar to him, “perhaps sooner than you wish.” 

Plalf-past seven had struck, the carriage was twenty minutes behind 
the time appointed. D’Artagnan’s friends reminded him that he had a 
visit to pay, but at the same time calling it to his observation that there 
was still time to retract. 

But D'Artagnan was at the same time impetuous and curious. He 
had made up his mind that he would go to the Palais-Cardinal, and that 
he would learn what his eminence had to say to him : nothing could turn 
him from his purpose. 

They reached the Rue St. Honore, and in the Place du Palais- 
Cardinal they found the twelve convoked musketeers, walking about in 
expectation of their comrades. There only they made them acquainted 
with the matter in question. 

D’Artagnan was well known in the honorable corps of the king’s 
musketeers, in which it had been stated that he was, one day, to take his 
place : he was considered, beforehand, as their comrade. It resulted from 
these antecedents that every one entered heartily into the purpose for 
which they met ; besides, it would not be unlikely that they should have an 
opportunity of playing either the cardinal or his people an ill turn, and 
for such expeditions these worthy gentlemen were always ready. 
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Athos divided them into three groups, assumed the command of one, 
gave the second to Aramis, and the third to Porthos, and then each 
group went and took a position for watching, near an entrance. 

D’Artagnan, on his part, entered boldly at the front .gate. * 

Although he felt himself ably supported, the young man was not 
without a little uneasiness as he ascended the great staircase, step by step. 
His conduct toward milady bore a strong resemblance to treachery, and 
he was very suspicious of the political relations which existed between that 
woman and the cardinal ; still further, De Wardes, whom he had treated 
so ill, was one of the creatures of his eminence, and D’Artagnan knew, 
that while his eminence was terrible to his enemies, he was strongly at- 
tached to his friends. 

“If De Wardes has related all our affair to the cardinal, which is not 
to be doubted, and if he has recognized me, which is probable, I may 
consider myself almost as a condemned man,” said D’Artagnan, shaking 
his head. “But why has he waited till now? Humph! that’s all plain 
enough : milady has laid her complaint against me with that hypocritical 
grief which renders her so interesting, and this last offense has made the 
cup overflow.” 

“Fortunately,” added he, “ray good friends are down yonder, and 
they will not allow me to be carried away easily. Nevertheless, M, de 
Treville’s company of musketeers alone cannot maintain a war against 
the cardinal, who disposes of the forces of all France, and before whom 
the queen is without power and the king without will. D’Artagnan, my 
friend, you are brave, you are prudent, you have excellent qualities, but 
the women will ruin you I” 

He came to this melancholy conclusion as he entered the antechamber. 
He placed his letter in the hands of the usher on duty, who led him into 
the waiting-room, and passed on into the interior of the palace. 

In this waiting-room were five or six of the cardinal’s guards, who 
recognized D’Artagnan, and knowing that it was he who had wounded 
Jussac, they looked upon him with a smile of singular meaning. 

This smile appeared to D’Artagnan to be of bad augury, only, as our 
Gascon was not easily intimidated, or rather, thanks to a great pride 
natural to the men of his country, he did not allow himself easily to see 
that which was passing in his mind, when that which was passing at all 
resembled fear, he placed himself haughtily in front of messieurs the 
guards, and waited with his hand on his hip, in an attitude by no means 
deficient in majesty. 

The usher returned and made a sign to D’Artagnan to follow him. It 
appeared to the young man that the guards, on seeing him depart, 
whispered among themselves. 

Fie followed a corridor, crossed a grand salon, entered a library, and 
found himself in the presence of a man seated at a desk and writing. 

The usher introduced him and retired without speaking a word. 
D'Artagnan remained standing and examined this man. 

D’Artagnan at first believed that he had to do with some judge exam- 
ining his papers, but he perceived that the man of the desk wrote or 
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rather corrected lines of unequal length, scanning the words on his 
fingers; he saw then that he was in face of a poet. At the end of an 
instant the poet closed his manuscript^ Upon the cover of which was writ- 
ten, Mirqme, a tragedy in five acts, and raised his head. 

D’Artagnan recognized the cardinal. 


CHAPTER XL. 

A TERRIBLE VISION 

The cardinal leaned his elbow on his manuscript, his cheek upon his 
hand, and looked intently at the young man for a momerA. No one had 
a more searching eye than the Cardinal de Richelieu, and D’Artagnan 
felt this glance penetrate his veins like a fever. 

He, however, kept a good countenance, holding his hat in his hand, 
and awaiting the good pleasure of his eminence, without too much 
assurance, but without too much humility. 

“Monsieur,” said the cardinal, “are you a D’Artagnan from Bearn?” 

“Yes, monseigneur,” replied the young man. 

“There are several branches of the D’Artagnans at Tarbes, and in its 
environs,” said the cardinal ; “to which do you belong?” 

“I am the son of him who served in the religious wars under the 
great King Henry, the father of his gracious majesty.” 

“That is well. It is you who set out, seven or eight months ago, 
from your country to try your fortune in the capital ?” 

“Yes, monseigneur.” 

“You came through Meung, where something befell you, I don’t very 
well know what, but still something.” 

“Monseigneur,” said D’Artagnan, “this was what happened to me — ” 

“Of no consequence, of no consequence !” resumed the cardinal with 
a smile, which indicated that he knew the story as well as he who wished 
to relate it; “you were recommended to M. de Treville, were you not?” 

“Yes, monseigneur, but in that unfortunate affair of Meung ” 

“The letter was lost,” replied his eminence; “yes, I know that, but 
M. de Treville is a skillful physiognomist, who knows men at first sight ; 
and he placed you in the company of his brother-in-law, M. Dessessarts, 
leaving you to hope that one day or other you should enter the mus- 
keteers.” 

“Monseigneur is quite correctly informed,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Since that time many things have happened to you : you were walk- 
ing one day behind the Chartreux, when it would have been better for 
you if you had been elsewhere ; then you took with your friends a journey 
to the waters of Forges; they stopped on the road, but you continued 
yours. That is all very simple, you had business in England.” 

“Monseigneur,” said D’Artagnan, quite confused, “I went ” 

“Hunting at Windsor, or elsewhere: that concerns nobody. I am 
acquainted with the circumstances, because it is my position to know 
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everything. On your return, you were received by an august personage, 
and I perceive with pleasure that you preserve the souvenir she gave you.” 

D’Artagnan placed his hand upon the queen’s diamond, which he 
wore, and quickly turned the collet inward ; but it was too late. 

“The day after that, you received a visit from Cavois,” resumed the 
cardinal: “he went to desire you to come to the palace; you did not 
return that visit, and you were wrong.” 

“Monseigneur, I feared I had incurred the anger of your eminence.” 

“How could that be, monsieur ? Could you incur my anger by having 
followed the orders of your superiors with more intelligence and courage 
than another would have done? It is the people who do not obey that I 
punish, and not those who, like you, obey but too well. As a proof, remem- 
ber the date oFthe day on which I caused you to be informed that I 
desired you to come to me, and seek in your memory for what happened 
to you that very night.” 

That was the very evening on which the carrying off of Madame 
Bonacieux took place ; D’Artagnan trembled ; and he likewise recollected 
that half an hour before the poor woman had passed close to him, without 
doubt, carried away by the same power that had caused her disappearance. 

“In short,” continued the cardinal, “as I have heard nothing of you 
for some time past, I wished to know what you were doing; besides, 
you owe me some thanks ; you must yourself have remarked how much 
you have been considered in all the circumstances.” 

D’Artagnan bowed with respect. 

“That,” continued the cardinal, “arose not only from a feeling oi 
natural equity, but likewise from a plan I have marked out with respect 
to you.” 

D’Artagnan became more and more astonished. 

“I wished to explain this plan to you on the day you received my first 
invitation ; but you did not come. Fortunately nothing is lost by this 
delay, and you are now about to hear it. Sit down, there, before me, 
M. d’Artagnan; you are quite gentleman enough not to listen standing.” 

And the cardinal pointed with his finger to a chair for the young 
man, who was so astonished at what was passing, that he awaited a 
second sign from his interlocutor before he obeyed. 

“You are brave, Monsieur d’Artagnan,” continued his eminence; 
“you are prudent, which is still better. I like men of head and heart. 
Don’t be afraid,” said he smiling, “by men of heart, I mean men of 
courage ; but young as you are, and scarcely entering into the world, you 
have powerful enemies ; if you do not take great heed, they will destroy 
you!” 

“Alas 1 monseigneur I” replied the young man, “very easily, no doubt ; 
for they are strong and well supported : while I am alone !” 

“Yes, that’s very true ; but alone as you are, you have already done 
much, and will still do more, I don’t doubt. And yet you have need, I 
believe, to be guarded in the adventurous career you have undertaken ; 
for, if I mistake not, you came to Paris with the ambitious idea of making 
your fortune.” 


“I am at the age of extravagant hopes, monseigneur,” said D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“There are no extravagant hopes but for fools, monsieur, and you are 
a man of understanding. Now, what would you say to an ensigncy in my 
guards, and a company after the campaign?” 

“Ah ! monseigneur !” 

“You accept it, do you not?” 

“Monseigneur,” replied D’Artagnan, with an embarrassed air. 

“What! do you decline it?” cried the cardinal, with astonishment. 

“I ani in his majesty’s guards, monseigneur, and I have no reason to 
be dissatisfied.” 

“But it appears to me that my guards are also his majesty’s guards, 
and whoever serves in a French corps serves the king.” « 

“Monseigneur, your eminence has ill understood my words.” 

“You want a pretext, do you not? I comprehend. Well, you have 
this excuse. Advancement, the opening campaign, the opportunity 
which I offer you, so much for the world ; as regards yourself, safe pro- 
tection ; for it is fit you should know. Monsieur d’Artagnan, that I have 
received heavy and serious complaints against you ; you do not consecrate 
your days and nights to the king’s service alone.” 

D’Artagnan colored. 

“In fact,” said the cardinal, placing his hand upon a bundle of papers, 
“I have here a whole pile which concerns you. I know you to be a man 
of resolution, and your services, well directed, instead of leading you to 
ill, might be very advantageous to you. Come, reflect, and decide.” 

“Your goodness confounds me, monseigneur,” replied D’Artagnan, 
“and I am conscious of a greatness of soul in your eminence that makes 
me mean as an earth-worm ; but since monseigneur permits me to speak 
freely ” 

D’Artagnan paused. 

“Yes — speak.” 

“Then, I will presume to say, that all my friends are in the king’s 
musketeers and guards, and, by an inconceivable fatality, all my enemies 
are in the service of your eminence ; I should, therefore, be ill received 
here and ill regarded there, if I accepted that which monseigneur of- 
fers me.” 

“Do you happen to entertain the proud idea that I have not yet made 
you an offer equal to your merit?” asked the cardinal, with a smile 
of disdain. 

“Monseigneur, your eminence is a hundred times too kind on my 
account, and, on the contrary, I think I have not proved myself worthy of 
your goodness. The siege of La Rochelle is about to be resumed, mon- 
seigneur; I shall serve under the eye of your eminence, and if I have 
the good fortune to conduct myself at that siege in such a manner as to 
attract your attention — ^then I shall at least leave behind me some bril- 
liant action to justify the protection with which you honor me. Every- 
thing is best in its time, monseigneur; hereafter, perhaps, I shall have 
the right of giving myself : at present, I shall appear to sell myself.” 
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“That is to say, you refuse to serve me, monsieur," said the cardinal, 
with a tone of vexation through which, however, might be seen a sort of 
esteem ; “remain free, then, and preserve your hatreds and your sym- 
pathies.” . 

“Monseigneur — — 

“Well! well!” said the cardinal, “I don’t wish you any ill; but you 
must be aw^are that it is quite trouble enough to defend and reward our 
friends; we owe nothing to our enemies; and let me give you a piece of 
advice: take good care of yourself, Monsieur d’Artagnan, for, from the 
moment I withdraw my hand from you, I would not give you an abode 
for your life.” 

“I will try to do so, monseigneur,” replied the Gascon, with a noble 
confidence. 

“Remember at a later period, and at a certain moment, if any mis- 
chance should happen to you,” said Richelieu, with earnestness, “that it 
was I who came to seek you, and that I did all in my power to prevent 
this misfortune befalling you.” 

“I shall entertain, whatever may happen,” said D’Artagnan, placing 
his hand upon his breast and bowing, “an eternal gratitude toward your 
eminence for that which you now do for me.” 

“Well, let it be then, as you have said. Monsieur d'Artagnan; we 
shall see each other again after the campaign ; I will have ray eye upon 
you, for I shall be there,” replied the cardinal, pointing with his finger to 
a magnificent suit of armor he was to wear, “and on our return, well — we 
will settle our account !” 

“Ah I monseigneur !” cried D’Artagnan, “spare me the weight of your 
anger ; remain neuter, monseigneur, if you find that I act as a gentleman 
ought to act.” 

“Young man,” said Richelieu, “if I am able to say to you again once 
more what I have said to you to-day, I promise you to do so.” 

This last expression of Richelieu’s conveyed a terrible doubt; it 
alarmed D’Artagnan more than a menace would have done, for it was a 
warning. The cardinal, then, was seeking to preserve him from some 
misfortune which threatened him. He opened his mouth to reply, but, 
with a haughty gesture, the cardinal dismissed him. 

D’Artagnan w'ent out, but at the door his heart almost failed him, and 
he felt inclined to return. But the noble and severe countenance of Athos 
crossed his mind: if he made the compact with the cardinal which he 
required, Athos would no more give him his hand, Athos would renounce 
him. 

It was this fear that restrained him, so powerful is the influence of a 
truly great character on all that surrounds it. 

D’Artagnan descended by the staircase at which he had entered, and 
found Athos and the four musketeers waiting his appearance, and begin- 
ning to grow uneasy. With a word D’Artagnan reassured them, and 
Planchet ran to inform the other post that it was useless to keep guard 
longer, as his master had come out safe from the Palais-Cardinal. 

When they reached Athos’ residence, Aramis and Porthos inquired 
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eagerly the cause of this strange interview ; but D’ Artagnan confined 
himseif to telling them that M. de Richelieu had sent for him to propose 
to him to enter into his guards with the rank of ensign, and that he had 
refused. •> 

“And you were quite right,” cried Aramis and Porthos, with one 
voice. 

Athos fell into a profound reverie and answered nothing. But when 
they were alone : 

“You have done that which you ought to have done, D’Artagnan,” 
said Athos — “but yet, perhaps, you have done wrong.” 

D’Artagnan sighed deeply, for this voice responded to a secret voice 
of his soul, which told him that great misfortunes awaited him. 

The whole of the next day was spent in preparations^for departure ; 
D’Artagnan went to take leave of M. de Treville. At that time it was 
believed that the separation of the musketeers and the guards would be 
but momentary, the king holding his parliament that very day, and pro- 
posing to set out the day after. M. de Treville contented himself with 
asking D’Artagnan if he could do anything for him, but D’Artagnan an- 
swered that he was supplied with all he wanted. 

That night assembled all the comrades of the guards of M. Dessessarts 
and the company of the musketeers of M. de Treville, who had been 
accustomed to associate together. They were parting to meet again when 
it should please God, and if it should please God. The night, then, was 
a somewhat riotous one, as may be imagined ; in such cases extreme pre- 
occupation being only to be combated by extreme carelessness. 

At the first sound of the morning trumpet the friends separated, the 
musketeers hastening to the hotel of M. de Treville, the guards to that 
of M. Dessessarts. Each of the captains then led his company to the 
Louvre, where the king passed them in review. 

The king was dull, and appeared ill, which took off a little from his 
usual lofty carriage. In fact, the evening before, a fever had seized him 
in the midst of the parliament, while he was holding his bed of justice. 
He had, not the less, decided upon setting out that same evening, and, in 
spite of’ the remonstrances that had been offered to him, he persisted in 
having the review, hoping, by setting it at defiance, to conquer the disease 
which began to lay hold of him. 

The review over, the guards set forward alone on their march, the 
musketeers waiting for the king, which allowed Porthos time to go and 
take a turn, in his superb equipment, in the Rue aux Ours. 

The procureuse saw him pass in his new uniform and upon his fine 
horse She loved Porthos too dearly to allow him to part thus : she made 
him a sign to dismount and come to her. Porthos was magnificent, his 
spurs jingled, his cuirass glittered, his sword knocked proudly against his 
ample limbs. This time the clerks evinced no inclination to laugh, such a 

real ear-clipper did Porthos appear. , 

The musketeer was introduced to M. Coquenard, whose little gray 
eyes sparkled with anger at seeing his cousin all blazing new. Neverthe- 
less one thing afforded him inward consolation ; it was expected by every- 
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body that the campaign would be a severe one; he whispered a hope to 
himself that this beloved relation might be killed in the course of it. 

Porthos paid his compliments to M. Coquenard, and bade him fare- 
well ; Monsieur Coquenard wished him all sorts of prosperities. As to 
Madame Coquenard, she could not restrain her tears, but no evil impres- 
sions were taken from her grief, as she was known to be very much 
attached to her relations, about whom she was constantly having serious 
disputes with her husband. 

But the real adieux were made in Madame Coquenard’s chamber; 
they were heartrending ! 

As long as the procureuse could follow him with her eyes, she waved 
her handkerchief to him, leaning so far out of the window as to lead 
people to belie-^e she was about to precipitate herself after her musketeer. 
Porthos received all these attentions like a man accustomed to such 
demonstrations ; only, on turning the comer of the street, he lifted his 
hat gracefully, and waved it to her as a sign of adieu. 

On his part, Aramis wrote a long letter. To whom? Nobody knew. 
Kitty, who was to set out that evening for Tours, was waiting in the next 
chamber, 

Athos sipped the last bottle of his Spanish wine. 

In the meantime, D’Artagnan was defiling with his company. On 
arriving at the Faubourg St. Antoine, he turned round to look gayly at 
the Bastille; but as it was the Bastille alone he looked at, he did not 
observe milady, who, mounted upon a light chestnut horse, pointed him 
out with her finger to two ill-looking men who came close up to the ranks 
to take notice of him. To a look of interrogation which they made, milady 
replied by a sign that that was the person. Then, certain that there could 
be no mistake in the execution of her orders, she turned her horse and 
disappeared. 

The two men followed the company, and at leaving the Faubourg, 
St. Antoine, mounted two horses properly equipped, which a servant out 
of livery was holding in expectation of their coming. 


CHAPTER XLI. 

THE SIEGE OF LA ROCHELLE. 

The siege of La Rochelle was one of the great political events of the 
reign of Louis XIII., and one of the great military enterprises of the 
cardinal. It is then interesting, and even necessary, that we should say 
a few words about it, particularly as many details of this siege are con- 
nected in too important a manner with the history we have undertaken 
to relate, to allow us to pass it over in silence. 

The political views of the cardinal, when he undertook this siege, were 
considerable. Let us expose them first, and then pass on to the private 
ones, which, perhaps, had not less influence upon his eminence than the 
former. 

Of the important cities given up by Henry IV. to the Huguenots as 
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places of safety, there only remained La Rochelle. It became necessary, 
therefore, to destroy this last bulwark of Calvinism, a dangerous leaven, 
with which the ferments of civil revolt and foreign war were constantly 
mingling! 

Spaniards, English and Italian malcontents, adventurers of all nations, 
and soldiers of fortune of every or of no sect, flocked at the first summons 
to the standards of the Protestants, and organized themselves like a vast 
association, whose branches diverged at leisure over all parts of Europe. 

La Rochelle, _ which had derived a new importance from the ruin of 
the other Calvinist cities, was then the focus of dissentious and ambitious 
views. Moreover, its port was the last port in the kingdom of France 
open to the English, and by closing it against England, ou^s eternal enemy, 
the cardinal completed the work of Joan of Arc and the Duke of Guise. 

Thus Bassompierre, who was at once a Protestant and a Catholic — b . 
Protestant by conviction and a Catholic as commander of the order of the 
Holy Ghost ; Bassompierre, who was a German by birth, and a French- 
man at heart ; in short, Bassompierre, who had a distinguished command 
at the siege oif La Rochelle, said, on charging at the head of several other 
Protestant nobles like himself : 

“You will see, gentlemen, that we shall be fools enough to take 
La Rochelle.” 

And Bassompierre was right : the cannonade of the Isle of Re pres- 
aged to him the dragonades of the Cevemies ; the taking of La Rochelle 
was the preface to the revocation of the Edict of Nantes. 

But, we have hinted, that by the side of these views of the leveling and 
simplifying minister, and which belong to history, the chronicler is forced 
to recognize the little aims of the lover and the jealous rival. 

Richelieu, as every one knows, had been in love with the queen : was 
this love a simple political affair, or was it naturally one of those profound 
passions which Anne of Austria inspired in those who approached her ? 
That we are not able to say ; but, at all events, we have seen, by the an- 
terior developments of this history, that Buckingham had had the advan- 
tage over him, and in two or three circumstances, particularly that of the 
diamond studs, had, thanks to the devotedness of the three musketeers, 
and the courage and conduct of D’Artagnan, cruelly mystified him. 

It was, then, Richelieu’s object, not only to get rid of an enemy of 
France, but to avenge himself on a rival ; but this vengeance ought to be 
great and striking, and worthy in every way of a man who held in his 
hand, as his weapon for combat, the forces of a whole kingdom. 

Richelieu knew that while combating England he was combating 
Buckingham — that 'when triumphing over England, he triumphed over 
Buckingham ; in short, that in humiliating England in the eyes of Europe, 
he humiliated Buckingham in the eyes of the queen. 

On his side, Buckingham, while pretending to maintain the honor of 
England, was moved by interests exactly similar to those of the cardinal. 
Buckingham, also, was pursuing a private vengeance. Buckingham could 
not, under any pretense, be admitted into France as an ambassador: he 
wished to enter it as a conqueror. 
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It resulted from this, that the veritable stake of this game, which two 
of the most powerful kingdoms played for the good pleasure of two men 
in love, was simply — a kind look from Anne of Austria. 

The first advantage had been gained by Buckingham, Arriving un- 
expectedly in sight of the Isle of Re, with ninety vessels, and nearly 
twenty thousand men, he had surprised the Count de Toirac, who com- 
manded for the king in the Isle ; he had, after a sanguinary conflict, 
effected his landing. 

Allow us to observe, in passing, that in this fight perished the Baron 
de Chantal ; that the Baron de Chantal left a little orphan girl of eighteen 
months old, and that this little girl was afterward Madame de Sevigne. 

The Count «de Toirac entered into the citadel St, Martin with his 
garrison, and threw a hundred men into a little fort, called the fort of 
La Free. 

This event had hastened the resolutions of the cardinal ; and till the 
king and he could take the command of the siege of La Rochelle, which 
was determined on, he had sent monsieur to direct the first operations, 
and had ordered all the troops he could dispose of to march toward the 
theater of war. It was of this detachment, sent as vanguard, that our 
friend D’Artagnan formed a part. 

The king, as we have said, was to follow as soon as his bed of justice 
had been held ; but on rising from his bed of justice on the 28th of June, 
he felt himself attacked by fever. He was, notwithstanding, anxious to 
set out ; but his illness becoming more serious, he was forced to stop at 
Villeroi. 

Now, whenever the king stopped, the musketeers stopped. It resulted 
that DArtagnan, who was as yet purely and simply in the guards, found 
himself, for the time at least, separated from his good friends, Athos, 
Aramis, and Porthos. This separation, which was no more than an un- 
pleasant circumstance, would have certainly become a cause of serious 
uneasiness, if he had been able to guess by what unknown dangers he 
was surrounded. 

He, however, arrived without accident in the camp established before 
La Rochelle, on the 10th of the month of September of the year 1627. 

Everything was in the same state ; the Duke of Buckingham and his 
English, masters of the Isle of Re, continued to besiege, but withoiit suc- 
cess, the citadel of St. Martin and the fort of La Free; and hostilities 
with La Rochelle had commenced, two or three days before, about a fort 
which the Duke d’Angouleme had caused to be constructed near the city. 

The guards, under the command of M. Dessessarts, took up their 
quarters at the Minimes ; but, as we know, D’Artagnan, preoccupied by 
the ambition of passing into the musketeers, had formed but few friend- 
ships among his conlrades, and he felt himself isolated, and given up to 
his own reflections. 

His reflections were not very cheerful. From the time of his arrival 
in Paris, he had been mixed up with public affairs ; but his own private 
affairs had not made any great progress, as regarded either love or for- 
tune. As to love, the only woman he could have loved was Madame 
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Bonacieiix ; and Madame Bonacieux had disappeared, without his being 
able to discover what had become of her. With respect to fortune, he 
had made himself — he, humble as he was — ^an enemy of the cardinal, that 
is to say, of a man before whom trembled the greatest men of the king- 
dom, beginning with the king. 

That man had the power to crush him, and yet he had not done it. 
For a mind so perspicuous as that of D’Artagnan, this indulgence was s 
light by which he caught a glimpse of a better future. 

And then he had made himself another enemy ; not so much to b('. 
feared, he thought, but, nevertheless, he instinctively felt not to be de- 
spised ; the enemy was milady. 

In exchange for all this, he had acquired the protection and good-will 
of the queen ; but the favor of the queen was, at the present time, an addi- 
tional cause of persecution ; and her protection, it was pretty well known, 
protected the objects of it very badly — ^as instanced in Chalais and 
Madame Bonacieux. 

What he had clearly gained in all this was the diamond, worth five or 
six thousand livres, which he wore on his finger ; and even this diamond, 
supposing that D’Artagnan, in his projects of ambition, wished to keep 
it, to make it some day a pledge for the gratitude of the queen, had not, 
in the meanwhile, since he could not part with it, more value than the 
stones he trod under his feet. 

We say than the stones he trod under his feet, for D’Artagnan made 
these reflections while walking solitarily along a pretty little road which 
led from the camp to the village of Angoutin. Now, these reflections had 
led him further than he intended, and the day was beginning to decline, 
when, by the last ray of the setting sun, he thought he saw the barrel of a 
musket glitter from behind a hedge. 

D’Artagnan had a quick eye, and a prompt understanding. He natu- 
rally supposed that that musket had not come there of itself, and that he 
who bore it had not concealed himself behind a hedge with any friendly 
intentions. He determined, therefore, to direct his course as clear from 
it as he could, when, on the opposite side of the road, from behind a rock, 
he perceived the extremity of another musket-barrel. 

This was evidently an ambuscade. 

The young man cast a glance at the first musket, and saw, with a 
certain degree of inquietude, that it was leveled in his direction ; but as 
soon as he perceived that the orifice of the barrel was motionless, he 
threw himself upon the ground : at the same instant the gun was fired, 
and he heard the whistling of a ball pass over his head. 

No time was to be lost. D’Artagnan sprang up with a bound, and at 
the same instant the ball from the other musket tore up the stones on the 
very place of the road where he had thrown himself with his face to the 
ground. 

D’Artagnan was not one of those uselessly brave men who seek a 
ridiculous death, in order that it may be said of them that they did not 
give way a single step; besides, courage was out of the question here, 
D’Artagnan had fallen into a premeditated ambuscade. 
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‘Tf there should be a third shot,” said he, ‘T am a lost man.” 

He immediately, therefore, took to his heels, and ran toward the camp, 
with the swiftness of the young men of his country, so renowned for their 
agility ; but whatever might be his speed, the first that fired, having had 
time to reload, fired a second shot, and this time so well aimed, that it 
struck his hat, and carried it ten paces from him. 

As he, however, had no other hat, he picked up this as he ran, and 
arrived at his quarters, very pale and quite out of breath. He sat down 
without saying a word to anybody, and began to reflect. 

This event might have three causes : 

The first and the most natural was, that it might be an ambuscade of 
the Rochellais who might not have been sorry to kill one of his majesty’s 
guards ; in the first place, because it would be an enemy the less, and that 
this enemy might have a well-furnished purse in his pocket, 

D’Artagnan took his hat, examined the hole made by the ball, and 
shook his head. The ball was not a musket-ball — it was an arquebus- 
ball. The justness of the aim had first given him the idea that a partic- 
ular kind of weapon had been employed. This could not then, be a 
military ambuscade, as the ball was not of the regular caliber. 

This might be a kind remembrance of Monsieur le Cardinal. It 
may be observed that at the very moment when, thanks to the ray of the 
sun, he perceived the gun-barrel, he was thinking with astonishment on 
the forbearance of his eminence with respect to him. 

But D’Artagnan again shook his head. For people . toward whom 
he had but to put forth his hand, his eminence had rarely recourse to 
such means. 

It might be a vengeance of. milady’s — ^that was the most probable ! 

He endeavored in vain to remember the faces or dress of the as- 
sassins ; he had escaped so rapidly, that he had not had leisure to remark 
anything. 

“Ah ! my poor friends !” murmured D’Artagnan ; “where are you ? 
How sadly I want you I” 

D'Artagnan passed a very restless night. Three or four times he 
started up, imagining that a man was approaching his bed for the pur- 
pose of poniarding him. Nevertheless, day dawned without darkness 
having brought any accident. 

But D’Artagnan justly suspected that that which was deferred was 
not lost. 

D’Artagnan remained all day in his quarters, assigning as a reason 
to himself that the weather was bad. 

At nine o’clock next morning, the drums beat to arms. The Duke 
of Orleans visited the posts. The guards were under arms, and D’Ar- 
tagnan took his place in the midst of his comrades. 

Monsieur passed along the front of the line ; then all the superior 
officers approached him to pay their compliments, M. Dessessarts, cap- 
tain of the guards, as well as the others. 

At the expiration of a minute or two, it appeared to D’Artagnan 
that M. Dessessarts made him a sign to come to him ; he waited for a 
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fresh gesture on the part of his superior, for fear he might be mistaken ; 
but this gesture being repeated, he left the ranks, and advanced to receive 
his orders. 

“Morlsieur is about to ask for some men of good courage for a dan- 
gerous mission, but which- will do honor to those who shall accomplish 
it, and I made you a sign in order that you might hold yourself in 
readiness.” 

“Thanks ! captain !” replied D’Artagnan, who wished for nothing bet- 
ter than an opportunity for distinguishing himself under the eye of the 
lieutenant-general. 

In fact, the Rochellais had made a sortie during the night, and had 
retaken a bastion of which the royal army had gained 4>ossession two 
days before; the matter was to ascertain, by reconnoitering, how the 
enemy guarded this bastion. 

At the end of a few minutes, monsieur raised his voice and said : 

‘T want, for this mission, three or four volunteers, led by a man who 
can be depended upon.” 

"As to the man to be depended upon, I have him under my hand, 
monseigneur,” said M. Dessessarts, pointing to D’Artagnan ; "and as to 
the four or five volunteers, monseigneur has but to make his intentions 
known, and the men will not be wanting.” 

"Four men of good will who will risk being killed with me!” said 
D’Artagnan, raising his sword. 

Two of his comrades of the guards immediately sprang forward, 
and two other soldiers having joined them, the number was deemed 
sufficient; D’Artagnan declined all others, being unwilling to injure the 
chance of honor of those who. came forward first. 

It was not known whether, after the taking of the bastion, the 
Rochellais had evacuated it or left a garrison in it; the object then was 
to examine the place near enough to ascertain the thing. 

D’Artagnan set out with his four companions, and followed the 
trench : the two guards marched abreast with him, and the two soldiers 
followed behind. 

They arrived thus, screened by the lining of the trench, till they 
came within a hundred paces of the bastion 1 There, on turning round, 
D’Artagnan perceived that the two soldiers had disappeared. 

He thought that, beginning to be afraid, they had stayed behind. 

At the turning of the counterscarp they found themselves within 
about sixty paces of the bastion. They saw no one, and the bastion 
seemed abandoned. 

The three composing our forlorn hope were deliberating whether 
they should proceed any further, when all at once a circle of smoke 
enveloped the giant of stone, and a dozen balls came whistling round 
D’Artagnan and his companions. 

They knew all they wished to know; the bastion was guarded. A 
longer stay in this dangerous spot would have been useless imprudence : 
D’Artagnan and his two companions turned their backs, and commenced 
a retreat which looked very much like a flight. 



320 


The Three Musketeers 

On arriving at the angle of the trench which was to serve them as a 
rampart, one of the guards fell ; a ball passed through his breast. The 
other, who was safe and sound, continued his way toward the camp. 

D’Artagnan was not willing to abandon his companion thus, and 
stooped down to raise him and assist him in regaining the lines ; but at 
this moment two shots were fired ; one ball hit the head of the already 
wounded guard, and the other was flattened against a rock, after having 
passed within two inches of D’Artagnan. 

The young man turned quickly round, for this attack could not come 
from the bastion, which was masked by the angle of the trench ; the idea 
of the two soldiers who had abandoned him occurred to his mind, and 
with them tha% of the assassins of two evenings before; he resolved 
then, this time, to know what he had to trust to, and fell upon the body 
of his comrade as if he had been dead. 

He quickly saw two heads appear above an abandoned work, within 
thirty paces of him ; they were the heads of the two soldiers. D’Artagnan 
had not been deceived, these two men had only followed him for the 
purpose of assassinating him, hoping that the young man’s death would 
be placed to the account of the enemy. 

Only, as he might be wounded and might denounce their crime, they 
came up to him with the purpose of making sure of him ; fortunately, 
deceived by D’Artagnan’s trick, they neglected to reload their guns. 

When they were within ten paces of him, D’Artagnan, who, in falling 
had taken care not to leave hold of his sword, sprang up close to them, 

The assassins comprehended that if they fled toward the camp with- 
out having killed their man, they would be accused by him ; therefore, 
their first idea was to pass over to the enemy. One of them took his 
gun by the barrel, and used it as he would a club ; he aimed a terrible 
blow at D’Artagnan, who avoided it by springing on one side; but by 
this movement he left a passage free to the bandit, who darted off 
toward the bastion. As though the Rochellais who guarded the bastion 
were ignorant of the intentions of the man they saw coming toward them, 
they fired upon him, and he fell, struck by a ball, which broke his 
shoulder. 

In the meantime, D’Artagnan had thrown himself upon the other 
soldier, attacking him with his sword; the conflict was not long; the 
wretch had nothing to defend himself with but his discharged arquebus; 
the sword of the guard slipped down the barrel of the now useless 
weapon, and passed through the thigh of the assassin, who fell, 

D’Artagnan immediately placed the point of his sword at his throat. 

“Oh, do not kill me !” cried the bandit. “Pardon, pardon ! my officer I 
and I will tell you all.” 

“Is your secret of enough importance for me to spare your life for 
it?” asked the young man, withholding his arm. 

“Yes! if you think existence worth anything to a man of twenty as 
you are, and who may hope for everything, being handsome and brave, 
as you are.” 
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“Wretch!’' cried D’Artagnan, “speak and speak quickly! who em- 
ployed you to assassinate me?” 

“A woman whom I don’t know; but who is called milady.” 

“But If you don’t know this woman, how do you know her name?” 

“My comrade knows her, and called her so; it was with him she 
agreed, and not with me ; he even has in his pocket a letter from that 
person, who attaches great importance to you, as I have heard him say.” 

“But how did you become concerned in this villainous affair?” 

“He proposed to me to undertake it with him, and I agreed.” 

“And how much did she give you for this fine enterprise?” 

“A hundred louis.” 

“Well, come !” said the young man, laughing, “she thinks I am worth 
something ! A hundred louis ! Well, that was a temptation for two 
miserable creatures like you; so I understand you accepted it, and I 
grant you my pardon; but upon one condition!” 

“What is that?” said the soldier, uneasy at perceiving that all was 
not over. 

“That you will go and fetch me the letter your comrade has in his 
pocket.” 

“Why,” cried the bandit, “that is only another way of killing me, 
how can I go and fetch that letter under the fire of the bastion ?” 

“You must, however, make up your mind to go and fetch it, or you 
shall die by my hand.” 

“Pardon ! Monsieur, have pity on me ! In the name of that young 
lady you love, and whom you perhaps think is dead, but is not !” cried 
the bandit, throwing himself upon his knees, and leaning upon his hand, 
for he began to lose his stren^h with his blood. 

“And how do you know there is a young woman that I love, or that 
I thought that woman dead?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“By that letter which my comrade had in his pocket.” 

“You see, then,” said D’Artagnan, “that I must have that letter; so 
no more delay, no more hesitation ; x>r else, whatever may be my repug- 
nance to soiling my sword a second time with the blood of a wretch like 
you, I swear by the word of a gentleman ” 

And at these words D’Artagnan made so menacing a gesture that 
the wounded man sprang up. 

“Stop, stop !” cried he, regaining strength from terror, “I will go — 
I will go !” 

D’Artagnan took the soldier’s arquebus, made him go on before him, 
and urged him toward his companion by pricking him behind with his 
sword. 

It was a frightful thing to see this unfortunate being, leaving a long 
track of blood upon the ground he passed over, pale with approaching 
death, endeavoring to drag himself along without being seen, to the 
body of his accomplice, which lay at twenty paces from him. 

Terror was so strongly painted on his face, covered with a cold 
sweat, that D’Artagnan took pity on him, and casting upon him a look of 
contempt; 
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“Stop !” said he, “I will show you the difference between a man of 
true courag-e and such a base creature as you ; stay where you are, I will 
go myself.” 

And, with a light step, an eye on the watch, observing the mfevements 
of the enemy, and taking advantage of the accidents of the ground, 
D’Artagnan succeeded in reaching the second soldier. 

There were two means of gaining his object; to search him on the 
spot, or to carry him away, making a buckler of his body, and searching 
him in the trench. 

D’Artagnan preferred the second means, and lifted the assassin 
on to his shoulders at the moment the enemy fired. 

A slight sh<)ck, the dull noise of three balls which penetrated the 
flesh, a last cry, a convulsion of agony, proved to D’Artagnan that he 
who had endeavored to assassinate him had saved his life. 

D’Artagnan regained the trench, and threw the body down by the 
wounded man, who was as pale as death. 

The search was instantly commenced ; a leather pocketbook, a purse, 
in which was evidently a part of the sum which the bandit had received, 
with a dice-box and dice, formed the heritage of the dead man. 

He threw the purse to the wounded man, and eagerly opened the 
pocketbook. 

Among some unimportant papers he found the following letter. 

“Since you have lost sight of that woman, and she is now in safety 
in the convent, at which you should never have allowed her to arrive, 
try, at least, not to miss the man ; if you do, you know that my hand 
reaches far, and that you shall repay me very dearly the hundred louis 
you have had of me.” 

No signature. Nevertheless it was plain the letter came from milady. 
He consequently kept it as a piece of evidence, and, being in safety 
behind the angle of the trench, he began to interrogate the wounded 
man. He confessed that he had undertaken, with his comrade, the same 
that was killed, to carry off a young woman, who was to leave Paris by 
the barrier of La Villette ; but having stopped to drink at a cabaret, they 
had missed the carriage by ten minutes. 

“But what were you to have done with that woman?” asked D’Ar- 
tagnan, with great agitation, 

“We were to have conveyed her to an hotel in the Place Royale,” 
said the wounded man. 

“Yes ! yes !” murmured D’Artagnan; “that’s the place; milady’s own 
residence!” 

The young man tremblingly felt what a terrible thirst of vengeance 
urged this woman on to destroy him, as well as all who loved him, and 
how well she must be acquainted with the affairs of the court, since she 
had discovered everything. There could be no doubt she owed this 
information to the cardinal. 

But amid all this he perceived, with a feeling of real joy, that the 
queen must have discovered the prison in which poor Madame Bona- 
cieux expiated her devotedness, and that she had freed her from that 
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prison. And the letter he had received from the young woman, with 
her passing along the road of Chaillot like an apparition, were now- 
explained . 

From that time, also, as Athos had predicted, it became possible to 
find Madame Bonacieux, and a convent was not impregnable. 

This idea completely restored clemency to his heart. He turned 
toward the wounded man, who had watched with intense anxiety all 
the various expressions of his countenance, and holding out his arm 
to him : 

“Come,” said he, “I will not abandon you thus. Lean upon me, 
and let us return to the camp.” 

“Yes,” said the man, who could scarcely believj^ in such mag- 
nanimity, “but is not that to have me hanged?” 

“You have my word,” said he; “for the second time I give you 
your life.” 

The wounded man sank upon his knees, to again kiss the feet of 
his preserver ; but D’Artagnan, who had no longer a motive for staying 
so near the enemy, cut short the evidences of his gratitude. 

The guard who had returned at the first discharge had announced 
the death of his four companions. They were therefore much aston- 
ished and delighted in the regiment, when they saw the young man 
come back safe and sound. 

D’Artagnan explained the sword-wound of his companion by a sortie 
which he improvised. He described the death of the other soldier, 
and the perils they had encountered. This recital was for him the occa- 
sion of a veritable triumph. The whole army talked of this expedition 
for a day, and monsieur paid him his compliments upon it. Besides 
this, as every great action bears its own recompense with it, the great 
action of D’Artagnan had for result the restoration of the tranquillity 
he had lost. In fact, D’Artagnan believed that he might indulge in 
a little tranquillity, as of his two enemies, one was killed, and the other 
devoted to his interests. 

This tranquillity proved one thing, which was, that D’Artagnan was 
not yet perfectly acquainted with milady. 

CHAPTER XLII. 

THE ANJOU WINE. 

After the most disheartening news of the king’s health, a report 
of his convalescence began to prevail in the army ; and as he was very 
anxious to be in person at the siege, it was said that as soon as he could 
mount on horseback he would set forward. 

In the meantime, monsieur, who knew that, from one day to the other, 
he might expect to be removed from his command by the Duke d’An- 
gouleme, Bassompierre, or Schomberg, who were all eager for his post, 
did but little, lost his days in wavering, and did not dare to attempt 
any great enterprise to drive the English from the Isle of Re, where they 
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still besieged the citadel St. Martin and the fort of La Free, while, on 
their side, the PTeiich were besieging La Rochelle. 

D’Artagiian, as we have said, had become more tranquil, as always 
happens after a past danger, particularly when that danger Seems to 
have vanished ; he only felt one uneasiness, and that was at not hearing 
from his three friends. 

But one morning at the commencement of the month of November, 
everything, was explained to him by this letter, dated from Villeroi ; 

“Monsieur d’Artagnan : MM, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, after 
having had an entertainment at my house, and enjoyed themselves very 
much, created such a disturbance, that the provost of the castle, a very 
rigid man, has ordered them to be confined for some days ; but I accom- 
plish the order they have given me, by forwarding to you a dozen bot- 
tles of my Anjou wine, with whiob they are much pleased: they are 
desirous that you should drink to their health in their favorite wine. I 
have done accordingly, and am, monsieur, with great respect, 

“Your very humble and obedient servant, 

“Godeau, 

“Messman of the Musketeers.” 

“That’s all well!” cried D’Artagnan, “they think of me in their 
pleasures, as I thought of them in my troubles. Well, I will certainly 
drink to their health with all my heart, but I will not drink alone.” 

And D’Artagnan went among the guards, with whom he had formed 
greater intimacy than with the others, to invite them to enjoy with him 
this present of delicious Anjou wine which had been sent him from 
Villeroi. 

One of the two guards was engaged that evening, and another the 
next : so that the meeting was fixed for the day after that. 

D’Artagnan, on his return, sent the twelve bottles of wine to the 
huvette of the guards, with strict orders that great care should be taken 
of it ; and then, on the day appointed, as the dinner was fixed for twelve 
o’clock, D’Artagnan sent Planchet, at nine in the morning, to assist in 
preparing everything for the entertainment. 

Planchet, very proud of being raised to the dignity of mattre d’hdtel, 
thought he would get all ready like an intelligent man, and with this 
view called in the assistance of the lackey of one of his master’s guests, 
named Fourreau, and the false soldier who had endeavored to kill D’Ar- 
tagnan and who, belonging to no corps, had entered into the service of 
D’Artagnan, or rather of Planchet, since D’Artagnan had saved his life. 

The hour of the banquet being come, the two guests arrived, took 
their places, and the dishes were arranged upon the table. Planchet 
waited, towel on arm ; Fourreau uncorked the bottles, and Brisemont, 
which was the name of the convalescent, poured the wine, which was 
a little shaken by its journey, carefully into glass decanters. Of this 
wine, the first bottle being a little thick at the bottom, Brisemont poured 
the lees into a glass, and D’Artagnan desired him to drink it, for the 
poor devil had not half recovered his strength. 

The guests, after having eaten the soup, were about to lift the first 
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glass of wine to their lipSj when all at once the cannon sounded from 
Fort Louis and Fort Neuf ; the guards, imagining this to be caused by 
some unexpected attack, either of the besieged or the English, sprang 
to their* swords ; D’Artagnan, not less forward than they, did so like- 
wise, and all ran out, in order to repair to their posts. 

But scarcely were they out of the buvette, than they were made 
aware of the cause of tliis noise : cries of “Vive le Roi ! Vive Monsieur 
le Cardinal !” resounded on every side, and the drums were beaten in all 
directions. 

In short, the king, impatient as we have said he was, had come by 
forced marches, and had arrived at that moment with all his household 
and a reinforcement of ten thousand troops; his mus|ceteers preceded 
and followed him. D’Artagnan, placed in line with his company, saluted 
with an expressive gesture his three friends, whose eyes soon discovered 
him, and M. de Treville, who recognized him at once. 

The ceremony of the arrival over, the four friends were soon 
together. 

^^Pardieu!” cried D’Artagnan, “you could not have arrived in better 
time ; the dinner cannot have had time to get cold ! can it, gentlemen 
added the young man turning to the two guards, whom he introduced 
to his friends. 

“Ah'! ah I” said Porthos, “it appears we are feasting, then 

“I hope,” said Aramis, “there are no women of your party.” 

“Is there any drinkable wine in your tavern ?” asked Athos. 

“Well, pardieu! there is your own, my dear friend,” replied D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“Our wine !” said Athos, astonished. 

“Yes, that you sent me.” 

“We send you wine?” 

“Yes; nonsense, you know what I mean; the wine from the hills of 
Anjou.” 

“Yes, I know what wine you mean.” 

“The wine you prefer.” 

“Doubtless, when I can get neither champagne nor chambertin.” 

“Well I in the absence of champagne and chambertin, you must con- 
tent yourselves with that.” 

“And so, connoisseurs in wine as we are, we have sent you some 
Anjou wine, eh! have we?” said Porthos. 

“Not exactly, it is the wine that was sent me on your account.” 

“On our account?” said the three musketeers. 

“Did you send this wine, Aramis?” said Athos. 

“No ; and you, Porthos i*” 

“No; and you, Athos?” 

“Well, but if it was not you, it was your messman,” said D’Ar- 
■•tagnan. 

“Our messman!” 

“Yes, your messman, Godeau, the messman of the musketeers.” 
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''Ma foil never mind where it comes from,” said Porthos, “let ns 
taste it, and if it is good, let us drink it.” 

“No,” said Athos, “don’t let us drink wine which comes from an 
unknown source.” * 

“You are right, Athos,” said D’Artagnan. “Did none of you order 
Godeau to send me some wine?” 

“No I and yet you say he has sent you some as from us?” 

“Here is his letter,” said D’Artagnan, and he presented the note 
to his comrade. 

“That is not his writing!” said Athos, “I know it; before we left 
Villeroi, I settled the accounts of the regiment.” 

“It is a falge letter altogether,” said Porthos, “we have not been 
confined.” 

“D’Artagnan,” said Aramis, in a reproachful tone, “how could you 
believe that we had made a disturbance?” 

D’Artagnan grew pale, and a convulsive trembling shook all his 
limbs. 

“Thou alarmest me!” said Athos, who never used thee and thou 
but upon very particular occasions, “what has happened ?” 

“Hasten ! hasten ! my friend !” cried D’Artagnan, “a horrible suspi- 
cion crosses my mind ! can this be another vengeance on the part of 
that woman ?” 

It was now Athos’ turn to become pale. 

D’Artagnan rushed toward the buvette, the three musketeers and 
the two guards following him. 

The first object that met the eyes of D’Artagnan, on entering the 
buvette, was Brisemont, stretched upon the ground and rolling in hor- 
rible convulsions, 

Planchet and Fourreau, as pale as death, were endeavoring to render 
him assistance ; but it was plain that all assistance was useless : all the 
featuies of the dying man were distorted with agony. 

“Ah!” cried he, on perceiving D’Artagnan, “ah! this is frightful! 
you pretend to pardon me, and you poison me!” 

“I!” cried D’Artagnan, “I, wretched man! what can you mean 
by that?” 

“I say that it was you who gave me the wine, I say that it was you 
who desired me to drink it, I say you wished to avenge yourself on me, 
and I say that it is horrible !” 

“Do not think so, Brisemont,” said D’Artagnan; “do not think so; 
I swear to you, I protest ” 

“Oh ! but God is above ! God will punish you ! My God ! grant 
that he may one day suffer what I suffer !” 

“Upon the Gospel,” said D’Artagnan, throwing himself down by the 
dying man, “I swear to you that the w:me was poisoned and that I was 
going to drink of it as you did.” 

“I do not believe you,” cried the soldier, and he expired amid hor- 
rible tortures. 

“Frightful! frightful!” murmured Athos, while Porthos broke the 
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bottles and Aramis gave orders, a little too late, that a confessor should 
be sent for. 

“Oh ! my friends," said D’Artagnan, “you come once more to save 
my life, not only mine, but that of these gentlemen. Gentlemen,” con- 
tinued he, addressing the guards, “I request you will be silent with 
regard to this adventure; great personages may have had a hand in 
what you have seen, and, if talked about, the evil would only recoil 
upon us.” 

“Ah! monsieur!” stammered Planchet, more dead than alive, “ah! 
monsieur I what an escape I have had 1” 

“How, sirrah ! you were going to drink my wine, were you !” 

“To the health of the king, monsieur; I was going'^o drink a small 
glass of it, if Fourreau had not told me I was called.” 

“Alas !” said Fourreau, whose teeth chattered with terror, “I wanted 
to get him out of the way that I might drink by myself !” 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, addressing the guards, “you may 
easily comprehend that such a feast can but be very dull, after what 
has taken place ; so accept my excuses, and put off the party till another 
day, I beg of you.” 

The two guards courteously accepted D’Artagnan’s excuses, and 
perceiving that the four friends desired to be alone, retired. 

When the young guardsman and the three musketeers were without 
witnesses, they looked at each other with an air which plainly expressed 
that every one of them perceived the seriousness of their situation. 

“In the first place,” said Athos, “let us leave this chamber; the dead 
are not agreeable company, particularly when they have died a violent 
death.” 

“Planchet,” said D'Artagnan, “I commit the body of this poor devil 
to your care. Let him be interred in holy ground. He committed a 
crime, it is true ; but he repented of it.” 

And the four friends quitted the room, leaving Planchet and Four- 
reau the charge of paying the mortuary honors to Brisemont. 

The host gave them another chamber, and served them with fresh 
eggs and some water, which Athos went himself to draw at the foun- 
tain. In a few words, Porthos and Aramis were informed of past 
events. 

“Well !” said D’Artagnan to Athos, “you see, my dear friend, that 
this is war to the death!” 

Athos shook his head. 

“Yes, yes,” replied he, “I perceive that plainly; but do you really 
believe it is she?” 

“I am sure of it.” 

“Nevertheless, I confess I still doubt.” 

“But the on her shoulder?” 

“She is some Englishwoman who has committed a crime in France, 
and has been branded in consequence.” 

“Athos, she is your wife, I tell you,” repeated D’Artagnan; “only 
reflect how much your description agrees with mine.” 
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“Yes, but I should think the other must be dead, I hanged her so 
effectually,” 

It was D’Artagnan who now shook his head in his turn. 

“But, in either case, what is to be done?” said the young man, 

“It is impossible to remain thus, with a sword hanging eternally 
over one’s head,” said Athos ; “we must emancipate ourselves from this 
position.” 

“Well, but how?” 

“Listen ; you must try to have an interview with her, and enter into 
an explanation with her ; say to her : ‘Peace or war, my word of honor 
of a gentleman never to say anything of you, never to do anything 
against you — on your side, a solemn oath to remain neuter with respect 
to me if not, I will apply to the chancellor, I will apply to the king, 
1 will apply to the hangman, I will move the courts against you, I will 
denounce you as branded, I will bring you to trial, and if you are ac- 
quitted — well— by the honor of a gentleman I will kill you, at the 
comer of some wall, as I would a mad dog.’ ” 

“I like the means well enough,” said D’Artagnan, “but where and 
how to meet with her?” 

“Time, dear friend, time brings round opportunity, opportunity is 
the martingal of man: the more we have ventured, the more we gain 
when we know how to wait.” 

“Yes, but to wait surrounded by assassins and poisoners.” 

“Bah!” said Athos, “God has preserved us hitherto, God will pre- 
serve us still.” 

“Yes, we; we, besides, are men; and everything considered, it is 
our lot to risk our lives; but she/’ added he in an undertone. 

“What she ?” asked Athos. 

“Constance?” 

“Madame Bonacieux 1 ah ! that’s true,” said Athos, “my poor friend, 
I had forgotten you were in love.” 

“Well, but,” said Aramis, “have you not learned by the letter you 
found on the assassin, that she is in a convent ? She may be very com- 
fortable in a convent ; and as soon as the siege of Rochelle is terminated, 
I promise you, on my part ” 

“Good 1” cried Athos, “good I yes, Aramis, we all know that your 
views have a religious tendency.” 

“I am only a musketeer for the time,” said Aramis humbly. 

“Ay, it is some time since he heard from his mistress,” said Athos, 
in a low voice ; “but take no notice, we know all about that.” 

“Well!” said Porthos, “it appears to me that the means are very 
simple.” 

“What are they?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Don’t you say she is in a convent ?” replied Porthos. 

“Yes.” 

“Well, as soon as the siege is over, we’ll carry her off from that 
convent.” ■■ 

wp must first learn what convent she is in.” 
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“That’s true,” said Porthos. 

“But, I think I have it,” said Athos. “Don’t you say, D’Artagnan, 
that it is the queen who has made choice of the convent for her ?” 

“I believe so, at least.” 

“In that case, Porthos will assist us.” 

“How, I pray you ?” 

“Why, by your marquise, your duchess, your princess; she must 
have a long arm.” 

“Hush!” said Porthos, placing a finger on his lips, “I believe her 
to be a cardinalist ; she must know nothing of the matter.” 

“Then,” said Aramis, “I take upon myself to obtain intelligence 
of her.” ^ 

“You, Aramis!” cried the three friends, “how?” 

“By the queen’s almoner, with whom I am very intimately ac- 
quainted,” said Aramis, coloring. 

And upon this assurance, the four friends, who had finished their 
modest repast, separated, with the promise of meeting again that 
evening; D’Artagnan returned to the Miniraes, and the three muske- 
teers repaired to the king’s quarters, where they had to prepare their 
lodging. 

CHAPTER XLIII. 

THE AUBERGE OF THE COLOMBIER ROUGE. 

In the meanwhile, the king, although scarcely arrived, who was in 
such haste to face the enemy, and who, with more reason than the cardi- 
nal, showed his hatred for Buckingham, commanded every disposition to 
be made to drive the English from the Isle of Re, and afterward to press 
the siege of La Rochelle ; but, notwithstanding his earnest wish, he was 
delayed by the dissensions which broke out between MM. Bassompierre 
and Schomberg against the Duke d’Angouleme. 

MM. Bassompierre and Schomberg were marshals of France, and 
claimed their right of commanding the army under the orders of the king ; 
but the cardinal, who feared that Bassompierre, a Huguenot at heart, 
might press the English and Rochellais, his brothers in religion, but 
feebly, supported the Duke d’Angouleme, whom the king, at his instiga- 
tion, had named lieutenant-general. The result was, that, to avoid seeing 
MM. Bassompiere and Schomberg desert the army, a separate command 
was forced to be given to each : Bassompierre took up his quarters to the 
north of the city between La Leu and Dompierre ; the Duke d’Angouleme 
to the east, from Dompierre to Perigny; and M. de Schomberg to the 
south, from Perigny to Angoutin. 

The quarters of monsieur were at Dompierre. The quarters of the 
king were sometimes at Etre, sometimes at La Jairie. The cardinal’s 
quarters were upon the downs, at the bridge of La Pierre, in a simple 
house without any entrenchment. 

So that monsieur watched Bassompierre ; the king, the Duke d’Angou- 
leme ; and the cardinal, M. de Schomberg. 
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As soon as this organization was established, they set about driving 
the English from the Isle. 

The conjuncture was favorable; the English, who required, above 
everything, good living, in order to be good soldiers, only eating salt meat 
and bad biscuit, had many sick in their camp ; still further, the sea, very 
bad at this period of the year on all the coasts of the ocean, destroyed 
every day some little vessel or other, and the shore, from the point of 
L’Arguillon to the trenches, was at every tide literally covered with the 
wrecks of pinnaces, roberges and feluccas; it resulted that even if the 
king’s troops remained quietly in their camp, it was evident that some day 
or other, Buckingham, who only continued in the isle from obstinacy, 
would be oblige(|^to raise the siege. 

But as M. de Toirac gave information that everything was preparing 
in the enemy’s camp for a fresh assault, the king judged that it would be 
best to put an end to the affair, and gave the necessary orders for a de- 
cisive action. 

It not being our intention to make a journal of the siege, but, on the 
contrary only to describe such of the events of it as are connected with 
the history we are relating, we will content ourselves with saying in two 
words that the expedition succeeded, to the great astonishment of the 
king, and the great glory of Monsieur le Cardinal. The English, repulsed 
foot by foot, beaten in all the rencounters, and defeated in the passage of 
LTIe de Loix, were obliged to re-embark, leaving on the field of battle two 
thousand men, among whom were five colonels, three lieutenant-colonels, 
two hundred and fifty captains, and twenty gentlemen of rank, four pieces 
of cannon, and sixty colors, which were taken to Paris by Claude de 
St. Simon, and suspended with great pomp in the vaults of Notre Dame. 

Te Deums were sung in the camp, and afterward throughout France. 

The cardinal was left master of carrying on the siege without having, 
at least at the present, anything to fear on the part of the English. 

But, as we have just said, this repose was but for the moment. 

An envoy of the Duke of Buckingham, named Montague, was taken, 
and proof was obtained of a league between the empire, Spain, England, 
and Lorraine. 

This league was directed against France. 

Still further, in Buckingham’s quarters, which he had been forced to 
abandon more precipitately than he expected, papers were found which 
confirmed this league, and which, as the cardinal asserts in his memoirs, 
strongly compromised Madame deChevreuse, and consequently the queen. 

It was upon the cardinal that all the responsibility fell, for there is no 
being a despotic minister without responsibility ; all, therefore, of the vast 
resources of his genius were at work night and day, and engaged in listen- 
ing to the least report that was to be heard in any of the great kingdoms 
of Europe. 

The cardinal was acquainted with the activity, and, more particularly, 
with the hatred, of Buckingham; if the league which threatened France 
triumphed, all his influence would be lost ; Spanish policy and Austrian 
policy would have their representatives in the cabinet of the Louvre, 
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where they had as yet but partisans ; and he, Richelieu, the French minis- 
ter, the national minister, would be ruined. The king, who while obeying 
him like a child, hated him as a child hates his master, would abandon him 
to the personal vengeance of monsieur and the queen; he would then be 
lost, and France, perhaps, with him. All this must be guarded against. 

Thus, couriers, becoming every instant more numerous, succeeded 
each other, day and night, in the little house of the bridge of La Pierre, in 
which the cardinal had established his residence. 

These were monks who wore the frock with such an ill grace, that it 
was easy to perceive they belonged to the church militant ; women, a little 
inconvenienced by their costume of pages, and whose large trousers could 
not entirely conceal their rounded forms : and peasants with blackened 
hands and fine limbs, savoring of the man of quality a ledgue off. 

In addition to these there were less agreeable visits, for two or three 
times reports were spread that the cardinal had nearly been assassinated. 

It is true that the enemies of the cardinal said that it was he himself 
who set these bungling assassins to work, in order to have, if wanted, the 
right of using reprisals— but we must not believe everything ministers 
say, nor everything their enemies say. 

But these attempts did not prevent the cardinal, to whom his most 
inveterate detractors have never denied personal bravery, from making 
nocturnal excursions, sometimes to communicate to the Duke d’Angou- 
leme some important orders ; sometimes to go and confer with the king ; 
and sometimes to have an interview with a messenger whom he did not 
wish to see at home. 

On their part, the musketeers, who had not much to do with the siege, 
were not under very strict orders, and led a joyous life. This was the 
more easy for our three companions in particular, as being friends of 
M. de Treville’s they obtained from him permission to be absent after the 
closing of the camp. 

Now, one evening, when D’Artagnan, who was in the trenches, was 
not able to accompany them, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, mounted upon 
their battle-steeds, enveloped in their war cloaks, with their hands upon 
their pistol-butts, were returning from a buvette which Athos had dis- 
covered two days before upon the route to La Jairie, called the Colombier 
Rouge, following the road which led to the camp, and quite upon their 
guard, as we have stated, for fear of an ambuscade, when at about a quar- 
ter of a league from the village of Boinar, they fancied they heard the 
sound of horses approaching them. They immediately all three halted, 
closed in, and waited, occupying the middle of the road. At the end of an 
instant, and as the moon broke from behind a cloud, they saw, at a turn- 
ing of the road, two horsemen who, on perceiving them, stopped in their 
turn, appearing to deliberate whether they should continue their route or 
go back. The hesitation created some suspicion in the three friends, and 
Athos, advancing a few paces in front of the others, cried in a firm voice. 

"Who goes there ?” 

"Who goes there, yourselves?” replied one of the horsemen. 
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“That is not an answer,” replied Athos. “Who goes there ? Answer, 
or else we charge.” 

“Beware of what you are about, gentlemen !” said a clear voice, which 
appeared accustomed to command. 

‘Tt is some superior officer, making his night-rounds,” said Athos. 
“What do you mean to do, gentlemen ?” 

^“Who are you ?” said the same voice in the same commanding tone ; 
“answer in your turn, or you may repent of your disobedience.” 

^Tiing’s musketeers,” said Athos, still more convinced that he who 
interrogated them had the right to do so. 

“Of what company ?” 

“Company Treville.” 

“Advance, and render me an account of what you are doing here at 
this time of night.” 

The three companions advanced rather humbly, for all were now con- 
vinced that they had to do with some one more powerful than themselves, 
leaving Athos the post of speaker. 

“Your pardon, mon officer 1” said Athos ; “but we were ignorant of 
whom we were speaking to, and you may see that we were keeping good 
guard.” 

“Your name?” said the officer, a part of whose face was covered by 
his cloak, « 

“But yourself, monsieur,” said Athos, who began to be annoyed by 
this inquisition, “give me, I beg you, the proof that you have the right to 
question me.” 

“Your name?” repeated the cavalier a second time, letting his cloak 
fall, and leaving his face uncovered. 

“Monsieur le Cardinal!” cried the stupefied musketeers. 

“Your name ?” cried the cardinal for the third time. 

“Athos !” said the musketeer. 

The cardinal made a sign to his attendant, who drew near to him : 

“These three musketeers shall follow us,” said he in an under voice, 
“I am not willing it should be known I have left the camp ; and by follow- 
ing us we shall be certain they will tell nobody.” , 

“We are gentlemen, monseigneur,” said Athos, “require our parole, 
and give yourself no uneasiness. Thank God ! we can keep a secret.” 

“You have a quick ear. Monsieur Athos,” said the cardinal ; “but now 
listen to this ; it is not from mistrust that I request you to follow me, but 
for my security; your companions are, no doubt MM. Porthos and 
Aramis.” 

“Yes, your eminence,” said Athos, while the two musketeers who had 
remained behind, advanced, hat in hand. 

“I know you, gentlemen,” said the cardinal, “I know you ; I know you 
are not quite my friends, and I am sorry you are not so ; but I know you 
are brave and loyal gentlemen, and that confidence may be placed in you. 
Monsieur Athos, do me, then, the honor to accompany me, you and your 
two friends, and then I shall have an escort to excite envy in his majesty, 
if we should meet him.” 
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The three musketeers bowed to the necks of their horses. 

“Well, upon my honor/’ said Athos, “your eminence is right in taking 
us with you; we have seen several ill-looking faces on the road, and we 
have even had a quarrel at the Colombier Rouge with four of those faces.” 

“A quarrel, and what for, gentlemen?” said the cardinal; “you know 
I don’t like quarrels.” 

“And that is the reason why I have the honor to inform your emi- 
nence of what has happened ; for you might leam it from others, and upon 
a false account, believe us to be in fault.” 

“What have been the results of your quarrel ?” said the cardinal, knit- 
ting his brow. 

“My friend Aramis, here, has received a slight swot^-wound in the 
arm, but not enough to prevent him, as your eminence may see, from 
mounting to the assault to-morrow, if your eminence orders an escalade,” 

“But you are not the men to allow sword- wounds to be inflicted upon 
you thus,” said the cardinal; “come, be frank, gentlemen, you have given 
a good account of some persons ; confess, you know I have the right of 
giving absolution.” 

“Who? I! monseigneur?” said Athos. “I did not even draw my 
sword, but I took him who offended me round the body, and threw him 
out of the window ; it appears that in falling,” continued Athos, with some 
hesitation, “he broke his thigh.” 

“Ah ! Ah !” said the cardinal ; “and you. Monsieur Porthos ?” 

“I, monseigneur, knowing that duelling is prohibited, I seized a bench, 
and gave one of these brigands such a blow, that I believe his shoulder is 
broken.” 

“Very well!” said the cardinal; “and you. Monsieur Aramis?” 

“For my part, monseigneur, being of a very mild disposition, and 
being likewise, of which monseigneur, perhaps, is not aware, about to 
enter into orders, I endeavored to appease my comrades, when one of 
these wretches gave me a wound with a sword, treacherously, across my 
left arm; then I admit my patience failed me; I drew my sw'ord in my 
turn, and as he came back to the charge, I fancied I felt that in throwing 
himself upon me, he let it pass through his body : I only know, for a cer- 
tainty, that he fell, and that he appeared to be borne away with his two 
companions.” 

“The devil, gentlemen !” said the cardinal, “three men placed hors de 
combat in a cabaret squabble ! you don’t do your work by halves ; and pray 
what was this quarrel about?” 

“These fellows were drunk,” said Athos, “and knowing there was 
a lady who had arrived at the cabaret this evening, they wanted to force 
her door.” 

“Force her door!” said the cardinal, "and for what purpose?” 

“To do her violence, without doubt,” said Athos; “I have had the 
honor of informing your eminence that these men were drunk.” 

“And was this lady young and handsome ?” asked the cardinal, with 
a certain degree of anxiety. 

“We did not see her, monseigneur,” said Athos. 
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“You did not see her! ah! very well/’ replied the cardinal quickly; 
“you acted quite rightly in defending the honor of a woman ; and as 
I am going to the Colombier Rouge myself, I shall know whether you 
have told me the truth or not.” «' 

“Monseigneur,” said Athos haughtily, “we are gentlemen, and to 
save our heads we would not be guilty of a falsehood.” 

“Therefore, I do not doubt what you say. Monsieur Athos, I do not 
doubt it for a single instant; but,” added he, to change the conversa- 
tion, “was this lady alone?” 

“The lady had a cavalier shut up with her,” said Athos, “but as not- 
withstanding the noise, this cavalier did not show himself, it is to be 
presumed that he is a coward.” 

“Judge not rashly, says the Gospel,” replied the cardinal. 

Athos bowed. 

■ “And now, gentlemen, that’s all very well,” continued the cardinal. 
“I know what I wish to know ; follow me.” 

The three musketeers passed behind his eminence, who again envel- 
oped his face in his cloak, and put his horse in motion, keeping at from 
eight to ten paces in advance of his companions. 

They soon arrived at the silent, solitary auberge ; no doubt the host 
knew what illustrious visitor he expected, and had consequently sent 
intruders out of the way. 

At ten paces from the door the cardinal made a sign to his attendant 
and the three musketeers to halt ; a saddled horse was fastened to the 
window-shutter, the cardinal knocked three times, and in peculiar 
manner. 

A man, enveloped in a cloak, came out immediately, and exchanged 
some rapid words with the cardinal ; after which he mounted his horse, 
and set off in the direction of Surgeres, which was likewise that of Paris. 

“Advance, gentlemen,” said the cardinal. 

“You have told me the truth, gentlemen,” said he, addressing the 
musketeers, “and it will not be my fault if our encounter of this 
evening be not advantageous to you: in the meantime, follow me.” 

The cardinal alighted, the three musketeers did so likewise ; the car- 
dinal threw the bridle of his horse to his attendant, the three muske- 
teers fastened their horses to the shutter. 

The host stood at the door ; for him, the cardinal was only an officer 
coming to visit a lady. 

“Have you any chamber on the ground floor where these gentlemen 
can wait, near a good fire?” said the cardinal. 

The host opened the door of a large room, in which an old bad 
stove had just been replaced by a large and excellent chimney. 

“I have this, monsieur,” said he. 

“That will do,” replied the cardinal ; “come in, gentlemen, and be 
kind enough to wait for me; I shall not be more than half an hour.” 

And while the three musketeers entered the ground-floor room, the 
cardinal, without asking further information, ascended the staircase like 
a man who has no need of having his road pointed out to him. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE UTILITY OF STOVE-PIPES. 

It was evident that without suspecting it, and actuated solely by 
their chivalric and adventurous character, our three friends had just 
rendered a service to some one the cardinal honored with his particular 
protection. 

Now, who could that some one be? That was the question the three 
musketeers put to each other ; then, seeing that none of the replies could 
throw any light on the subject, Porthos called the host, and asked 
for dice. 

Porthos and Aramis placed themselves at the tablb and began to 
play. Athos walked about, in a contemplative mood. 

While thinking and walking, Athos passed and repassed before the 
pipe of the stove, broken in half, the other extremity of which passed 
into the upper chamber ; and every time he passed, he heard a murmur 
of words, which at length fixed his attention. Athos went close to it, 
and distinguished some words that appeared to merit so great an interest 
that he made a sign to his friends to be silent, remaining himself bent 
with his ear directed to the opening of the lower orifice. 

“Listen, milady,” said the cardinal, “the aifair is important; sit 
down, and let us talk it over.” 

“Milady!” murmured Athos. 

“I am listening to your eminence with the greatest attention,” re- 
plied a female voice that made the musketeer start. 

“A small vessel with an English crew, whose captain is mine, awaits 
you at the mouth of the Charente, at Fort de la Pointe ; he will set sail 
to-morrow morning,” ^ 

“I must go thither to-night, then ?” 

“Instantly! that is to say, when you have received my instructions. 
Two men, whom you will find at the door, on going out, will serve you 
as escort ; you will allow me to leave first, and, half an hour after, you 
can go away in your turn.” 

“Yes, monseigneur. Now let us return to the mission with which 
you wish to charge me, and as I desire to continue to merit the confi- 
dence of your eminence, deign to expose it to me in clear and precise 
terms, so that I may not commit any error.” 

There was an instant of profound silence between the two inter- 
locutors; it was evident the cardinal was weighing beforehand the 
terms in which he was about to speak, and that milady was collecting 
all her faculties to comprehend the things he was about to say, and to 
engrave them in her memory when they should be spoken. 

Athos took advantage of this moment to tell his two companions to 
fasten the door on the inside, and to make them a sign to come and 
listen with him. 

The two musketeers, who loved their ease, brought a chair for each 
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of themselves and one for Athos. All three then sat down with their 
heads together, and their ears on the watch. 

“You will go to London,” continued the cardinal; “when arrived in 
London you will seek Buckingham.” . 

“I must beg your eminence to observe,” said milady, “that since 
the affair of the diamond studs, about which the duke always suspected 
me, his grace has been very mistrustful of me.” 

“Well, this time,” said the cardinal, “it is not the question to steal 
his confidence, but to present yourself frankly and loyally as a nego- 
tiator.” 

“Frankly and loyally,” repeated milady, with an unspeakable expres- 
sion of duplicity. 

“Yes, frankly and loyally,” replied the cardinal, in the same tone; 
“all this negotiation must be carried on openly.” 

“I will follow your eminence’s instruction to the letter ; I only wait 
your giving them.” 

“You will go to Buckingham on my part, and you will tell him I 
am acquainted with all the preparations he has made, but that they give 
me no uneasiness, since, at the first step he takes, I will ruin the queen.” 

“Will he believe that your eminence is in a position to accomplish 
the threat you make him ?” 

“Yes, for I have the proofs.” * 

“I must be able to present these proofs to his appreciation.” 

“Without doubt ; and you will tell him I will publish the account of 
Bois-Robert and of the Marquis de Beautru, upon the interview which 
the duke had at the residence of Madame la Connetable with the queen, 
on the evening Madame la Connetable gave a masked fefe; you will 
tell him, in order that he may not doubt of anything, that he came there 
in the costume of the Great Mogul, which the Chevalier de Guise was 
to have worn, and that he purchased this exchange for the sum of three 
thousand pistoles.” 

“Very well, monseigneur.” 

“All the details of his coming into and going out of the palace on 
the night when he introduced himself in the character of an Italian 
fortune-teller, you will tell him in order that he may not doubt the cor- 
rectness of ray information : that he had under his cloak, a large white 
robe, sown over with black tears, death’s heads, and crossbones ; for in 
case of a surprise, he was to pass for the Phantom of the White Lady, 
who, as all the world knows, appears at the louvre every time any 
great event is about to be accomplished.” 

“Is that all, monseigneur ?” 

“Tell him also that I am acquainted with all the details of the adven- 
ture at Amiens, that I will have a little romance made of it, wittily 
turned, with a plan of the garden, and portraits of the principal actors 
in that nocturnal romance.” 

“I will tell him that.” 

“Tell him, further, Montague is in my power, that Montague is in 
the Bastille; no letters were found upon him, it is true, but that nature 
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may make mm say much of what he knows, and even — ^what he does 
not know.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Then add, that his grace has, in his precipitation to quit the Isle 
of Re, torgotten and left behind him in his lodging a certain letter from 
Madame de Chevreuse, which singularly compromises the queen, inas- 
much as it proves not only that her majesty can love the enemies of 
France, but that she can conspire with the enemies of France. You 
recollect perfectly all I have told you, do you not ?” 

“Your eminence will judge: the ball of Madame la Connetable; 
the night at the Louvre ; the evening at Amiens ; the arrest of Montague ; 
the letter of Madame de Chevreuse.” 

“That’s it,” said the cardinal — “that’s it ; you have an excellent 
memory, milady.” 

“But,” resumed the lady, to whom the cardinal had addressed this 
flattering compliment, “if, in spite of all these reasons, the duke does not 
give way, and continues to menace France ?” 

“The duke is in love to madness, or rather to folly,” replied Riche- 
lieu, with great bitterness ; “like the ancient paladins, he has only under- 
taken this war to obtain a look from his lady-love. If he becomes cer- 
tain that this war will cost the honor, and perhaps the liberty of the lady 
of his thoughts, as he says, I will answer for it he will look at it twice.” 

“An^ yet,” said milady, with a persistence that proved she wished 
to see clearly to the end of the mission with which she was about to be 
charged, “and yet, if he persists ?” 

“If he persists?” said the cardinal; “that is not probable.” 

“It is possible,” said milady. 

“If he persists — ” His eminence made a pause, and resumed : “If he 
persists — ^well, then I shall hope for one of those events which change 
the destinies of states.” 

“If your eminence would quote to me some one of these events in 
history,” said milady, “perhaps I should partake of your confidence in 
the future.” 

“Well, here, then, for example,” said Richelieu. “When in 1610, 
for a cause almost similar to that which moves the duke, the King 
Henry IV., of glorious memory, was about, at the same time, to invade 
Flanders and Italy to attack Austria on both sides — well, did there not 
happen an event which saved Austria? Why should not the King of 
France have the same chance as the emperor?” 

“Your eminence means, I presume, the knife-stab of the Rue de la 
Feronnerie?” 

“Exactly so,” said the cardinal. 

“Does not your eminence fear that the punishment inflicted upon 
Ravaillac may deter any one who might entertain the idea of imitating 
him?” 

“There will be, in all times and in all countries, particularly if reli- 
gious divisions exist in those countries, fanatics who ask nothing better 
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than to become martyrs. Ay, and observe, it just recurs to me that the 
Puritans are furious against Buckingham, and their preachers designate 
him as the Anti-Christ.” 

“Well?” said milady. 

“Well,” continued the cardinal, in an indifferent tone, “the only 
thing to be sought for, at this momentj is some woman, handsome, young 
and clever, who has cause of quarrel with the duke. The duke has had 
many affairs of gallantry, and if he has succeeded in many amours by 
his promises of eternal constancy, he must likewise have sown the seeds 
of many hatreds by his eternal infidelities.” 

“No doubt,” said milady coolly, “such a woman may be found.” 

“Well, such a woman, who would place the knife of Jacques Clement, 
or of Ravaillac,rtn the hands of a fanatic, would save France.” 

“Yes, but she would be the accomplice of an assassination.” 

“Were the accomplices of Ravaillac, or of Jacques Clement, ever 
known ?” 

“No, for perhaps they were too high for any one to dare to look for 
them where they were ; the Palais de Justice would not be burned down 
for everybody, monseigneur.” 

“You think, then, that the fire at the Palais de Justice was not caused 
by chance ?” asked Richelieu, in the tone with which he would have put 
a question of no importance. 

“I monseigneur ?” replied milady ; “I think nothing — I quole a fact, 
that is all; only I say that if I were named Mademoiselle de Montpen- 
sier, or the Queen Mary de Medici, I should take less precautions than 
I take, being simply called Lady Clarik.” 

“That is but just,” said Richelieu; “what do you require, then?” 

“I require an order which would ratify beforehand all that I should 
think proper to do for the greatest good of France.” 

“But, in the first place, this woman I have described must be found, 
who is desirous of avenging herself upon the duke.” 

“She is found,” said milady. 

“Then the miserable fanatic must be found who will serve as an 
instrument of God's justice,” 

“He will be found.” 

“Well,” said the cardinal, “then it will be time to claim the order 
which you just now required.” 

“Your eminence is right,” replied milady; “and I have been wrong 
in seeing in the mission with which you honor me, anything but that 
which it really is — that is to say, to announce to his grace, on the part 
of your eminence, that you are acquainted with the different disguises 
by the means of which he succeeded in approaching the queen during 
the fete given by Madame la Connetable; that you have proofs of the 
interview granted at the Louvre by the queen to a certain Italian as- 
trologer, who was no other than the Duke of Buckingham ; that you have 
ordered a little romance of a satirical nature to be written upon the 
adventures of Amiens, with a plan of the gardens in which those adven- 
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tures took place, and portraits of the actors who figured in them; that 
Montague is in the Bastille, and that the torture may make him say 
things he remembers, and even things he has forgotten ; that you jxjssess 
a certain |.etter from Madame de Qievreuse, found in his grace’s lodg- 
ing, which singularly compromises not only her who wrote it, but her 
in whose name it was written. Then, if he persists, notwithstanding 
all this, as that is, as I have said, the limit of my mission, I shall have 
nothing to do but to pray God to work a miracle for the salvation of 
France. That is it, is it not, monseigneur, and I shall have nothing else 
to do?” 

“That is it,” replied the cardinal dryly, 

“And now,” said milady, without appearing to remark the change 
of the duke’s tone toward her, “now that I have received the instruc- 
tions of your eminence as concerns your enemies, monseigneur will per- 
mit me to say a few words to him of mine ?” 

“Have you enemies, then?” asked Richelieu. 

“Yes, monseigneur, enemies against whom you owe me all your 
support, for I made them by serving your eminence.” 

“Who are they?” replied the duke. 

“In the first place, there is a little intriguing woman, named Bona- 
cieux,” 

“She i^s in the prison of Nantes.” 

“That is to say, she was there,” replied milady ; “but the queen has 
obtained an order from the king, by means of which she has been con- 
veyed to a convent.” 

“To a convent ?” said the duke, 

“Yes, to a convent.” 

“And what convent?” 

“I don’t know : the secret has been well kept.” 

“But I will know !” 

“And your eminence will tell me in what convent that woman is?” 

“I see nothing inconvenient in that,” said the cardinal. 

“Well, now I have an enemy much more to be dreaded by me than 
this little Madame Bonacieux.” 

“Who is that?” 

“Her lover.” 

“What is his name ?” 

“Oh, your eminence knows him well,” cried milady, carried away 
by her anger. “He is the evil genius of both of us; it is he who, in a 
rencounter with your eminence’s guards, decided the victory in favor 
of the king’s musketeers; it is he who gave three desperate wounds to 
De Wardes, your emissary, and who caused the affair of the diamond 
studs to fail; it is he who, knowing it was I who had Madame Bona- 
cieux carried off, has sworn my death,” 

“Ah, ah !” said the cardinal. “I know whom you mean.” 

“I mean that wretch D’Artagnan.” 

“He is*a bold fellow,” said the cardinal. 
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‘"'And it is because he is a bold fellow that he is the more to be 
feared.” 

“I must have,” said the duke, “a proof of his connection with 
Buckingham.” 

“A proof !” cried milady ; “I will find you ten.” 

“Well, then, it becomes the simplest thing in the world ; get me that 
proof, and I will send him to the Bastille.” 

“So far good, monseigneur; but afterward?” 

“When once in the Bastille there is no afterward !” said the car- 
dinal, in a low voice. “Ah, pardieu!" continued he, “if it were as easy 
for me to get rid of my enemy as it is easy to get rid of yours, and if 
it wei'e against such people you required impunity !” 

“Monseigneur,” replied milady, “a fair exchange — existence for ex- 
istence, man for man ; give me one, I will give you the other.” 

“I don’t know what you mean, nor do I even desire to know what 
you mean,” replied the cardinal; “but I wish to please you, and see 
nothing inconvenient in giving you what you ask for with respect to 
so mean a creature ; the more so as you tell me this paltry D’Artagnan 
is a libertine, a duelist, and a traitor.” 

“An infamous scoundrel, monseigneur, an infamous scoundrel !” 

“Give me paper, a pen, and some ink, then,” said the cardinal. 

“Here they are, monseigneur.” 

There was a moment of silence, which proved that the cardinal was 
employed in seeking the terms in which he should write the note, or else 
in writing it. Athos, who had not lost a word of the conversation, took 
his two companions by the hand, and led them to the other end of the 
room. 

“Well,” said Porthos, “what do you want, and why do you not let 
us listen to the end O'f the conversation ?” 

“Hush !” said Athos, speaking in a low voice ; “we have heard all it 
was necessary we should hear ; besides, I don’t prevent you from listen- 
ing, but I must be gone.” 

“You must be gone!” said Porthos; “and if the cardinal asks for 
you, what answer can we make?” 

“You will not wait till he asks ; you will speak first, and tell him that 
I am gone on the lookout, because certain expressions of our host’s 
have given me reason to think the road is not saf e ; I will say two words 
about if to the cardinal’s attendant likewise; the rest concerns myself, 
don’t be uneasy about that.” 

“Be prudent, Athos,” said Aramis. 

“Be easy on that head,” replied Athos, “you know I am cool enough.” 

Porthos and Aramis resumed their places by the stove-pipe. 

As to Athos, he went out without any mystery, took his horse, which 
was tied with those of his friends to the fastenings of the shutters, 
in four words convinced the attendant of the necessity of a vanguard 
for their return, carefully examined the priming of his pistols, drew 
his sword, and took, like a forlorn hope, the road to the camp. 
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A CONJUGAL SCENE. 

As A!thos had foreseen, it was not long before the cardinal came down ; 
he opened the door of the room in which the musketeers were, and found 
Porthos playing an earnest game at dice with Aramis, He cast a rapid 
glance round the room, and perceived that one of his men was missing. 

“What is become of M. Athos ?” asked he. 

“Monseigneur,” replied Porthos, “he is gone as a scout, upon some 
words of our host, which made him believe the road was not safe.” 

“And how have you amused yourself, M. Porthos?” 

“I have won five pistoles of Aramis, monseigneur.” ^ 

“Well, now will you return with me ?” 

“We are at your eminence’s orders.” 

“To horse, then, gentlemen ; for it is getting late.” 

The attendant was at the door, holding the cardinal’s horse by the 
bridle. At a short distance, a group of two men and three horses appeared 
in the shade; these were the two men who were to conduct milady to the 
fort of La Pointe, and superintend her embarkation. 

The attendant confirmed to the cardinal what the two musketeers had 
already said with respect to Athos. The cardinal made an approving 
gesture, and retook his route with the same precautions he had used in 
coming. 

Let us leave him to follow the road to the camp protected by his 
attendant apd the two musketeers, and return to Athos. 

For some distance he maintained the pace at which he started, but 
when out of sight, he turned his horse to the right, made a circuit, and 
came back within twenty paces of a high hedge, to watch the passage of 
the little troop ; having recognized the laced hats of his companions and 
the golden fringe of the cardinal’s cloak, he waited till the horsemen had 
turned the angle of the road, and having lost sight of them, he returned at 
a gallop to the auberge, which was opened to him without hesitation. 

The host recognized him. 

“My officer,” said Athos, “has forgotten to give a piece of very impor- 
tant information to the lady, and has sent me back to repair his forgetful- 
ness.” 

“Go up,” said the host, “she is still in her chamber.” 

Athos availed himself of the permission, ascended the stairs with his 
lightest step, gained the landing, and through the open door perceived 
milady putting on her hat. 

He went straight into the chamber and closed the door after him. 

At the noise he made in bolting it, milady turned round. 

Athos was standing before the door, enveloped in his cloak, with his 
hat pulled down over his eyes. 

“Who are you ? and what do you want?” cried she. 

“Humph !” murmured Athos, “it is certainly she !” 

And lotting fall his cloak, and raising his hat, he advanced toward 
milady. 
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“Do you know me, madame ?” said he. 

Milady made one step forward, and then drew back, as if she had seen 
a serpent. 

“So far well,” said Athos, “I perceive you know me.” 

“The Count de la Fere!” murmured milady, becoming exceedingly 
pale, and drawing back till the wall prevented her going any further, 

“Yes, milady,” replied Athos, “the Count de la Fere in person, who 
comes expressly from the other world to have the pleasure of paying you 
a visit. Sit down, madame, and let us talk, as the cardinal said.” 

Milady, under the influence of inexpressible terror, sat down without 
uttering a word. 

“You certainly are a demon sent upon the earth !” said Athos, “Your 
power is great, f know ; but you also Imow that with the help of God men 
have often conquered the most terrible demons. You have once before 
thrown yourself in my path ! I thought I had crushed you, madame ; but 
either I was deceived, or hell has resuscitated you 1” 

Milady, at these words, which recalled frightful remembrances, hung 
down her head, with a suppressed groan. 

“Yes, hell has resuscitated you,” continued Athos, “hell has made you 
rich, hell has given you another name, hell has almost made you another 
countenance ; but it has neither effaced the stains from your soul nor the 
brand mark from your body I” 

Milady arose as if moved by a powerful spring, and her eyes flashed 
lightning. Athos remained sitting. 

“You believed me to be dead, did you not, as I believed you to be? 
and the name of Athos as well concealed the Count de la Fere, as the 
name of Milady Clarik concealed Anne de Beuil I Was it not so you were 
called when your honored brother married us ? Our position is truly a 
strange one,” continued Athos, laughing, “we have only lived up to the 
present time because we believed each other to be dead, and because a re- 
membrance is less oppressive than a living creature, though a remem- 
brance is sometimes a devouring thing 1” 

“But,” said milady, in a hollow, faint voice, “what brings you back to 
me ? and what do you want with me ?” 

“I wish to tell you, that while remaining invisible to your eyes, I have 
not lost sight of you.” 

“You know what I have done and been?” 

“I can relate to you, day by day, your actions, from your entrance into 
the service of the cardinal to this evening.” 

A smile of incredulity passed over the pale lips of milady. 

“Listen ! It was you who cut off the two diamond studs from the 
shoulder of the Duke of Buckingham ; it was you who had Madame Bona- 
deux carried off ; it was you who, in love with De Wardes, and thinking 
to pass the night with him, opened the door to M. d’Artagnan ; it was you, 
believing that De Wardes had deceived you, wished to have him killed by 
his rival ; it was you who, when this rival had discovered your infamous 
secret, wished to have him killed in his turn by two assassins, whom you 
sent in pursuit of him ; it was you who, finding the balls had missed their 
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mark, sent poisoned wine with a forged letter, to make your victim believe 
that that wine came from his friends ; in short, it was you who have but 
now, in this chamber, seated in this chair I now fill, made an engagement 
with the Cardinal de Richelieu to cause the Duke of Buckingham to be 
assassinated, in exchange for the promise he has made you to allow you to 
assassinate D’Artagnan. 

Milady was livid. 

“You must be Satan!” cried she, 

“Perhaps,” said Athos; “but at all events, listen well to this. 
Assassinate the Duke of Buckingham, or cause him to be assassinated, I 
care very little about that ! I don’t know him : besides, he is an English- 
man; but do not touch with the tip of your finger a single hair of D’Ar- 
tagnan, who is a faithful friend, whom I love and defend, or, I swear to 
you by the head of my father, the crime which you shall have endeavored 
to commit, or shall have committed, shall be the last.” 

“M. d’Artagnan has cruelly insulted me,” said milady, in a hollow 
tone ; “M. d’Artagnan shall die 1” 

“Indeed I is it possible to insult you, madame ?” said Athos, laughing, 
“he has insulted you, and he shall die 1” 

“He shall die I” replied milady ; “she first, he afterward.” 

Athos was seized with a kind of vertigo ; the sight of this creature, who 
had nothing of the woman about her, recalled devouring remembrances ; 
he thought that one day, in a less dangerous situation than the one in 
which he was now placed, he had already endeavored to sacrifice her to 
his honor ; his desire for blood returned, burning his brain, and pervading 
his frame like a raging fever ; he arose in his turn, reached his hand to his 
belt, drew forth a pistol, and cocked it. 

Milady, pale as a corpse, endeavored to cry out ; but her swollen tongue 
could utter no more than a hoarse sound, which had nothing human in it, 
and seemed the rattle of a wild beast : fixed against the dark tapestry, she 
appeared with her hair in disorder, like a horrid image of terror. 

Athos slowly raised his pistol, stretched out his arm, so that the 
weapon, almost touched milady’s forehead, and then, in a voice the more 
terrible from having the supreme calmness of a fixed resolution : 

“Madame,” said he, “you will this instant deliver to me the paper the 
cardinal signed ; or, upon my soul, I will blow your brains out.” 

With another man, milady might have preserved some doubt ; but she 
knew Athos : nevertheless, she remained motionless. 

“You have one second to decide,” said he. 

Milady saw by the contraction of his countenance that the trigger was 
about to be pulled ; she reached her hand quickly to her bosom, drew out 
a paper, and held it toward Athos. 

“Take it,” said she, “and be accursed I” 

Athos took the paper, returned the pistol to his belt, approached the 
lamp, to be assured that it was the paper, unfolded it, and read : 

“It is by my order, and for the good of the state, that the bearer of this 
has done what he has done. 

“Dece^aber 3d, 1627. 


Richelieu.’ 
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“And now/’ said Athos, resuming his cloak, and putting on his hat, 
“now that I have drawn your teeth, viper, bite if you can/’ 

And he left the chamber without once looking behind him. 

At the door he found the two men, and the spare horse which they 
held. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “monseigneur’s order is, you know, to conduct 
that woman, without losing time, to the fort of La Pointe, and never to 
leave her till she is on board.” 

As these orders agreed effectively with the order they had received, 
they bowed their heads in sign of assent. 

With regard to Athos, he leaped lightly into the saddle, and set out at 
full gallop ; only, instead of following the road, he took across the fields, 
urging his horsC to the utmost, and stopping occasionally to listen. 

In one of those halts, he heard the steps of several horses on the road. 
He had no doubt it was the cardinal and his escort. He immediately made 
a new point in advance, rubbed his horse down with some heath and leaves 
of trees, and came and placed himself across the road, at about two hun- 
dred paces from the camp. 

“Who goes there ?” cried he, as soon as he perceived the horseman. 

“That is our brave musketeer, I think,” said the cardinal. 

“Yes, monseigneur,” said Porthos, “it is he.” 

“Monsieur Athos,” said Richelieu, “receive my thanks for the good 
guard you have kept. Gentlemen, we are arrived ; take the gke on the 
left ; the watchword is, 'Roi et Re.’ ” 

On saying these words, the cardinal saluted the three friends with an 
inclination of his head, and took the right hand, followed by his attendant ,* 
for, that night, he himself slept in the camp. 

“Weill” said Porthos and Aramis, together, as soon as the cardinal 
was out of hearing ; “well ! he signed the paper she required !” 

“I know he did,” said Athos, “since here it is.” 

And the three friends did not exchange a single word till they got tc 
their quarters, except to give the watchword to the sentinels. 

They sent Mousqueton to tell Planchet that his master was requested, 
the instant he left the trenches, to come to the quarters of the musketeers. 

Milady, as Athos had foreseen, on finding the two men that awaited 
her, made no difficulty in following them; she had had for an instant an 
inclination to be reconducted to the cardinal, and relate everything to him ; 
but a revelation, on her part, would bring about a revelation on the part 
of Athos; she might say that Athos had hung her; but then Athos would 
tell that she was branded : she thought it was best to preserve silence, to 
set off discreetly, to accomplish her difficult mission with her usual skill ; 
and then, all things being performed to the satisfaction of the cardinal, to 
come back and claim her vengeance. 

In consequence, after having traveled all night, at seven o’clock she 
was at Fort Le Point; at eight o’clock she had embarked; and at nine 
the vessel, which, with letters of marque from the cardinal, was supposed 
to be sailing for Bayonne, raised anchor and steered its course toward 
England. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 

THE BASTION SAINT-GERVAIS. 

On arriving at the lodging of his three friends, D’Artagnan found 
them assembled in the same chamber : Athos was meditating, Porthos was 
twisting his mustaches, Aramis was reading prayers in a charming little 
livre (Theures, bound in blue velvet. 

“Pardieur said he, “gentlemen! I hope what you have to tell me is 
worth the trouble ; or else, I warn you, I will not pardon you for making 
me come here instead of getting a little rest, after a night spent in taking 
and dismantling a bastion. Ah ! why were you not^there, gentlemen ; it 
was warm work I” ^ 

“We were in a place where it was not very cold !” replied Porthos, 
giving his mustache a twist which was peculiar to him. 

“Hush !” said Athos. 

“Oh ! oh I” said D’Artagnan, comprehending the slight frown of the 
musketeer; “it appears there is something fresh abroad.” 

“Aramis,” said Athos, “you went to breakfast the day before yester- 
day, at the auberge of the Parpaillot, I believe ?” 

“Yes.” 

“How did you fare ?” 

“For fhy part, I ate but little ; the day before yesterday was a fish day, 
and they had nothing but meat.” 

“What I” said Athos, “no fish at a seaport ?” 

“They say,” said Aramis, resuming his pious studies, “that the dyke 
which the cardinal is making drives them all out into the open sea.” 

“But that is not quite what I mean to ask you,” replied Athos : “I 
want to know if you were left alone, and nobody interrupted you.” 

“Why, I think there were not many intruders ; yes, Athos, I know 
what you mean, we shall do very comfortably at the Parpaillot.” 

“Let us go to the Parpaillot, then ; for here the walls are like sheets of 
paper.” 

D’Artagnan, who was accustomed to his friend’s manner of acting, and 
who perceived immediately by a word, a gesture, or a sign from him, that 
the circumstances were serious, took Athos’ arm, and went out without 
saying anything; Porthos followed, chatting with Aramis. 

On their way they met with Grimaud : Athos made him a sign to come 
with him : Grimaud, according to custom, obeyed in silence ; the poor lad 
had nearly come to the pass of forgetting how to speak. 

They arrived at the buvette of the Parpaillot : it was seven o’clock in 
the morning, and daylight began to appear ; the three friends ordered 
breakfast, and went into a room in which, the host said, they would not be 
disturbed. 

Unfortunately, the hour was badly chosen for a private conference ; 
the morning drum had just been beaten ; every one shook off the drowsi- 
ness of ni|i^t, and, to dispel the humid morning air, came to take a drop 
at the buvette: dragoons, Swiss, guards, musketeers, light-horsemen. 
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succeeded each other with a rapidity which might answer the purpose of 
the host very -well, but agreed badly with the views of the four friends. 
Thus they replied very curtly to the salutations, healths, and jokes of their 
companions. 

“I see how it will be,” said Athos ; “we shall get into some pretty quar- 
rel or other, and we don’t stand in need of one just now. D’Artagnan, 
tell us what sort of a night you have had, and we will describe ours after- 
ward.” 

“Ah! yes,” said a light-horseman, with a glass of eau-de-vie in his 
hand, which he degustated slowdy ; “ah I yes I I hear you gentlemen of the 
guards have been in the trenches to-night, and that you did not get much 
the best of the Rochellais.” 

D’Artagnaii", looked at Athos to know if he ought to reply to this in- 
truder who mixed unasked in their conversation. 

“Well I” said Athos, “don’t you head M. de Busigny, who does you the 
honor to ask you a question ? Relate what has passed during the night, 
since these gentlemen desire it.” 

“Have you not taken a bastion ?” said a Swiss, who was drinking rum 
out of a beer glass. 

“Yes, monsieur,” said D’Artagnan, bowing, “we have had that honor : 
we even have, as you may have heard, introduced a barrel of powder under 
one of the angles, which, in blowing up, made a very pretty breach ; with- 
out reckoning that, as the bastion was not of yesterday, all the rest of the 
building was much shaken.” 

“And what bastion is it ?” asked a dragoon, with his saber run through 
a goose, which he was taking to be cooked. 

“The bastion Saint-Gervais,” replied D’Artagnan, “from behind which 
the Rochellais annoyed our workmen.” 

• “Was the affair hot ?” 

“Yes, moderately so ; we lost five men, and the Rochellais eight or ten.” 

“Blaeempleu!” said the Swiss, who, notwithstanding the admirable 
collection of oaths possessed by the German language, had acquired a 
habit of swearing in French. 

“But it is probable,” said the light-horseman, “that they will send 
pioneers this morning to reinstate the bastion.” 

“Yes, that’s probable,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, “I have a wager to propose.” 

“Ah ! ah ! a wager 1” cried the Swiss. 

“What is it ?” said the light-horseman. 

“Stop a bit,” said the dragoon, placing his saber like a spit upon the 
two large iron dogs which held the fire in the chimney — “Stop a bit, I am 
in it. You, master host I a dripping pan immediately, that I may not lose 
a drop of the fat of this estimable bird.” 

“You are quite right,” said the Swiss; “goose-grease is good with 
pastry.” 

“There I” said the dragoon. “Now for the wager. We are all atten- 
tion, M. Athos.” v 

“Ah 1 now for the wager I” said the light-horseman. 



347 


Alexander Dumas 

"‘Well, Monsieur de Busigny, I will bet you,” said Athos, “that my 
three companions, MM. Porthos, Aramis, and D’Artagnan, and myself, 
will go and breakfast in the bastion Saint-Gervais, and we will remain 
there an-hour, by the watch, whatever the enemy may do to dislodge us.” 

Porthos and Aramis looked at each other ; they began to comprehend. 

“Well’ but,” said D'Artagnan, in Athos" ear, “you are going to get us 
all killed without mercy.” 

“We are much more likely to be killed,” said Athos, “if we do not go,” 

“i/a foi! gentlemen,” said Porthos, turning round upon his chair, and 
twisting his mustache, “that’s a fair bet, I hope.” 

“I take it,” said M. de Busigny ; “now let us fix the stake.” 

“Why, you are four, gentlemen,” said Athos, “anc^ we are four ; a 
dinner for eight — will that do ?” 

“Capitally,” replied M. de Busigny. 

“Perfectly well,” said the dr^oon. 

“That’s just the thing,” said the Swiss. The fourth auditor, who, 
during all this conversation had played a mute part, made a sign of the 
head to show that he acquiesced in the proposition. 

“The breakfast for these gentlemen is ready,” said the host. 

“Well, bring it in,” said Athos. 

The host obeyed. Athos called Grimaud, pointed to a large basket 
which lay in a corner, and made a sign to him to wrap the viands up in 
the napkins. 

Grimaud perceived that it was to be a breakfast on the grass, took the 
basket, packed up the viands, added the bottles, and then took the basket 
on his arm. 

“But where are you going to eat my breakfast?” said the host. 

“Of what consequence is that to you, if you are paid for it?” ^aid 
Athos, and he threw two pistoles majestically on to the table. 

“Shall I give you the change, mon officer?" said the host. 

“No, only add two bottles of champagne, and the difference will be for 
the napkins.” 

The host had not quite so good a bargain as he at first hoped for, but 
he made amends by slipping in two bottles of Anjou wine instead of two 
bottles of champagne. 

“Monsieur de Busigny,” said Athos, “will you be so kind as to set 
your watch with mine, or permit me to regulate mine by yours ?” 

“Which you please, monsieur !” said the light-horseman, drawing from 
his fob a very handsome watch, surrounded with diamonds ; “half-past 
seven,” said he. 

“Thirty -five minutes after seven,” said Athos, “by which you perceive 
I am five minutes faster than you.” 

And bowing to all the astonished persons present, the young men took 
the road to the bastion St. Gervais, followed by Grimaud, who carried the 
basket, ignorant of where he was going, but, in the passive obedience which 
Athos had taught him, not even thinking of asking. 

As lojig as they were within the camp, the four friends did not ex- 
change one word ; besides, they were followed by the curious, who hearing 



348 


The Three Musketeers 

of the wager, were anxious to know how they would come out of it. But 
when once they had passed the line of circumvallation, and found them- 
selves in the open plain, D’Artagnan, who was completely ignorant of 
what was going forward, thought it was time to demand an explanation, 

“And now, my dear Athos,” said he, “do me the kindness to tell me 
where we are going ?” 

“Why, you see plainly enough we are going to the bastion.” 

“But what are we going to do there?” 

“Why, you know, equally well, we are going to breakfast there.” 

“But why did we not breakfast at the Parpaillot ?” 

“Because we have some very important matters to communicate to 
each other, and jyt was impossible to talk five minutes in that auberge with- 
out being annoyed by all those importunate fellows, who keep coming in, 
saluting you, and addressing you; yonder,” said Athos, pointing to the 
bastion, “they will, at least, not come and disturb us.” 

“It appears to me,” said D’Artagnan, with that prudence which allied 
itself in him so naturally with excessive bravery, “it appears that we could 
have found some retired place on the downs or the seashore.” 

“Where we should have been seen all four conferring together, so that 
at the end of a quarter of an hour the cardinal would have been informed 
by his spies that we were holding a council.” 

“Yes,” said Aramis, “Athos is right: Animadvertuntur in ilesertis" 

“A desert would not have been amiss,” said Porthos, “but the matter 
was where to find it.” 

“There is no desert where a bird cannot pass over one’s head, where 
a fish cannot leap out of the water, where a rabbit cannot come out of its 
burrow, and I believe that bird, fish, and rabbit would be all spies of the 
cardinal. Better, then, follow up our enterprise, from which, besides, we 
cannot retreat without shame ; we have made a wager, which could not be 
foreseen, and of which I defy any one to guess the true cause ; we are go- 
ing, in order to win it, to remain an hour in the bastion. We either shall be 
or shall not be attacked. If we are not, we shall have all the time to 
talk, and nobody will hear us, for, I will answer for it the walls of the 
bastion have no ears ; if we are attacked, we will talk of our affairs just 
the same, and while defending ourselves, we shall cover ourselves with 
glory. You see that everything is to our advantage.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “but I think there is very little doubt that 
one of us will catch a ball.” 

“Well !” replied Atho?, “I am sure you ought to know that the balls 
most to be dreaded are not from open enemies.” 

“But, for such an expedition, we surely ought to have brought our 
muskets.” 

“You are stupid, friend Porthos, why should we load ourselves with a 
useless burden?” 

“For my part, I don’t think a good musket, twelve cartridges, and a 
powder flask very useless things, in face of an enemy.” 

“Well,” replied Athos, “have you not heard what D'Artagran said?” 

“What did he say to the purpose?” 
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“D’Artagnan said that in the attack of last night, eight or ten French- 
men were killed, and as many Rochellais.” 

“What then?” 

“The bodies were not plundered, were they ? it appears the conquerors 
had something else to do.” 

“Well ?” 

“Well ! we shall find their muskets, their cartridges, and their flasks, 
and instead of four musketoons and twelve balls, we shall have fifteen 
guns and a hundred charges to fire.” 

“Oh ! Athos I” said Aramis, “truly, thou art a great man.” 

Porthos bowed, in a sign of agreement. D’Artagnan alone did not 
appear to be quite satisfied. 

Grimaud, ncf doubt, shared the misgivings of the young man, for, see- 
ing that they continued to advance toward the bastion, a circumstance 
which he had not at first suspected, he pulled his master by the skirt of 
his coat. 

“Where are we going ?” asked he, by a gesture. 

Athos pointed to the bastion. 

“But,” said the still silent Grimaud, in the usual dialect current be- 
tween him and his master, “we shall leave our skins behind us.” 

Athos raised his eyes, and pointed with his finger toward heaven. 

Grimaud put his basket on the ground, and sat down with % shake of 
the head. 

Athos took a pistol from his belt, looked to see if it was properly 
primed, cocked it, and placed the muzzle close to Grimaud’s ear. 

Grimaud was on his legs again, as if by magic. Athos then made him 
a sign to take up his basket, and to walk on first. Grimaud obeyed. All 
that Grimaud gained by this pantomime of a minute, was to pass from the 
rear-guard to the vanguard. 

When arrived at the bastion, the four friends turned round. 

More than three hundred soldiers of all kinds were assembled at the 
gate of the camp; and in a separate group might be distinguished M. de 
Busigny, the dragoon, the Swiss, and the fourth wagerer. 

Athos took off his hat, placed it on the end of his sword, and weaved 
it in the air. 

All the spectators returned him his salute, accompanying this polite- 
ness wdth a loud hurrah I which was audible at the bastion. 

After which they all four disappeared in the bastion, Grimaud having 
preceded them. 


CHAPTER XLVII. 

THE COUNCIL OF THE MUSKETEERS. 

As Athos had foreseen, the bastion was only occupied by a dozen of 
dead bodies, French and Rochellais. 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, who had assumed the command of the ex- 
pedition, “while Grimaud is laying out the breakfast, let us begin by col- 
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lectmg the guns and cartridges together; we can talk while performing 
that necessary task. These gentlemen,” added he, pointing to the bodies, 
“cannot hear us.” 

“But 'we could throw them into the ditch,” said Porthos, “after having 
assured ourselves they have nothing in their pockets.” 

“Yes,” said Athos, “that’s Grimaud’s business.” 

“Well, then,” cried D’Artagnan, “pray, let Grimaud search them, and 
throw them over the walls at once.” 

“I desire he will do no such things,” said Athos, “they may be use- 
ful to us.” 

“These bodies useful to us? Why, Athos, you are mad !” said Porthos. 

“Judge not rashly, say the Gospel and the cardinal, replied Athos; 
“how many guns, gentlemen ?” 

“Twelve,” replied Aramis. 

“How many cartridges ?” 

“A hundred.” 

“That’s quite as many as we shall want: let us load the guns.” 

The four musketeers went to work, and as they were loading the last 
musket, Grimaud announced that the breakfast was ready. 

Athos replied, still by gestures, that that was well, and indicated to 
Grimaud, by pointing to a kind of pepper-castor, that he was to stand as 
sentinel. “Only, to alleviate the tediousness of the duty, Athos allowed him 
to take a loaf, two cutlets, and a bottle of wine. 

“And now, to table,” said Athos. 

The four friends sat down upon the ground, with their legs crossed, 
like Turks or tailors. 

“And now,” said D’Artagnan, “as there is no longer a fear of being 
overheard, I hope you are going to let me into this momentous secret.” 

“I hope, at the same time, to procure you amusement and glory, gentle- 
men,” said Athos. “I have induced you to take a very pleasant walk ; here 
is a delicious breaMast, and five hundred persons yonder, as you may see 
through the loopholes, taking us for heroes or madmen, two classes of 
imbeciles sufficiently resembling each other.” 

“But the secret ! the secret !” said D’Artagnan. 

“The secret is,” said Athos, “that I saw milady last night.” 

D’Artagnan was lifting a glass to his lips, but at the name of milady 
his hand shook so that he was obliged to put the glass on the ground again, 
for fear of spilling the contents. 

“You say your wi ” 

“Plush!” interrupted Athos, “you forget, D’Artagnan, you forget 
that these gentlemen are not so initiated as you are in my family affairs. 
I have seen milady.” 

“Where?” demanded D’Artagnan. 

“Within two leagues of this place, at the auberge of the Colorabier 
Rouge.” 

“In that case I am a lost man,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Not quite so yet,” replied Athos ; “for by this time she must have 
left the shores of France,” 
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D'Artagnan breathed again. 

“But, after all,” asked Porthos, “who is milady?” 

“A very charming woman!” said Athos, sipping a glass of sparkling 
wine. “A scoundrel of a host!” cried he, “he has given us Anjou wine 
instead of champagne, and fancies we know no better 1 Yes,” con- 
tinued he, “a very charming woman, who entertained kind views toward 
our friend D’Artagnan, who, on his part, has given her some offense 
for which she endeavored to revenge herself, a month ago, by having 
him killed by two musket shots; a week ago, by trying to poison him; 
and yesterday, by demanding his head of the cardinal.” 

“What ! by demanding my head of the cardinal ?” cried D'Artagnan, 
pale with terror. 

“Yes, that is as true as the Gospel,” said Porthos ; “I heard her with 
my own ears.” 

“So did I,” said Aramis. 

“Then,” said D’Artagnan, letting his arm fall, as if overcome by 
discouragement, “it is useless to struggle any longer; I may as well 
blow ray brains out, and put an end to the matter at once.” 

“That’s the last folly to be committed,” said Athos, “seeing that 
that is the only one for which there is no remedy.” 

“But I can never escape,” said D’Artagnan, “with such enemies. 
First, there is my unknown man of Meung ; then De Wardes,* to whom 
I have given three wounds ; next milady, whose secret I have discov- 
ered ; and, last and worst, the cardinal, whose vengeance I have balked.” 

“Well,” said Athos, “that only makes four; and we are four — one 
for one,” 

"Pardieu! if we may believe the signs Grimaud is making, we are 
about to have to do with a very different number of folks.” 

“What’s the matter, Grimaud ?” said Athos. “Considering the seri- 
ousness of the circumstance, I permit you to speak, my friend ; but be 
laconic, I beg. What do you see?” 

“A troop.” 

“Of how many persons?” 

“Twenty men.” 

“What sort of men?” 

“Sixteen pioneers, four soldiers.” 

“How far distant?” 

“Five hundred paces.” 

“Good! We have just time to finish this fowl, and to drink one 
glass of wine to your health, D’Artagnan I” 

“To your health,” repeated Porthos and Aramis, 

“Well, then, to my health! although I am very much afraid that 
your good wishes will not be of great service to me.” 

“Bah I” said Athos, “God is great, as the followers of Mahomet 
say ; and the future is in His hands.” 

Then, swallowing the contents of his glass, which he put down close 
to him, Athos arose carelessly, took the musket next to him,'^and drew 
near to one of the loopholes. 
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Porthos, Aramis, and D’Artagnan followed his example. As to 
Grimaud, he received orders to place himself behind the four friends, 
in order to reload their weapons. 

At the expiration of a minute the troop appeared ; they advanced 
along a sort of narrow channel of the trench, which kept up a means 
of communication between the bastion and the city. 

"Pardieu!'^ said Athos, “it was hardly worth while to disturb our- 
selves for twenty fellows, armed with pickaxes, mattocks and shovels ! 
Grimaud had only need have made them a sign to go away, and I am 
convinced they would have left us alone.” 

“I doubt that,” replied D’Artagnan; “for they are advancing very 
resolutely. Besides, in addition to the pioneers, there |.|;e four soldiers 
and a brigadier armed with muskets.” 

“That’s because they don’t see us,” said Athos. . 

"Ma foif” said Aramis, “I must confess I feel a great repugnance 
to fire on these poor devils of bourgeois.” 

“He is a bad priest,” said Porthos, “who feels pity for heretics !” 

“In truth,” said Athos, “Aramis is right — I will warn them.” 

“What the devil are you going about ?” cried D’Artagnan, “you will 
be shot !” 

But Athos took no heed of his advice ; and, mounting on the breach, 
with his musket in one hand, and his hat in the other : 

“Gentlemen,” said he, addressing the soldiers and the pioneers, who, 
astonished at his appearance, stopped at fifty paces from the bastion, 
and bowing courteously to them ; “gentlemen, a few friends and myself 
are about to breakfast in this bastion. Now, you know nothing is more 
disagreeable than being disturbed when one is at breakfast. We request 
you, then, if you really have business here, to wait till we have finished 
our repast, or to come again a short time hence; unless, which would 
be far better, you form the salutary resolution to quit the side of the 
rebels, and come and drink with us to the health of the king of France.” 

“Take care, Athos!” cried D’Artagnan; “don’t you see they are 
preparing to fire?” 

“Yes, yes,” said Athos; “but they are only bourgeois — ^very bad 
marksmen, and who will be sure not to hit me.” 

In fact, at the same instant, four shots were fired, and the balls were 
flattened against the wall round Athos, but not one hit him. 

Four shots replied to them, almost instantaneously, but much better 
aimed than those of the aggressors ; three soldiers fell dead, and one 
of the pioneers was wounded. 

“Grimaud,” said Athos, still on the breach, “another musket!” 

Grimaud immediately obeyed. Gn their part, the three friends had 
reloaded their arms ; another discharge followed the second ; the briga- 
dier and two pioneers fell dead ; the rest of the troop took to flight. 

“Now gentlemen, a sortie!” cried Athos. 

And the four friends rushed out of the fort, gained the field of 
battle, picked up the four soldiers’ niuskets and the half-pike of the 
brigadier ; and, convinced that the f natives would not stop till they got 
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to the city, turned again toward the bastion, bearing with them the 
trophies of their victory. 

“Reload the muskets, Grimaud,” said Athos, “and we, gentlemen, 
will go on with our breakfast, and resume our conversation. " Where 
were we?” 

“You were saying,” said D’Artagnan, “that after having demanded 
my head of the cardinal, milady had left the shores of France. Where 
is she going to ?” added he, considerably interested in the itinerary 
milady followed. 

“She is going into England,” said Athos. 

“With what view ?” 

“With the vj^w of assassinating, or causing to be assassinated, the 
Duke of Buckingham.” 

D’Artagnan uttered an exclamation of surprise and astonishment. 

“But this is infamous !” cried he. 

“As to that,” said Athos, “I beg you to believe that I care very little 
about it. Now you have done, Grimaud, take our brigadier’s half-pike, 
tie a napkin to it, and plant it at the top of our bastion, that these rebels 
of Rochellais may see that they have to deal with brave and loyal soldiers 
of the king.” 

Grimaud obeyed without replying. An instant afterward, the white 
flag was floating over the heads of the four friends : a thunder of ap- 
plause saluted its appearance : half the camp was at the barrier. 

“But why do you care so little whether Buckingham be killed or 
not ? The duke is our friend.” 

“The duke is an Englishman, the duke is fighting against us ; let her 
do what she likes with the duke; I care no more about him than an 
empty bottle.” 

And Athos threw fifteen paces from him an empty bottle, from 
which he had poured the last drop into his glass. 

“Ay, but stop a minute, I will not give up Buckingham thus,” said 
D’Artagnan, “he gave us some very fine horses.” 

“And, moreover, very handsome saddles,” said Porthos, who at the 
moment wore the lace of his on his cloak. 

“Besides,” said Aramis, “God desires the conversion, and not the 
death of a sinner.” 

'‘AmenT said Athos, “and we will return to that subject presently, 
if such be your pleasure : but that which, for the moment, engaged my 
attention most earnestly, and I am sure you will understand me, D’Art- 
agnan, was the getting from this woman a kind of signed carte-blanche, 
which she had extorted from the cardinal, and by means of which she 
could with impunity get rid of you and perhaps of us.” 

“But this creature must be a demon!” said Porthos, holding out his 
plate to Aramis, who was cutting up a fowl. 

“And this carte-blanche,” said D’Artagnan, “this carte-blanche, does 
it remain in her hands?” 

“No, it passed into mine ; I will not say without trouble, for if I did 
I should tell a lie.” 
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‘‘My dear Athos, I shall give over counting the number of times I 
am indebted to you for my life.” 

“Then it was to go to her you left us?” said Aramis. 

“Exactly so.” 

“And you have that letter of the cardinal’s ?” 

“Here it is,” said Athos. 

And he took the invaluable paper from the pocket of his uniform. 

D’Artagnan unfolded it with a hand, the trembling of vdiich he did 
not even attempt to conceal, and read : 

“It is by my order and for the good of the state, that the bearer of 
the present has done what he has done. 

“Decembers, 1627. f Richlieu.” 

“In fact,” said Aramis, “it is an absolution in all it^forms.” 

“That paper must be torn to pieces,” said D’Artagnan, who fancied 
he read in it his sentence of death. 

“On the contrary,” said Athos, “it must be preserved carefully; I 
would not give this paper for as many gold pieces as would cover it.” 

“And what is she going to do now?” asked the young man. 

“Why,” replied Athos, carelessly, “she is probably going to write to 
the cardinal that a damned musketeer, named Athos, has taken her 
protection from her by force ; she will advise him, in the same letter, to 
get rid of his two friends, Aramis and Porthos, at the time he disposes of 
them. The cardinal will remember that these are the same men that 
have so often crossed his path’; and then, some fine morning, he will 
arrest D’Artagnan, and for fear he should feel lonely, he will send us 
to keep him company in the Bastile. 

“It appears to me you are making but very dull jokes, friend Athos,” 
said Porthos. 

“I am not joking.” 

“Do you know,” said Parthos, “that to twist that damned milady’s 
neck would be a less sin than to twist those of these poor devils of Hu- 
guenots, who have committed no other crimes than singing the Psalms 
in French that we sing in Latin?” 

“What says the abbe ?” asked Athos quietly. 

“I say I am entirely of Porthos’ opinion,” replied Aramis. 

“And I am sure I am so too,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Fortunately, she is a good way off,” said Porthos, “for I confess 
she would make me very uncomfortable if she were here.” 

“She makes me uncomfortable in England as well as in France,” said 
Athos. 

“She makes me uncomfortable wherever she is,” said D’Artagnan. 

“But, when you had her in your power, why did you not drown lier, 
or strangle her, or hang her?” said Porthos, “it is only the dead that 
don’t come back again.” 

“You think so, do you, Porthos?” replied the musketeer, with a sad 
smile, which D’Artagnan alone understood. 

“I hav^ an idea,” said D’Artagnan. 

“What is it?” said the musketeers. 
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"To arms !” cried Grimaud. 

The young men sprang up, and seized their muskets. 

This time a small troop advanced, consisting of from twenty to five- 
and-twenty men; but they were no longer pioneers, they were soldiers 
of the garrison. 

“Shall we return to the camp?” said Porthos. “I don’t think the 
sides are equal.” 

“Impossible, for three reasons,” replied Atlios ; “the first is, we have 
not finished breakfast; the second, we have still some very important 
things to talk about ; and the third, it yet wants ten minutes before the 
hour will be elapsed.” 

“Well, then,” said Aramis, “we must form a plan of battle.” 

“That’s very “Simple,” replied Athos, “as soon as the enemy are with- 
in musket-shot we must fire upon them ; if they continue to advance, we 
must fire again, we fire as long as we have loaded guns ; if such as then 
remain of the troop persist in coming to the assault, we will allow the 
besiegers to go into the ditch, and then we will push down upon their 
heads that strip of wall which seems only to keep its perpendicular by a 
miracle.” 

“Bravo!” cried Porthos; “decidedly, Athos, you were born to be a 
general, and the cardinal, who fancies himself a great captain, is nothing 
to you. 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, “no divided attention, I beg; let each one 
pick out his man.” 

“I cover mine,” said D’Artagnan. 

“And I mine,” said Porthos. 

“And I idem/’ said Aramis. 

“Fire! then,” said Athos. 

The four muskets made one report, but four men fell.. 

The drum immediately beat, and the little troop advanced in charging 
step. 

Then the shots were repeated, without regularity, but always aimed 
with the same correctness. Nevetheless, as if they had been aware of 
the numerical weakness of the friends, the Rochellais continued to ad- 
vance in quick time. 

Upon every tliree shots at least two men fell ; but the march of those 
left untouched was not slackened. 

When arrived at the foot of the bastion, there was still more than 
a dozen of the enemy ; a last discharge welcomed them, but did not stop 
them ; they jumped into the ditch, and prepared to scale the breach. 

“Now, my friends,” said Athos, “finish that at a blow ! to the wall I 
to the wall !” 

And the four friends, seconded by Grimaud, pushed witli the barrels of 
their muskets an enormous sheet of the wall, which bent over as if acted 
upon by the wind, and, becoming detached from its base, fell with a 
horrible crash into the ditch. Then a fearful cry was heard, cloud of 
dust mounted toward heaven, and all was over! 
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“Can we have destroyed them all, from the first to the last ?" said 
Athos. ' 

"Ma foi! it appears so,” said D’Artagnan. 

“No.” cried Porthos ; “There go three or four limping away.” 

In fact, three or four of these unfortunate men, covered with dirt 
and blood, were flying along the hollow way, and at length regained 
the city ; these were all that were left of the little troop. 

Athos looked at his watch. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, we have been here an hour, and our wager 
is won ; but we will be fair players ; besides, D’Artagnan has not told 
us his idea yet,” 

And the musketeer, with his usual coolness, wSnt and reseated him- 
self before the remains of the breakfast. ® 

“My idea?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Yes ; you said you had an idea,” said Athos. 

“Oh ! I remember now,” said D’Artagnan. “Well I will go into Eng- 
land for a second time ; I will go and find M. Buckingham.” 

“You shall not do that, D’Artagnan,” said Athos coolly. 

“And why not? have I not been there once?” 

“Yes ; but at that period we were not at war; at that period M. de 
Buckingham was an ally, and not an enemy. What you now contemplate 
doing WQuld amount to treason.” 

D’Artagnan perceived the force of this reasoning, and was silent. 

“But,” said Parthos, “I think I have an idea, in my tuni,” 

“Silence for M. Porthos’ idea!” said Aramis. 

“I will ask leave of absence of M. de Treville, on some pretext or 
other, which you must find out, as I am not very clever at pretexts. Mi- 
lady does not know me ; I will get access to her without her suspecting 
me, and when I catch my beauty alone, I will strangle her.” 

“Well,” replied Athos, I am not far from approving the idea of M. 
Porthos.” 

“For shame! for shame!” said Aramis— “kill a woman? No, listen 
to me ; I have the best idea.” 

“Let us see your idea, Aramis,” said Athos, who entertained much 
deference for the young musketeer, 

“We must acquaint the queen.” 

“Ah, ma foi/ yes!” said Porthos and D’Artagnan at the same time; 
“we are coming nearer to it now.” 

“Acquaint the queen!” said Athos; “and how will you do that? 
Have we any relations with the court? Could we send any one to Paris 
without its being known in the camp? From hence to Paris it is a 
hundred and forty leagues; before our letter was at Angers we should 
be in a dungeon.” 

“As to renjitting a letter with safety to her majesty,” said Aramis 
coloring, “I will take that upon myself. I know a clever person at 
Tours ” 

Aramis stopped on seeing Athos smile. 

“Well, do you not adopt this means, Athos?” said D’Artagnan, 
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“I do not reject it altogether,” said Atlios; “but I wish to remind 
Aramis that he cannot quit the camp, and that nobody but one of our- 
selves is safe; that two hours after the messenger has set out all the 
capuchins, all the alguazils, all the black caps of the cardinal, will know 
your letter by heart, and you and your clever person will be arrested.” 

“Without reckoning that the queen would save M. de Buckingham, 
but would take no heed of us.” 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, “what Porthos says is full of sense.” 

“Ah, ah! but what’s going on in the city yonder?” said Athos. 

“They are beating the ghierale’’ 

The four friends listened, and all plainly heard the sound of the drum. 

“You will see they are going to send a whole regiment against us,” 
said Athos. 

“You don’t think of holding out against a whole regiment, do you?” 
said Porthos. 

“Why not?” said the musketeer. “I feel myself quite in a humor for 
it; and I could hold out before a whole army if we had had the precau- 
tion to bring a dozen more bottles of wine.” 

“Upon my word, the drums draw near,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Let it come,” said Athos. “It is a quarter of an hour’s journey from 
hence to the city, consequently a quarter of an hour’s journey from the 
city hither; that is more than time enough for us to advise a^plan. If 
we go from this place, we shall never find another so suitable. Ah I stop ! 
I have it, gentlemen — the right idea has just occurred to me.” 

“Tell us what it is, then.” 

“Allow me to give Griniaud some indispensable orders.” 

Athos made a sign for his lackey to draw near. 

“Grimaud,” said Athos, pointing to the bodies which lay under the 
wall of the bastion, “take those gentlemen, set them up against the wall, 
put their hats upon their heads, and their guns in their hands.” 

“Oh, the great man I” cried D’Artagnan ; “I comprehend now.” 

“You comprehend?” said Porthos. 

“And do you comprehend, Grimaud?” said Aramis. 

Grimaud made a sign in the affirmative. 

“That’s all that’s necessary,” said Athos ; “now for my idea.” 

“I should like, however, to comprehend,” said Porthos. 

“Not at all necessary.” 

“Athos’ idea I Athos' idea !” cried Aramis and D’Artagnan at the same 
time. 

“This milady — this woman — ^this creature — ^this demon, has a broth- 
er-in-law, as I think you have told me, D’Artagnan?” 

“Yes, I l<now him very well ; and I also believe that he has not a very 
warm affection for his sister-in-law.” 

“There is no harm in that; if he detested her, it would be all the 
better,” replied Athos. 

“In that case we are as well off as we wish.” 

“And yet,” said Porthos, “I should like to comprehend what Gri- 
maud is about.” 
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“Silence, Porthos!” said Aramis. 

“What is her brother’s name?” 

“Lord de Winter.” 

“Where is he now?” 

“He returned to London at the first rumor of the war.” 

“Well, that’s just the man we want,” said Athos ; “it is him we must 
warn. We will have him informed that his sister-in-law is on the point 
of having some one assassinated, and we beg of him not to lose sight 
of her. There is in London, I hope, some establishment like that of the 
Madelonnettes, or of the Filles Repenties. He must place his sister in 
one of these, and we shall be in peace.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “until she gets out again.’^ 

“Ah, ma foiT said Athos, you require too much, D’Artagnan, I have 
given you all I had, and I beg leave to tell you that is the bottom of my 
sack.” 

“But I think it would be still better,” said Aramis, “to inform the 
queen and M. de Winter at the same time.” 

“Yes; but who is to carry the letter to Tours, and who to Ixjndon?” 

“I answer for Bazin,” said Aramis. 

“And I for Planchet,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Ay,” said Porthos, “if we cannot leave the camp, our lackeys may.” 

“To be sure they may, and this very day, we will write the letters,” 
said Aramis; “give them money, and set them forward.” 

“We will give them money?” replied Athos. “Have you any money 
then ?” 

The four friends looked at each other, and a cloud came over the 
brows which but lately had been so cheerful. 

“Quick ! quick !” cried D’Artagnan, “I see black points and red points 
moving yondbr. What! did you talk of a regiment, Athos? It is an 
army 1” 

“Ma joi! yes,” said Athos, “there they are. Think of the sneaks 
coming without beat of drum or sound of trumpet. Ah, ah ! have you 
finished Grimaud?” 

Grimaud made a sign in the affirmative and pointed to a dozen bodies 
which he had set up in the most picturesque attitudes ; some supported 
arms, others seemed to be taking aim, and the remainder appeared merely 
to be sword in hand. 

“Bravo!” said Athos; “that does honor to your imagination.” 

“Ay, I dare say it’s all very well,” said Porthos, “but I should like 
to comprehend.” 

“Let us decamp first, and you can comprehend afterward.” 

“Stop one minute, gentlemen; give Grimaud time to collect the 
breakfast things.” 

“Ah, ah!” said Aramis, “the black points and the red points are 
visibly enlarging; I am of D’Artagnan’s opinion — we have no time to 
lose to regain our camp.” 

“Ma joi!” said Athos, “I have nothing more to say against a retreat; 
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we betted upon one hour, and we have stayed an hour and a half. Noth- 
ing can be said; let us be off, gentlemen, let us be off !” 

Grimaud went on before with the basket; the four friends followed, 
at about ten paces behind him. ■ 

“What the devil shall we do now, gentlemen?” cried Athos. 

“Have you forgotten anything ?” said Aramis. 

“The white flag, morbleu! we must not leave a flag in the hands of 
the enemy, even if that flag be but a napkin.” 

And Athos ran back to the bastion, mounted the platform and bore 
off the flag; but as the Rochellais were arrived within musket range, 
they opened a terrible fire upon this man, who appeared to expose him- 
self for pleasures sake. 

But Athos might be said to bear a charmed life ; the balls passed and 
whistled all round him ; not one hit him. 

Athos waved his flag, turning his back to the city guards, and saluting 
those of the camp. On both sides loud cries arose—- on the one side 
cries of anger, on the other cries of enthusiasm. 

A second discharge followed the first, and three balls, by passing 
through it, made the napkin really a flag. Cries were heard from the 
camp, “Come down! come down!” 

Athos came down ; his friends, who anxiously awaited him, saw him 
return with joy. 

“Come along, Athos, come along !” cried D’Artagnan ; “now we have 
found everything except money, it would be stupid to be killed.” 

But Athos continued to march majestically, whatever observations 
his companions made ; and they, finding their observations useless, regu- 
lated their pace by his, 

Grimaud and his basket were far in advance, out of the reach of 
the balls. 

At the end of an instant, a furious firing was heard. 

“What’s that?” asked Parthos, “what are they firing at now? I 
hear no balls, and I see nobody !” 

“They are firing upon Grimaud’s dead company,” replied Athos. 

“But the dead cannot return their fire.” 

“Certainly not ; they will then fancy it is an ambuscade, they will 
deliberate, and by the time they have found out the joke we shall be out 
of the reach of their balls. That renders it useless to get a pleurisy by 
too much haste.” 

“Oh, I comprehend now,” said the astonished Porthos. 

“That’s lucky,” said Athos, shrugging his shoulders. 

On their part, the French, on seeing the four friends return in com- 
mon marching step, uttered cries of enthusiasm. 

At length a fresh discharge was heard, and this time the balls came 
rattling among the stones around the friends, and whistling sharply in 
their ears. The Rochellais had at last taken possession of the bastion. 

“These Rochellais are bungling fellows,” said Athos; “how many 
have we killed of them — a dozen?” ,, 

“Or fifteen.” 
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“How many did we crush under the wall ?” 

“Eight or ten.” 

“And in exchange for all that not even a scratch ! Ah ! but what is 
the matter with your hand, D’Artagnan? It bleeds, seemingly.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing,” said D’Artagnan. 

“A spent ball ?” 

“Not even that.” 

“What is it, then ?” 

We have said that Athos loved D’Artagnan like a child, and this 
somber and inflexible character felt the anxiety of a parent for the 
young man. 

“Only grazed a little,” replied D’Artagnan ; “my fingers were caught 
between two stones, that of the wall and that of my ring, and the skin 
was broken.” 

“That comes of wearing diamonds, my master,” said Athos dis- 
dainfully. 

“Ah, to be sure,” cried Porthos, “there is a diamond; why the devil 
then, do we plague ourselves about money, when there is a diamond?” 

"Stop a bit !” said Aramis. 

“Well thought of, Porthos; this time you have an idea.” 

“Certainly I have,” said Porthos, drawing himself up at Athos’ 
compliment ; “as there is a diamond, let us sell it.” 

“But,” said D’Artagnan, “it is the queen’s diamond.” 

“The stronger reason why it should be sold,” replied Athos; “the 
queen saving M. de Buckingham, her lover, nothing more just ; the 
queen saving us, her friends, nothing more moral ; let us sell the dia- 
mond. What says Monsieur I’Abbe ? I don’t ask Porthos ; his opinion 
has been giv§n.” 

“Why, I think,” said Aramis, coloring as usual, that this ring not 
coming from a mistress, and, consequently, not being a love token, 
D’Artagnan may sell it.” 

“My dear Aramis, you speak like theology personified. Your opin- 
ion, then, is ” 

“That the diamond may be sold.” 

“Well, then,” said D’Artagnan gayly, “let us sell the diamond, and 
say no more about it.” 

The fusillade continued ; but the friends were out of reach, and the 
Rochellais only fired for the discharge of their consciences. 

“Mfl foi! it was time that idea came into Porthos’ head — ^here we" 
are at the camp! therefore, gentlemen, not a word more of this atfair. 
We are observed — they are coming to meet us; we shall be borne in 
triumph.” 

In fact, as we have said, the whole camp was in motion. More than 
two thousand persons had assisted, as at a spectacle, at this fortunate but 
wild undertaking of the four friends, an undertaking of which they 
were far from suspecting the real motive. Nothing was heard but cries 
of “Vwey?t Us mousquetaires ! vivent Us gardes^ M. de Busigny was 
the first to come and shake Athos by the hand, and acknowledge that 
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the wager was lost. The dragoon and the Swiss followed him, and 
all their comrades followed the dragoon and the Swiss. There was 
nothing but felicitations, pressures of the hand, and embraces; there 
was no end to the inextinguishable laughter at the Rochellais. The 
tumult at length became so great that the cardinal fancied there must 
be some riot, and sent La Houdiniere, his captain of the guards, to 
inquire what was going on. 

The affair w^as described to the messenger with all the effervescence 
of enthusiasm. 

“Well?” asked the cardinal, on seeing La Houdiniere return. 

“Well, monseigneur,” replied the latter, “three musketeers and a 
guard laid a wager with M. de Busigny, that they would go and break- 
fast in the Bastion St, Gervais, and while breakfasting, they held it 
for two hours against the enemy, and have killed I don’t know how 
many Rochellais.” 

“Did you inquire the names of those three musketeers?” 

“Yes, monseigneur.” 

“What are their names ?” 

“Mm. Athos, Porthos, and Aramis.” 

“Still my three brave fellows!” murmured the cardinal. “And 
the guard?” 

“M. D’Artagnan.” 

“Still my young scapegrace. Positively, these four men must be 
mine.” 

That same evening, the cardinal spoke to M. de Treville of the 
exploit of the morning, which was the talk of the whole camp. M. de 
Treville, who had received the account of the adventure from the 
mouths of the heroes of it, related it in all its details to His Eminence, 
not forgetting the episode of the napkin. 

“That’s well! Monsieur de Treville,” said the cardinal, “pray let that 
napkin be sent to me. I will have three fleur-de-lis embroidered on it in 
gold, and will give it to your company as a standard.” 

“Monseigneur,” said M. de Treville, “that will hardly be doing justice 
to the guards; M. D’Artagnan is not mine; he serves under M. Des- 
sessarl's.” 

“Well, then, take him,” said the cardinal; “when four men are so 
much attached to each other, it is only fair that they should serve in the 
same company.” 

That same evening M, de Treville announced this good news to the 
three musketeers and D’Artagnan, inviting all four to breakfast with him 
next morning. 

D’Artagnan was beside himself with joy. We know that the dream 
of his life had been to become a musketeer. The three friends were 
likewise greatly delighted. 

“Ma foil” said D’Artagnan to Athos, “that was a triumphant idea 
of yours I As you said, we have acquired glory, and were enabled to 
carry on a conversation of the greatest importance,” 



363 


Alexander Dumas 

“Which we can resume now without anybody suspecting us, for, with 
the help of God, we shall henceforth pass for eardinalists/’ 

That evening D’Arta^an went to present his compliment to M. 
Dessessarts, and inform him of his promotion. 

M. Dessessarts, who esteemed DArtagnan, made him offers of serv- 
ice, as this change would bring on expenses for equipment. 

DArtagnan respectfully declined, but thinking the opportunity a good 
one, he begged him to have the diamond he put into his hand valued, as 
he wished to turn it into money. 

The next day, by two o’clock, M. Dessessarts’ valet came to D’Artag- 
nan’s lodging and gave him a bag containing seven thousand livres. 

This was the price of the queen’s diamond. 


CHAPTER XLVIII. 

A FAMILY AFFAIR 

Athos had discovered the word : family affair. A family affair was 
not subject to the investigation of the cardinal ; a family affair concerned 
nobody; people might employ themselves in a family before all the 
world. 

Thus Atbos had discovered the word : family affair. 

Aramis had discovered the idea : the lackeys. 

Porthos had discovered the means: the diamond. 

D’Artagnan alone had discovered nothing; he, ordinarily the most 
inventive of the four ; but it must be also said that the name alone of 
milady paralyzed him. 

Ah! yes, but we were mistaken; he had discovered a purchaser for 
his diamond. « 

The breakfast at M. de Treville’s was as gay and cheerful as possible. 
D’Artagnan already wore his uniform ; for being nearly of the same size 
of Aramis, and Aramis being so liberally paid by the bookseller who 
purchased his poem, as to allow him to have bought double of everything, 
he yielded his friend a complete equipment. 

D’Artagnan would have been at the height of his wishes if he had 
not constantly seen milady, like a dark cloud, hovering in the horizon. 

After breakfast, it was agreed that they should meet again in the 
evening at Athos’ lodgings, and would there terminate the affair. 

D’Artagnan passed the day in exhibiting his musketeer’s uniform in 
every street of the camp. 

In the evening, at the appointed hour, the four friends met ; there 
only remained three things to be decided upon. 

What they should write to milady’s brother. 

What they should write to the clever person at Tours. 

And which should be the lackeys to carry the letters. • 

Every one offered his own : Athos talked of the discretion of Grim- 
aud, who never spoke a word but when his master unlocked his mouth. 
Porthos boasted of the strength of Mousqueton, who was big enough to 
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thrash four men of ordinary size. Aramis, confiding in the address of 
Bazin, made a pompous eulogium upon his candidate; and D’Artagnan 
had entire faith in the bravery of Planchet, and reminded them of the 
manner in which he had conducted himself in the ticklish ?\.ffair of 
Boulogne. 

These four virtues disputed the prize for a length of time, and gave 
birth to magnificent speeches, which we do not repeat here, for fear they 
should be deemed too long. 

“Unfortunately,” said Athos, “he whom we send must possess in him- 
self alone the four qualities united.” 

“But where is such a lackey to be found ?” 

“Not to be found !” cried Athos ; “I know that; take Grimaud then.” 

“Take Mou^ueton !” 

“Take Bazin !” 

“Take Planchet ; Planchet is brave and shrewd ; they are two qualities 
out of the four.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Aramis, “the principal question is not to know 
which of our four lackeys is the most discreet, the strongest, the clever- 
est, or the most brave ; the matter is to know which loves money the best.” 

“What Aramis says is very sensible,” replied Athos ; “we must spec- 
ulate upon the faults of people, and not upon their virtues. Monsieur 
TAbbe, you are a great moralist !” 

“Doubtless,” said Aramis ; “for we not only require to be well served, 
in order to succeed, but moreover, not to fail; for, in case of failure, 
heads are in question, not for our lackeys ” 

“Speak lower, Aramis,” said Athos. 

“That’s correct ; not for the lackeys,” resumed Aramis, “but for the 
masters ! Are our lackeys sufficiently devoted to us to risk their lives 
for us? No,” 

“Ma fair said D’Artagnan, “I would almost answer for Planchet.” 

“Well, my dear friend, add to his natural devotedness a good sum of 
money, and then, instead of answering for him once, answer for him 
twice.” 

“Why, good God ! you will be deceived just the same,” said Athos, 
who was an optimist when things were concerned, and a pessimist when 
men were in question. “They will promise everything for the sake of 
the money, and on the road fear will prevent them from acting. Once 
taken, they will be pressed ; when pressed, they will confess everything 
What the devil, we are not children ! To go to England” (Athos lowered 
his voice), “all France — covered with the spies and creatures of the 
cardinal — must be crossed; a pass for embarkation must be obtained; 
and the party must be acquainted with English, to inquire the way to 
London. Really, I think the thing is very difficult !” 

“Not at all,” cried D’Artagnan, who was anxious the* matter should 
be accomplished*; “on the contrary, I think it is very easy. It should be, 
no doubt. ParUeu! if we write to Lord de Winter about affairs of vast 
importance, of the horrors of the cardinal ” 

“Speak lower!” said Athos. ; ^ 
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“Of the intrigues and secrets of state/’ continued D’Artagnan, com- 
plying with the recommendation ; “there can be no doubt we shall be 
all broken on the wheel ; but, for God’s sake, do not forget, as you your- 
self said^ Athos, that we only write to him concerning a family affiair; 
that we only write to him to entreat that as soon as milady arrives in 
London, he will put it out of her power to injure us. I will write to 
him then nearly in these terms.” 

“Let us see,” said Athos, assuming a critical look. 

“Monsieur, and dear friend ” 

“Ah 1 yes ! ‘dear friend’ to an Englishman,” interrupted Athos ; “cap- 
itally commenced! Bravo, D’Artagnan! Only with that word you 
would be quartered, instead of being broken on the wheg^.” 

“Well ! perhaps. I will say, then, monsieur, quite short.” 

“You may even say, milord,” replied Athos, who stickled for prop- 
riety. 

“Milord, do you remember the little goat pasture of the Luxem- 
bourg ?” 

“Good, the Luxembourg ! It might be believed to be an allusion to 
the queen-mother ! That’s ingenious,” said Athos. 

“Well, then ! we will put simply, ‘Milord, do you remember a certain 
little inclosure where your life was spared’,^” 

“My dear D’Artagnan, you will never make anything but a very bad 
secretary. ‘Where your life was spared !’ For shame ! that’s unworthy. 
A man of spirit is not to be reminded of such services. A benefit re- 
proached is an offense committed. 

“The devil,” said D’Artagnan, “you are insupportable ! If the letter 
must be written under your censure, I renounce the task,” 

“And you, will do right. Handle the musket and the sword, my dear 
fellow ; you will come off splendidly at those two exercises ; but pass the 
pen over to M. I’Abbe, that’s his province.” 

“Ay, ay,” said Porthos, “pass the pen over to Aramis, who writes 
theses in Latin.” 

“Well so be it,” said D’Artagnan, “draw up this note for us, Aramis; 
but, by our holy father the pope ! be concise, for I shall prune you in my 
turn, I warn you.” 

“I ask no better,” said Aramis, with that ingenuous air of confidence 
which every poet has in himself ; “but let me be properly acquainted with 
the subject ; I have heard, by this means and that, that this sister-in-law 
was a vile woman ; I have obtained a proof of it by listening to her con- 
versation with the cardinal.” 

“Lower ! i-acrg said Athos. 

“But,” continued Aramis, “the details escape me.” 

“And me also,” said Porthos. 

D’Artagnan and Athos looked at each other for some time in silence. 
At length, Athos, after apparently serious reflection, and becoming more 
pale than usual, made a sign of assent to D’Artagnan, who by it under- 
stood he ttas at liberty to speak. 

“Well, this is what you have to say,” said D’Artagnan ; “ ‘Milord, 
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your sister-in-law is an infamous woman, who has wished to have you 
killed, that she might inherit your wealth. But she could not marry 
your brother, being already married in France, and having been — ’ ” 
D’Artagnan stopped, as if seeking for the word, and looking at Athos. 

“Repudiated by her husband,” 

“Because she had been branded,” continued D’Artagnan. 

“Bah!” cried Porthos, “impossible! What do you say, she wanted 
to have her brother-in-law killed ?” 

“Yes.” 

“And she was previously married ?” asked Aramis. 

“Yes.” 

“And her ^usband found out that she had a fleur-de-lis on her 
shoulder?” cried Porthos. 

“Yes.” 

These three yeses had been pronounced by Athos, each with a deeper 
intonation. 

“And who has seen this fleur-de-lis ?” said Ararhis. 

“D’Artagnan and I, or rather, to observe the chronological order, I 
and D’Artagnan,” replied Athos. 

“And does the husband of this frightful creature still live?” said 
Aramis. * 

“He still lives,” 

“Are you quite sure of it ?” 

“I am he.” 

There was a moment of cold silence, during which every one was 
affected, according to his nature. 

“This time,” said Athos, first breaking the silence, “D’Artagnan has 
given us an excellent programme, and the letter must be written at once,” 

“The devil ! you are right, Athos,” said Aramis, “and it is rather a 
difficult matter. M. the Chancellor himself would be puzzled how to 
write such a letter, and yet M. the Chancellor draws up a procbs-verhal 
very agreeably. Never mind I be silent, I will try.” 

Aramis accordingly took the pen, reflected for a few moments, wrote 
eight of ten lines, in a charming, little, female hand, and then, with a 
voice soft and slow, as if each word had been scrupulously weighed, he 
read the following : 

“Milord : The person who writes these few lines had the honor of 
crossing swords with you in the little enclosure of the Rue d’Enfer. As 
you have several times since declared yourself the friend of that person, 
he thinks it his duty to respond to that friendship by sending you im- 
portant advice. Twice you have nearly been the victim of a near relation 
whom you believe to be your heir, because you are ignorant that before 
she contracted a marriage in England, she was already married in France. 
But the third time, which is this, you may succumb. Your relation left 
La Rochelle for England during the night. Watch her arrival, for she 
has peat and terrible projects. If you require to know positively what 
she is capable of, read her past history upon her left shoulder.” 
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“Well, now that will do wonderfully well,” said Athos ; “really, my 
dear Aramis, you have the pen of a secretary of state. Lord de Winter 
will now be upon his guard, if the letter should reach him; and even if 
it should fall into the hands of the cardinal, we shall not be compromised. 
But as the lackey who goes may make us believe he has been to London 
and may stop at Chatelherault, let us give him only half the sum prom- 
ised him with the letter, with an agreement that he shall have the other 
half in exchange for the reply. Have you the diamond ?” continued 
Athos, 

“I have what is still better : I have the value of it,” said D’Artagnan, 
throwing the bag upon the table. At the sound of the gold, Aramis 
raised his eyes, and Porthos started; as to Athos, he remained impassible. 

"How much is there in that little bag?” @ 

“Seven thousand livres, in louis of twelve francs.” 

“Seven thousand livres!” cried Porthos; “that poor little diamond 
was worth seven thousand livres ?” 

“It appears so,” said Athos, “since here they are; I don’t suppose 
that our friend D’Artagnan has added any of his own to the amount.” 

“But, gentlemen, in all this,” said D’Artagnan, “we do not think of 
the queen. Let us take some heed of the welfare of her dear Bucking- 
ham. That is the least we owe her.” 

“That’s true,” said Athos, “but that falls to Aramis,” 

“Well,” replied the latter, blushing, “what must I say?” 

“Oh! that’s simple enough,” replied Athos; “write a second letter 
for that clever personage that lives at Tours.” 

Aramis resumed his pen, reflected a little, and wrote the following 
lines, which he immediately submitted to the approbation of his friends; 

“My dear cousin.” 

“Ah! ah!:” said Athos, “this clever person is your relation then?” 

“Cousin-german.” 

“Go on, to your cousin, then !” 

Aramis continued: 

“My Dear Cousin : His Eminence the cardinal, whom God preserve 
for the happiness of France and the confusion of the enemies of the 
kingdom, is on the point of putting an end to the heretic rebellion of La 
Rochelle ; it is probable that the succor of the English fleet will never 
even arrive in sight of the place ; I will even venture to say that I am 
certain M. de Buckingham will be prevented from setting out by some 
great event. His Eminence is the most illustrious politician of times 
past, of times present, and probably of times to come. Pie would extin- 
guish the sun, if the sun incommoded him. Give these happy tidings to 
your sister, my dear cousin, I have dreamed that that cursed English- 
man was dead. I cannot recollect whether it was by steel or by poison ; 
only of this I ajn sure, I have dreamed he was dead, and you know my 
dreams never deceive me. Be assured, then, of seeing me soon return.” 

“Capital,” cried Athos ; “you are the king of poets, my dear Aramis ; 
you speak like the Apocalypse, and you are as true as the Gospel. There 
is nothing how to do but to put the address to this letter.” 
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“That’s soon done,” said Aramis. 

He folded the letter fancifully, and took up his pen and wrote : 

“To Mademoiselle Michon, seamstress, Tours.” 

The three friends looked at each other and laughed ; they wero caught. 

“Now,” said Aramis, “you will please to understand, gentlemen, that 
Bazin alone can carry this letter to Tours ; ray cousin knows nobody but 
Bazin, and places confidence in nobody but him ; any other person would 
fail. Besides, Bazin is ambitious and learned ; Bazin has read history, 
gientlemen, he knows that Sixtus Quintus became pope after having kept 
pigs ; well ! as he means to enter the church at the same time as myself, 
he does not despair of becoming pope in his turn, or at least a cardinal ; 
you can understand that a man who has such views, will never allow 
himself to be taken, or if taken, will undergo martyrdom rather than 
speak.” 

“Very well,” said D’Artagan, “I consent to Bazin, with all my heart, 
but grant me Planchet; milady had him one day turned out of doors, 
with sundry blows of a good stick, to accelerate his motions ; now Plan- 
chet has an excellent memory, and I will be bound that sooner than 
relinquish any possible means of vengeance, he will allow himself to be 
beaten to death. If your affairs of Tours are your affairs, Aramis, 
those of London are mine. I request, then, that Planchet may be chosen, 
more particularly as he has already been to London with me, and knows 
how to speak very correctly ; London, sir, if you please, and my master, 
Lord D’Artagnan, With that, you may be satisfied, he can make his 
way, both going and returning.” 

“In that case, said Athos, “Planchet must receive seven hundred 
livres for going, and seven hundred livres for coming back ; and Bazin, 
three hundred livres for going, and three hundred livres for returning ; 
that will ’reduce the sum to five thousand livres; we will each take a 
thousand livres to be employed as seems good to each, and we will leave 
a fund of a thousand livres, under the guardianship of Monsieur I’Abbe 
here, for extraordinary occasions or common wants. Will that do?” 

“My dear Athos,” said Aramis, “you speak like Nestor, who was, 
as every one knows, the wisest among the Greeks.” 

“Well, then,” said Athos, “it is agreed; Planchet and Bazin shall go; 
everything considered, I am not sorry to retain Grimaud ; he is accus- 
tomed to my ways, and I am particular; yesterday’s affair must have 
shaken him a little, his voyage would overset him quite.” 

Planchet was sent for, and instructions were given him ; the matter 
had been named to him by D'Artagnan, who had, in the first place, 
pointed out the money to him, then the glory, and then the danger. 

“I will carry the letter in the lining of my coat,” said Planchet ; “and 
if I am taken I will swallow it.” 

“Well, but then you will not be able to fulfill your commission,” said 
D’Artagnan. 

“You will give me a copy of it this evening, which I shall know by 
heart before the morning.” 
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D’Artagnan looked at his friends, as if to say, “Well, what did I 
promise you?” 

“Now,” continued he, addressing Planchet, “you have eight days to 
get an interview with Lord de Winter, you have eight days to return in, 
in all sixteen days; if, on the sixteenth day after your departure, at 
eight o’clock in the evening, you are not here, no money, even if it be 
but five minutes past eight ” 

“Then monsieur,” said Planchet, “you must buy me a watch.” 

“Take this,” said Athos, with his usual careless generosity, giving 
him his own, “and be a good lad. Remember, if you talk, if you babble, 
if you get drunk, you risk your master’s head, who has so much confi- 
dence ill your fidelity, and who answers for you. But remember, also, 
that if, by your fault, any evil happens to M. D’Artagaian, I will find 
you, wherever you may be, and that for the purpose of ripping up your 
belly.” 

“Oh, monsieur!” said Planchet, humiliated by the suspicion, and, 
moreover, terrified at the calm air of the musketeer. 

“And I,” said Porthos, rolling his large eyes, “remember, I will 
skin you alive,” 

“Ah ! monsieur I” 

“And I,” said Aramis, with his soft, melodious voice, “remember that 
I will roast you at a slow fire like a savage.” 

“Ah I monsieur !” 

And Planchet began to weep ; we will not venture to say whether it 
was from terror, created by the threats, or from tenderness at seeing 
four friends so closely united. 

D’Artagnan took his hand. 

“See, Planchet,” said he, “these gentlemen only say this out of affec- 
tion for me ; St bottom, they all respect you,” 

“Ah, monsieur,” said Planchet ; “I will succeed, or I will consent to 
be cut in quarters ; and if they do cut me in quarters, be assured that 
not a morsel of me will speak.” 

It was determined that Planchet should set out the next day, at eight 
o’clock in the morning, in order, as he had said, that he might, during 
the night, learn the letter by heart. He gained just twelve hours by this 
engagement ; he was to be back on the sixteenth day, by eight o’clock 
in the evening. 

In the morning, as he was mounting on horseback, D’Artagnan, who 
felt at the bottom of his heart a partiality for the duke, took Planchet 
aside. 

“Listen,” said he to him ; “when you have given the letter to Lord 
de Winter, and he has read it, you will further say to him, ‘Watch over 
His Grace Lord Buckingham, for they wish to assassinate him.’ But 
this, Planchet, ?s so serious and important, that I have not informed my 
friends that I would intrust this secret to you ; and, for a captain’s com- 
mission, I would not write it.” 

“Be satisfied, monsieur,” said Planchet, “you shall see whether con- 
fidence can be placed in me or not.” 
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And, mounted on an excellent horse, which he was to leave at the 
end of twenty leagues, to take the post, Planchet set off at a gallop, his 
spirits a little depressed by the triple promise made him by the mus- 
keteers ; but otherwise as light-hearted as possible. 

Bazin set out the next day for Tours, and was allowed eight days to 
perform his commission in. 

The four friends, during the period of these two absences, had, as 
may well be supposed, the eye on the watch, the nose to the wind, and 
the ear on the listen. Their days were passed in endeavoring to catch 
all that was said, in observing the proceedings of the cardinal, and in 
looking out for all the couriers that arrived. More than once an invol- 
untary trembling seized them when called upon for any unexpected 
service. Theydhad, besides, to look constantly to their own proper safety ; 
milady was a phantom which, when it had once appeared to people, did 
not allow them to sleep very quietly. 

On the morning of the eighth day, Bazin, fresh as ever, and smiling 
according to custom, entered the cabaret of Parpaillot as the four friends 
were sitting down to breakfast, saying, as had been agreed upon : 

“Monsieur Aramis, here is the answer from your cousin.” 

The four friends exchanged a joyful glance, half of the work was 
done ; it is true, however, that it was the shortest and the most easy part. 

Aramis, blushing in spite of himself, took the letter, whidi was in a 
large, coarse hand, and not particular for its orthography. 

“Good God !” cried he, laughing, “I quite despair of my poor Michon, 
she will never write like M. de Voiture.” 

“What do you mean by poor Michon?” said the Swiss, who was 
chatting with the four friends when the letter arrived. 

“Oh, pardieu! less than nothing,” said Aramis : “a little charming 
seamstress, whom I love dearly, and from whose hand I requested a few 
lines as a sort of keepsake.” 

“The devil !” said the Swiss, “if the lady is as great as her writing is 
large, you are a lucky fellow, comrade!” 

Aramis read the letter, and passed it to Athos. 

“See what she writes to me, Athos,” said he. 

Athos cast a glance over the epistle, and to disperse all the suspicions 
that might have been created, read aloud : 

“My Cousin : My sister and I are skillful in interpreting dreams, 
and even entertain great fear of them ; but of yours it may be said, I 
hope, every dream is an illusion. Adieu I Take care of yourself ; and 
act so that we may, from time to time, hear you spoken of. 

Aglae Michon.” 

“And what dream does she mean?” asked the dragoon, who had 
approached during the reading. 

“Yes; what’s the dream?” said the Swiss. , 

“Well, pardieu!" said Aramis, “it was only this — I had a dream, and 
I related it to her.” 

“Yes, yes,” said the Swiss; “it’s simple enough to relate a dream 
when you have one ; but I never dream.” ** 
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“You are very fortunate,” said Athos, rising; “I wish I could say 
as much !” 

“Never!” replied the Swiss, enchanted that a man like Athos could 
envy him anything. “Never I never 1” 

D’Artagnan, seeing Athos rise, did so likewise, took his arm, and 
went out. 

Porthos and Aramis remained behind to encounter the quolibets of 
the dragoon and the Swiss. 

As to Bazin, he went and laid down on a truss of straw ; and as he 
had more imagination than the Swiss, he dreamed that Aramis, having 
become pope, adorned his head with a cardinal’s hat. 

But, as we have said, Bazin had not, by his fortunate return, removed 
more than a part of the uneasiness which weighed upon th# four friends- 
The days of expectation are long, and D’Artagnan, in particular, would 
have wagered that the days were forty-four hours long. He forgot the 
necessary slowness of the navigation, he exaggerated to himself the 
power of milady. He gave to this woman, who appeared to him equal 
to a demon, auxiliaries as supernatural as herself ; at the least noise, he 
imagined that he was about to be arrested, and that Planchet was being 
brought back to be confronted with himself and his friends. Still fur- 
ther ; his confidences in the worthy Picard, at one time so great, dimin- 
ished day |)y day. This anxiety became so great that it even extended 
to Aramis and Porthos. Athos alone remained impassible, as if no 
danger hovered over him, and as if he respired his usual atmosphere. 

On the sixteenth day, in particular, these signs were so visible in 
D’Artagnan and his two friends, that they could not remain quiet in one 
place, and they wandered about, like ghosts, on the road by which Plan- 
chet was expected. 

“Really,” said Athos, “you are not men, but children, to let a woman 
terrify you so. And what does it amount to, after all? To be impris- 
oned. Well, but we should be taken out of prison; Madame Bonacieux 
got out. To be decapitated? Why, every day in the trenches, we go 
cheerfully to expose ourselves to worse than that, for a bullet may break 
a leg, and I am convinced a surgeon would give us more pain in cutting 
off a thigh than an executioner would in cutting off a head. Wait 
quietly, theii ; in two hours, in four, in six hours at least, Planchet will be 
here ; he promised to be here, and I have very great faith in Planchet’s 
promises. I think him a very good lad.” 

“But if he does not come?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Well, if he does not come, it will be because he has been delayed, 
that’s all. He may have fallen from his horse, he may have slipped 
down on the deck, he may have traveled so fast against the wind as to 
have produced a violent cold. Eh ! gentlemen, let us reckon upon acci- 
dents. Life is a chaplet of little miseries, which the philosopher un- 
strings with a smile. Be philosophers, as I am, gentlemen ; sit down to 
the table, and let us drink ; nothing makes the future look so bright as 
surveying it through a glass of chambertin.” 

“That’s VI very well,” replied D’Artagnan, “but I am tired of fear- 


372 The Three Musketeers 

ing, when I open a fresh bottle, that the wine may come from her lady- 
ship’s cellar.” 

*'You are very diffident,” said Athos; “such a beautiful woman!” 

“A woman of mark !” said Porthos, with his loud laugh. 

Athos started, passed his hand over his brow to remove the drops of 
perspiration that burst forth, and rose in his turn with a nervous move- 
ment he could not express. 

The day, however, passed away, and the evening came on slowly, 
but it did come ; the buyettes were filled with drinkers. Athos, who had 
pocketed his share of the diamond, seldom quitted the Parpaillot. He 
had found in M. de Busigny, who, by the by, had given them a magnifi- 
cent dinner, a partner worthy of his company. They were playing to- 
gether, as usuai when seven o’clock struck ; the patrols were heard pass- 
ing to double the posts ; at half-past seven the retreat was sounded. 

“We are lost,” said D’Artagnan in Athos’ ear. 

“You mean to say we have lost,” said Athos quietly, drawing four 
pistoles from his pocket, and throwing them on the table. “Gome, 
gentlemen,” said he, “they are beating the tattoo — to bed, to bed 1” 

And Athos went out of the Parpaillot, followed by D’Artagnan. 
Aramis came behind, giving his arm to Porthos. Aramis mumbled 
verses to himself, and Porthos, from time to time, pulled a hair or two 
from his mustache, in sign of despair. 

But, all at once, a shadow appeared in the darkness, the outline of 
which was familiar to D’Artagnan, and a well-known voice said : 

“Monsieur, I have brought your cloak ; it is chilly this evening.” 

“Planchet I” cried D’Artagnan, beside himself with joy. 

“Planchet !” repeated Aramis and Porthos, 

“Well, yes, Planchet, to be sure,” said Athos, “what is there so 
astonishing in that ? He promised to be back by eight o’clock, and eight 
is just now striking. Bravo ! Planchet, you are a lad of your word, and 
if ever you leave your master, I will promise you a place in my service.” 

“Oh! no, never,” said Planchet, “I will never leave M. d’Artagnan.” 

At the same time D’Artagnan felt that Planchet had slipped a note 
into his hand. 

D’Artagnan felt a strong inclination to embrace Planchet as he had 
embraced him on his departure; but he feared lest this mark of affection 
bestowed upon his lackey in the open street might appear extraordinary 
to passengers, and he restrained himself. 

“I have a note,” said he to Athos and his friends. 

“That’s well,” said Athos, “let us go home and read it.” 

The note burned in the hand of D’Artagnan ; he wished to increase 
their speed; but Athos took his arm and passed it under his own, and 
the young man was forced to regulate his pace by that of his friend. 

At length they reached the tent, lit a lamp, and while Planchet stood 
at the entrance, that the four friends might not be surprised, D’Arta- 
gnan, with a trembling hand, broke the seal and opened the so anxiously 
expected letter. 
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It contained half a line in a hand perfectly British, and of a concise- 
ness as perfectly Spartan. 

“T hank you, be easy/" 

“Whi(!li means what?” 

“Thank you, be easy,” said D’Artagnan. 

Athos took the letter from the hands of D’Artagnan, drew near to 
the lamp, set fire to it, and did not leave hold of it till it was reduced to 
ashes. 

Then, calling Planchet: 

“Now, my lad,” said he, “you may claim your seven hundred livres, 
but you did not run much risk with such a note as that.” 

“I am not to blame for having tried every means t% compress it,” 
said Planchet. 

“Well !” cried D’Artagnan, “tell us all about it.” 

“Lord, monsieur, that’s a long job!” 

“You are right, Planchet,” said Athos ; “besides, the tattoo has been 
sounded, and we should be observed if we kept a light burning longer 
than the others.” 

“So be it,” said D’Artagnan. “Go to bed, Planchet, and sleep soundly. 

“JWa foi, monsieur ! that will be the first time I have done so these 
sixteen days !” 

“Or I either!” said D’Artagnan. 

“Or I either!” said Porthos. 

“Or I either!” said Aramis. 

“Well, if I must tell you the truth — or I either !” said Athos. 


CHAPTER XLIX. 

FATALITY. 

In the meantime, milady, drunk with passion, roaring on the deck 
like a lioness that has been embarked, had been tempted to throw her- 
self into the sea that she might regain the coast, for she could not get 
rid of the idea that she had been insulted by D’Artagnan, and threatened 
by Athos, and had left France without being revenged of both. This idea 
soon became so insupportable to her, that at the risk of whatever terrible 
consequences might result to herself from it, she implored the captain 
to put her on shore ; but the captain, eager to escape from his false posi- 
tion, placed between French and English cruisers, like that bat between 
the mice and the birds, was in great haste to gain the coast of England, 
and positively refused to obey what he took for a woman’s caprice, prom- 
ising his passenger, who had been particularly recommended to him by 
the cardinal, to land her, if the sea and the French permitted him, at one 
of the ports of Brittany, either at Lorient or Brest ; but the wind was con- 
trary, the sea bad, they laveered, and kept off shore. Nine days after 
leaving the Charente, pale with fatigue and vexation, milady saw only the 
blue coasts ?)f Finisterre appear. 

She calculated that to cross this comer of France and return to the 
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cardinal, it would take her at least three days ; and another day for land- 
ing, and it would make four; add these to the nine others, that would be 
thirteen days lost — ^thirteen days— during which so many important 
events might pass in London. She reflected, likewise, that the cardinal 
would be furious at her return, and, consequently, would be more dis- 
posed to listen to the complaints made against her than to the accusations 
she brought against others. 

She allowed the vessel to pass Lorient and Brest without repeating 
her request to the captain, who, on his part, took care not to remind her 
of it. Milady, therefore, continued her voyage, and on the very day 
that Planchet embarked at Portsmouth for France, the messenger of His 
Eminence enteij^ed the port in triumph. 

All the city was agitated by an extraordinary movement — ^four large 
vessels, recently built, had just been launched. Standing on the jetty, 
his clothes richly laced with gold, glittering, as was customary with him, 
with diamonds and precious stones, his hat ornamented with a white 
feather which drooped upon his shoulder, Buckingham was seen sur- 
rounded by a staff almost as brilliant as himself. 

It was one of those rare and beautiful days in which England re- 
members that there is a sun. The star of day, pale, but nevertheless still 
splendid, was declining toward the horizon, empurpling at once the 
heavens and the sea with bands of fire, and casting upon the fowers and 
the old houses of the city a last ray of gold, which made the windows 
sparkle like the reflection of a conflagration. Milady, on respiring that 
sea breeze, so much more lovely and balsamic as the land is approached, 
while contemplating all the power of those preparations she was com- 
missioned to destroy, all the power of that army which she was to combat 
alone — she, a woman — ^with a few bags of gold, compared herself mentally 
to Judith, the terrible Jewess, when she penetrated into tfie camp of the 
Assyrians, and beheld the enormous mass of chariots, horses, men and 
arms, which a gesture of her hand was to dissipate like a cloud of smoke. 

They entered the road, but as they drew near, in order to cast anchor, 
a little cutter, formidably armed, approached the merchant vessel, in 
appearance a coast-guard, and dropping its boat into the sea, the latter 
directed its course to the ladder. This boat contained an officer, a mate, 
and eight rowers — the officer alone got on board, where he was received 
with all the deference inspired by the uniform. 

The officer conversed a few instants with the captain, gave him sev- 
eral papers, of which he was the bearer, to read, and, upon the order of 
the merchant-captain, the whole crew of the vessel, both passengers and 
sailors, were called upon deck. 

When this species of summons was made, the officer inquired aloud 
the point of the brig’s departure, of its route, of its landings, and to all 
these questions the captain replied withoiit difficulty and without hesi- 
tation. Then the officer began to pass in review all the persons, one 
after the other, and stopping when he came to milady, surveyed her very 
closely, but without addressing a single word to her. f 

He then went up to the captain, again said a few words to him ; and, 



375 


Alexander Dumas 

as if from that moment the vessel was under his command, he ordered 
a maneuver which the crew executed immediately. Then the vessel re- 
sumed its course, still escorted by the little cutter, which sailed side by 
side with it, menacing it with the mouths of its six cannon ; the boat fol- 
lowed in the wake of the ship, a speck near the enormous mass. 

During the examination of milady by the officer, as may well be 
; imagined, milady, on her part, was not less scrutinizing in her glances. 

I But, however great was the power of this woman, with eyes of flame, in 

' reading the hearts of those whose secrets she wished to divine, she met 

i this time wdth a countenance of such impassibility, that no discovery 

I followed her investigation. The officer who had stopped before her, and 

i studied her with so much care, might have been about twenty-five or 

^ twenty-six years of age ; he was of pale complexion, with €lear blue eyes, 

; rather deeply set ; his mouth, fine and well cut, remained motionless in its 

correct lines; his chin, strongly marked, denoted that strength of will 
which, in the ordinary Brittanic type, denotes mostly, nothing but obsti- 
nacy ; a brow a little receding, as is proper for poets, enthusiasts, and 
soldiers, was scarcely shaded by short thin hair, which, like the beard 
which covered the lower part of his face, was of a beautiful, deep chest- 
nut color. 

When they entered the port, it was already night. The fog increased 
with darkness, and formed round the stern lights and the lanterns of the 
jetty a circle like that which surrounds the moon when the weather 
threatens to become rainy. The air they breathed was heavy, humid, 
and cold. 

Milady, that woman so courageous and firm, shivered in spite of 
herself. 

The officer desired to have milady’s packages pointed out to him, and 
ordered them fo be placed in the boat: when this operation was com- 
pleted, he invited her to descend by offering her his hand. 

Milady looked at this man, and hesitated. 

'‘Who are you, sir,” asked she, “who have the kindness to occupy 
yourself so particularly on my account?” 

“You may perceive, madame, by my uniform, that I am an officer in 
the English navy,” replied the young man. 

“But is it the custom for the officers in the English navy to place 
f themselves at the service of their female compatriots, when they land in 
[■ a port of Great Britain, and carry their gallantry so far as to conduct 
[ them ashore ?” 

[ “Yes, milady, it is the custom, not from gallantry but prudence, that 

' in time of war, foreigners are conducted to particular hotels, in order 
l that they may remain under the surveillance of the government, until 
I perfect informatian be obtained relative to them.” * 

Those words were pronounced with the most exact politeness, and 
L the most perfect calmness. Nevertheless, they had not the power of 
convincing jjailady. 

i “But I am not a foreigner, sir,” said she, with an accent as pure as 
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ever was heard between Portsmouth and Manchester ; “my name is Lady 
Clarik, and this measure — ^ 

“This measure is general, madame ; and you will endeavor in vain to 
evade it.” ^ 

“I will follow you, then, sir.” 

And accepting the hand of the officer, she commenced the descent of 
the ladder, at the foot of which the boat waited. The officer followed her. 
A large cloak was spread at the stem ; the officer requested her to sit 
down upon this cloak, and placed himself beside her. 

“Row on !” said he, to the sailors. 

The eight oars fell at once into the sea, making but one single sound, 
giving one single stroke, and the boat seemed to fly over the surface of 
the waters. 

At the expiration of five minutes they gained the land. 

The officer sprang out of the boat, and offered his hand to milady. 
A carriage was in waiting. 

“Is this carriage for us ?” asked milady, 

“Yes, madame,” replied the officer. 

“The hotel, then, is at some distance?” 

“At the other end of the town.” 

“Very well,” said milady; and she got resolutely into the carriage. 
The officer saw that the baggage was fastened carefully behind the car- 
riage ; and this operation being performed, he took his place beside milady, 
and shut the door. 

Immediately, without any order being given, or his place of destina- 
tion indicated, the coachman set off at a rapid pace, and plunged into the 
streets of the town. 

So strange a reception naturally gave milady ample matter for reflec- 
tion ; so, seeing that the young officer did not seem at all disposed for con- 
versation, she reclined in her corner of the carriage ; and, one after the 
other, passed in review all the suppositions which presented themselves 
to her mind. 

At the end of a quarter of an hour, however, surprised at the length 
of the journey, she leaned forward toward the window to see whither she 
was being conducted. Houses were no longer to be seen ; trees appeared 
in the darkness like great black phantoms running after one another. 

Milady shuddered with apprehension. 

“But we are no longer in the town, sir,” said she. 

The young officer preserved profound silence. 

“I beg you to understand, sir, I will go no further, unless you tell me 
whither you are taking me.” 

This threat obtained no reply. 

“Oh; but this is outrageous !” cried milady. “Help! help! help!” 

No voice replied to hers; the carriage continued- to roll on with 
rapidity ; the officer appeared a statue. 

Milady looked at the officer with one of those terrible expressions 
peculiar to her countenance, mid which so rarely failed of .their effect ; 
anger made her eyes flash in the darkness. 
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The young man remained impassible. 

Milady endeavored to open the door, in order to throw herself out. 

“Take care, madame,” said the young man coldly, “you will kill your- 
self if yow attempt to jump out.” 

Milady reseated herself, foaming with rage ; the officer leaned forward, 
looked at her in his turn, and appeared surprised to see that face, but just 
before so beautiful, distorted with passion and become almost hideous. 
The artful creature at once comprehended that she was injuring herself 
by allowing him thus to read her soul ; she collected her features, and in 
a complaining voice said : 

“In the name of heaven, sir! tell me if it is to you, if it is to your 
government, if it is to an enemy I am to attribute the violence that is 
done me?” • 

“No violence will be offered to you, madame, and what happens to 
you is the result of a very simple measure which we are obliged to adopt 
with all who land in England.” 

“Then you don’t know me, sir ?” 

“It is the first time I have had the honor of seeing you.” 

“And, upon your honor, you have no cause of hatred against me?” 

“None, I swear to you.” 

There was so much serenity, coolness, mildness even, in the voice of 
the youngtynan, that milady felt reassured. 

At length, after a journey of near an hour, the carriage stopped before 
an iron gate, which enclosed an avenue leading to a chateau, severe in 
form, massive and isolated. Then, as the wheels rolled over a fine gravel, 
milady could hear a vast roaring ; which she at once recognized as the 
noise of the sea, dashing against some steep coast. 

The carriage passed under two arched gateways, and at length stopped 
in a large, danc, square court ; almost immediately, the door of the car- 
riage was opened, the young man sprang lightly out and presented his 
hand to milady, who leaned upon it, and in her turn alighted with toler- 
able calmness. 

“Still, then, I am a prisoner,” said milady, looking around her, and 
bringing back her eyes with a most gracious smile to the young officer ; 
“but I feel assured it will not be for long,” added she ; “my own conscience 
and your politeness, sir, are the guarantees of that.” 

However flattering this compliment was, the officer made no reply; 
but drawing from his belt a little silver whistle, such as boatswains use in 
ships of war, he whistled three times, with three different modulations : 
immediately several men appeared, who unharnessed the smoking horses, 
and put the carriage into a coach-house. 

The officer then, with the same calm politeness, invited the lady to 
enter the house. She, with a still smiling countenance, took his arm, and 
passed with hint under a low arched door, which, *by a vaulted passage, 
lighted only at the farther end, led to a stone staircase, turning round an 
angle of stone ; they then came to a massive door, which, after the intro- 
duction of'«, key into the lock, by the young officer, turned heavily upon 
its hinges, and disclosed the chamber destined for milady. 
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With a single glance the prisoner took in the apartment in its minutest 
details. It was a chamber whose furniture was at once proper for a pris- 
oner or a free man ; and yet, bars at the windows and outside bolts at the 
door decided the question in favor of the prison. 

In an instant all the strength of mind of this creature, though drawn 
from the most vigorous sources, abandoned her; she sank into a large 
chair, with her arms crossed, her head hanging down, and expecting every 
instant to see a judge enter to interrogate her. 

But no one entered except two marines, who brought in her trunks 
and packages, deposited them in a corner of the room, and retired without 
speaking. 

The officer presided over all these details with the same calmness 
milady had observed in him, never pronouncing a word, and making him- 
self obeyed by a gesture of his hand or a sound of his whistle. 

It might have been said that between this man and his inferiors spoken 
language did not exist, or had become useless. 

At length milady could hold out no longer ; she broke the silence : 

‘Tn the name of heaven, sir!” cried she, “what does all this that is 
passing mean ? Put an end to my doubts ; I have courage enough for 
any danger I can foresee, for every misfortune which I can comprehend. 
Where am I, and why am I here ? if I am free, why these bars and these 
doors ? If I am a prisoner, what crime have I committed ?” 

“You are here in the apartment destined for you, madame, I received 
orders to go and take charge of you at sea, and to conduct you to this 
chateau ; this order I believe I have accomplished, with all the exactness 
of a soldier, but also with the courtesy of a gentleman. There terminates, 
at least to the present moment, the duty I had to fulfill toward you, the 
rest concerns another person.” 

“And who is that other person?” asked milady warmly ; “can you not 
tell me his name ?” 

At the moment a great jingling of spurs was heard upon the stairs ; 
some voices passed, and faded away, and the sound of one footstep 
approached the door. 

“That person is here, madame,” said the officer, leaving the entrance 
open, and drawing himself up in an attitude of respect. 

At the same time the door opened ; a man appeared in the opening. 
He was without a hat, wore a sword, and carried a handkerchief in hi.s 
hand. 

Milady thought she recognized this shadow in the shade; she sup- 
por^-ed herself with one hand upon the arm of the chair, and advanced her 
head as if to meet a certainty. 

The stranger advanced slowly, and as he advanced, after entering into 
the circle of light projected by the lamp, milady involuntarily drew back. 

Then, when she had no longer any doubt : 

“What I my brother,” cried she, in a state of stupor, “is it you ?” 

“Yes, fair lady I” replied Lord de Winter, making a bow, half courte- 
ous, half ironical : “it is I, myself.” 

“But this Chateau, then ?” 
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*!■ “Is mine.” 

* “This chamber?” 

i “Is yours.” 

“I am-^your prisoner, then ?” 

“Nearly so.” 

“But this is a frightful abuse of power !” 
j “No high-sounding words ! let us sit down and chat quietly, as brother 

I and sister ought to do.” 

I Then, turning toward the door, and seeing that the young officer was 

waiting for his last orders : 

“That is all quite well,” said he, “I thank you; now leave us alone, 
ij Master Felton.” 

( 

I CHAPTER L. 

j CHAT BETWEEN BROTHER AND SISTER. 

During the time that Lord de Winter took to shut the door, close 
I a shutter, and draw a chair near his sister-in-law’s fauieuil, mdady, 
i anxiously thoughtful, plunged her glance into the depths of possibility, 

I and disco’^red all the plan, of which she could not even get a glance as 

long as was ignorant into whose hands she had fallen. She knew 
her brother to be a worthy gentleman, a bold hunter, and intrepid player, 
enterprising with women, but by no means remarkable for h's skill in 
the business of intrigues. How had he discovered her arrival? caused 
her to be seized? Why did he detain her? 

Athos had dropped some words which proved that the conversation 
she had had with the cardinal had fallen into strange ears ; but she could 
not suppose that he had dug a counter mine so promptly and so boldly. 
She rather feared that her preceding operations in England might have 
been discovered. Buckingham might have guessed that it was she who 
had cut off the two studs, and avenged himself for that little treachery; 
but Buckingham was incapable of going to any excess against a woman, 
particularly if that woman was supposed to have acted from a feeling 
of jealousy. 

This supposition appeared to her the most reasonable; it seemed 
that they wanted to revenge the past, and not to go to meet the future. 
At all events, she congratulated herself upon having fallen into the hands 
of her brother-in-law, with whom she reckoned she could deal very 
easily, rather than into the hands of a direct and intelligent enemy. 

“Yes, let us chat, brother,” said she, with a kind of cheerfulness, 
decided as she was to draw from the conversation, in spite of all the 
dissimulation Lord de Winter could bring' to i^, the information of 
which she stood” in need to regulate her future conduct. 

“You were, then, determined to come to England again,” said Lord 
de Winter, “in spite of the resolution you so often manifested in Paris 
never to sot your foot more on British ground ?” 

Milady replied to this question by another question. 
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“Before everything,” said she, “how happen you to have watched 
me so closely, as to be beforehand aware, not only of my arrival, but 
still more, of the day, the hour, and the port, at which I should arrive ?” 

Lord de Winter adopted the same tactics as milady, thinkihg that as 
his sister-in-law employed them they must be the best. 

“But tell me, my dear sister,” replied he, “what are you come to do 
in England?” 

“Come for ! why to see you,” replied milady, without knowing how 
much she aggravated, by this reply, the suspicions which D’Artagnan’s 
letter had given birth to in the mind of her brother-in-law, and only 
desiring to gain the good will of her auditor by a falsehood. 

“Humph! to see me?” said de Winter, as if doubtingly. 

“To be sur?, to see you. What is there astonishing in that?” 

“And you had no other object in coming to England but to see me?” 

“No.” 

“So it was for my sake alone you have taken the trouble to cross the 
channel ?” 

“For your sake only.” ® 

“The deuce 1 what tenderness, my sister I” 

“Why, am I not your nearest relation?” demanded milady, with a 
tone of the most touching ingenuousness. ^ 

“And my only heir, are you not ?” said Lord de Winter in his turn, 
fixing his eyes on those of milady. 

Whatever command she had over herself, milady could not help 
starting, and as, in pronouncing the last words, Lord de Winter placed 
his hand upon the arm of his sister, this start did not escape him. 

In fact, the blow was direct and severe. The first idea that occurred 
to milady’s mind was that she had been betrayed by Kitty, and that she 
had described to the baron interested aversion of which she had impru- 
dently allowed some marks to escape her before her servant; she also 
recollected the furious and imprudent attack she had made upon 
D’Artagnan when he spared the life of her brother. 

“I do not comprehend, my lord,” said she, to gain time and make 
her adversary speak out. “What do you mean to say? Is there any 
secret meaning concealed beneath your words?” 

“Oh ! good lord ! no,” said Lord de Winter, with an apparent bon- 
homie, “you wish to see me, and you come to England. I learn this 
desire, or rather I suspect that you feel it, and, in order to spare you all 
the annoyances of a nocturnal arrival in a port, and all the fatigues of 
landing, I send one of my officers to meet you, I place a carriage at his 
orders, and he brings you hither to this castle, of which I am governor, 
whither I come every day, and where, in order to satisfy our mutual 
desire of seeing each'“other, I have prepared you a chamber. What is 
there more astonishing in all that I have sard to you, than in that which 
you have told me ?” 

“No, all that I think astonishing is that you should be- aware of 
tny coming.” 
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“And yet that is the most simple thing in the world, my dear sister : 
have you not observed that the captain of your little vessel, on entering 
the road, sent forward, to obtain permission to enter the port, a little 
boat bearing his log-book and the register of his crew ? I am commandant 
of the port ; they brought me that took. I recognized your name in it. 
My heart told me what your mouth has just confirmed, that is to say, 
with what views you have exposed yourself to the dangers of so perilous 
a sea, or at least, so troublesome at this moment, and I sent my cutter 
to meet you. You know the rest.” 

Milady comprehended that Lord de Winter lied, and was only the 
more alarmed. 

“Brother,” continued she, “was not that Milord Buckingham whom 
I saw on the jetty, this evening, as we entered the port ?” 

“Himself. Ah ! I can understand how the sight of him struck you,” 
replied Lord de Winter : “you came from a country where he must be 
very much talked of, and I know that his armaments against France 
greatly engaged the attention of your friend the cardinal.” 

“My friend the cardinal !” cried milady, seeing that, upon this point as 
upon the other, Lord de Winter seemed perfectly well informed. 

“Is he not your friend ?” replied the baron negligently ; “ah ! I crave 
your pardon, I thought he was ; but we will return to my lord duke pres- 
ently, let -us not depart from the sentimental turn our conversation had 
taken : you came, you say, to see me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well ! I reply to you that you shall be attended to to the height of 
your wishes, and that we shall see each other every day.” 

“Am I then to remain here eternally ?” demanded milady with terror. 

“Do you find yourself ill-lodged, sister ? Ask for anything you want, 
and I will hasten to have you furnished with it.” 

“But I have neither my women, nor my servants.” 

“You shall have all that, madame. Tell me on what footing your 
household was established by your first husband, and, although I am only 
your brother-in-law, I will arrange it upon a similar one.” 

“My first husband !” cried milady, looking at Lord de Winter, with 
eyes almost starting from their sockets. 

“Yes, your French husband ; I don’t speak of my brother. If you have 
forgotten, as he is still living, I can write to him, and he will send me 
information on the subject.” 

A cold sweat burst from the brow of milady. 

“You are joking !” said she in a hollow, broken voice. 

“Do I look as if I were ?” asked the baron, rising and going a step 
backward. 

“Or rather you insult me,” continued she, pressing with her stiffened 
hands the two a?ms of her chair, and raising herself up upon her wrists. 

“I insult you!” said Lord de Winter with contempt; “in truth, 
madam, do you think that can be possible?” 

“In truyth, sir,” said milady, “you must be either drunk or mad ; leave 
the room, sir, and send me a wqman,” 
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“Women are very indiscreet, sister! cannot I serve you as a waiting 
maid ? by that means, all our secrets would be kept in the family.” 

“Insolent wretch I” cried milady, and, as if acted upon by a spring, she 
rushed toward the baron, who awaited her attack with his arn^ crossed, 
but one hand upon the hilt of his sword. 

“Come I come I” said he, “I know you are accustomed to assassinate 
people, but I shall defend myself, I give you notice, even against you.” 

“No doubt you would !” said she ; “you have all the appearance of 
being coward enough to lift your hand against a woman.” 

“Perhaps I have, and I have an excuse, for mine would not be the first 
man’s hand that has been placed upon you, I imagine.” 

And the baron pointed with a slow accusing gesture to the left shoul- 
der of milady, Which he almost touched with his finger. 

Milady uttered a deep inward shriek, and retreated to a corner of the 
room, like a panther which draws back to take its spring. 

“Oh I groan and shriek as much as you please,” cried Lord de Winter, 
“but don’t try to bite, for I warn you the thing would be to your preju- 
dice ; there are here no procureurs who regulate successions beforehand ; 
there is no knight-errant to come and seek a quarrel with me, on account 
of the fair lady I detain a prisoner ; but I have judges quite ready, who 
will quickly dispose of a woman so shameless, as, although already mar- 
ried, to come and steal, a bigamist, into the bed of my brotherf and these 
judges, I warn you, will soon pass you over to a hangman that will make 
both your shoulders alike.” 

The eyes of milady darted such flashes, that although he was a man, 
and armed, before an unarmed woman, he felt the chill of fear glide 
through his whole frame ; he, however, not the less continued, but with in- 
creasing warmth : 

“Yes, I can very well understand that after having inherited the for- 
tune of my brother, it would be very agreeable to you to be my heir like- 
wise ; but know, beforehand, if you kill me, or cause me to be killed, my 
precautions are taken ; not a penny of what I possess will pass into your 
hands. Were you not already rich enough, you who possess nearly a 
million? and could you not stop your fatal career, if 3''ou did not do evil 
for the supreme delight of doing it? Oh! be assured, if the memory of 
my brother were not sacred to me, you should rot in a state dungeon, or 
satisfy the curiosity of sailors at Tyburn : I will be silent, but you must 
endure your captivity quietly : in fifteen or twenty days I shall set out for 
La Rochelle, with the army; but before my departure, a vessel which I 
will see sail, will take you hence and convey you to our colonies of the 
south : and be assured that you shall be accompanied by one who will blow 
your brains out at the first attempt you may make to return to England 
or to the continent.” 

Milady listened with an attention that dilated her iuflamed eyes. 

“Yes, at present,” continued Lord de Winter, “you will remain in this 
castle ; the walls of it are thick, the doors strong, and the bars solid ; be- 
sides which your window opens immediately over the sea : th^men of my 
crew, who are devoted to me for life and death, mount guard around this 
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apartment, and watch all the passages that lead to the castle-yard; and 
even if you gained the yard, there would still be three iron gates for you 
to pass through. The word given is positive ; a step, a gesture, a word, 
on your part, denoting an effort to escape, and you are to be fired upon ; 
if they kill you, English justice will be under an obligation to me for 
having saved it trouble. Ah ! I see your features are resuming their calm- 
ness, your countenance is recovering its assurance : fifteen days, twenty 
days, say you, bah ! T have an inventive mind, before that is expired some 
idea will occur to me ; I have an infernal spirit, I shall meet with a victim. 
Before fifteen days are gone by, you say to yourself, I shall be away from 
here ! Well try !” 

Milady, finding her thoughts betrayed, dug her nails into her flesh to 
subdue every emotion that might give to her physiognomy* any expression 
beyond that of pain. 

Lord de Winter continued : 

“The officer who commands here in ray absence you have already seen, 
and therefore know him ; he knows how, as you must have observed, to 
obey an order, for you did not, I am sure, come from Portsmouth hither 
without endeavoring to make him speak. What did you say to him? 
Could a statue of marble have been more impassable and more mute? 
You have already tried the power of your seductions upon many men, 
and, unfortunately, you have always succeeded ; but I give )'’ou leave to 
try them upon this one: pardieu! if you succeed with him, I pronounce 
you the demon himself.” 

He went toward the door and opened it hastily. 

“Call Master Felton,” said he. “Wait a minute longer, and I will 
introduce him to you.” 

There followed between these two personages a strange silence, during 
which the sodnd of a slow and regular step was heard approaching; 
shortly a human form appeared in the shade of the corridor and the young 
lieutenant, with whom we are already acquainted, stopped at the door, to 
receive the orders of the baron. 

“Come in, my dear John,” said Lord de Winter, “come in, and shut 
the door.” 

The young officer entered. 

“Now,” said the baron, “look at this woman: she is young, she i. 
beautiful, she possesses all earthly seductions. Well, she is a monster, who 
at twenty-five years of age, has been guilty of as manv crimes as you 
could read of in a year in the archives of our tribunals : her voice preju- 
dices her hearers in her favor, her beauty serves as a bait to her victims, 
her body even pays what she promises — I must do her that justice: she 
will endeavor to seduce you, perhaps* she will endeavor to kill you. T have 
extricated you from misery, Felton, I have caused you to be named lieu- 
tenant, T once swed your life, you know on what occasion ; I am for you 
not only a protector, but a friend ; not only a benefactor, but a father ; this 
woman is come back again into England for the purpose of conspiring 
against my life ; I hold this serpent in my power ; well ! T call upon you, 
and say to you : Friend Felton,. John, my child, guard me, and more par- 
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ticularly guard yourself against this woman: swear by your hopes of 
salvation to keep her safely for the chastisement she has merited. John 
Felton, I trust in thy word ; John Felton, I put faith in thy loyalty i” 

“My lord,” said the young officer, summoning to his mild countenance 
all the hatred he could find in his heart * “my lord, I swear all shall be 

done as you desire.” 

Milady received this look like a resigned victim : it was impossible to 
imagine a more submissive or a more mild expression than that which 
prevailed on her beautiful countenance. Lord de Winter himself could 
scarcely recognize the tigress who, a minute before, appeared preparing 
for fight. 

“She is not to leave this chamber, understand, John; she is not to 
correspond witlf any one, she is to speak to no one but you — if you will do 
her the honor to address a word to her.” 

“That is quite sufficient, my lord ! I have sworn.” 

“And now, madame, try to make your peace with God, for you are 
adjudged by men !” 

Milady let her head sink, as if crushed by this sentence. Lord de Win- 
ter went out, making a sign to Felton, who followed him, shutting the door 
after him. 

One instant after, the heavy step of a marine was heard in the corri- 
dor ; his axe in his girdle and his musket on his shoulder, he cemmenced 
his watch. 

Milady remained for some minutes in the same position, for she 
thought they might perhaps be examining her through the keyhole ; she 
then slowly raised her head, which had resumed its formidable expression 
of menace and defiance, ran to the door to listen, looked out of her win- 
dow, and, returning to bury herself again in her large fauteuil — 

She reflected. 


CHAPTER LI. 

OFFICER. 




In the meanwhile, the cardinal looked anxiously for news from Eng- 
land ; but no news arrived but such as were annoying and threatening. 

Although La Rochelle was invested, however certain success might 
appear, thanks to the precautions taken, and above all to the dyke, which 
prevented the entrance of any vessel into the besieged city, the blockade 
might last for a long time yet ; which was a great affront to the king’s 
arms, and a great inconvenience to the cardinal, who had no longer, it is 
true, to embroil Louis XIII. with Anne of Austria, for that affair was 
done, but he had to accommodate matters between M. de Bassompierre 
and the Duke d’Angouleme. 

As to monsieur, who had begun the siege, he left to the cardinal the 
task of finishing it. 

The city, notwithstanding the incredible perseverance oLits mayor, 
had attempted a sort of mutiny to surrender ; the mayor had hung the 



Alexander Dumas 


385 


mutineers. This execution quieted the ill-disposed, who resolved to allow 
themselves to die of hunger, this death always appearing to them more 
slow and less sure than strangulation. 

On their side, from time to time, the besiegers took the messengers 
which the Rochellais sent to Buckingham, or the spies which Buckingham 
sent to the Rochellais. In one case or the other, the trial was soon over, 
M. le Cardinal pronounced the single word — ^hanged ! The king was in- 
vited to come and see the hanging. The king came languidly, placing 
himself in a good situation to see all the details : this amused him some- 
times a little, and made him endure the siege with patience ; but it did not 
prevent his getting very tired, or from talking at every moment of return- 
ing to Paris; so that if the messengers and the spies had failed, his emi- 
nence, notwithstanding all his imagination, would have fotmd himself very 
much embarrassed. 

Nevertheless, time passed on, and the Rochellais did not surrender; 
the last spy that was taken was the bearer of a letter. This letter told 
Buckingham that the city was at an extremity ; but instead of adding, “If 
your succor does not arrive within fifteen days, we will surrender,” it 
added, quite simply, “If your succor does not arrive within fifteen days, 
we shall be all dead with hunger when it does arrive.” 

The Rochellais, then, had no hope but in Buckingham — Buckingham 
was their Messiah. It was evident that if they one day learned in a cer- 
tain manner that they must not reckon upon Buckingham, their courage 
would fail with their hope. 

He looked, then, with great impatience for the news from England 
which would announce to him that Buckingham would not come. 

The question of carrying the city by assault, though often debated in 
the council of the king, had been always rejected. 

In the first- place, La Rochelle appeared impregnable ; then the cardi- 
nal, whatever he might have said, very well knew that the horror of the 
bloodshed in this rencounter, in which Frenchmen would combat against 
Frenchmen, was a retrograde movement of sixty years impressed upon 
his policy, and the cardinal was at that period what we now call a man of 
progress. In fact, the sacking of La Rochelle, and the assassination of 
three or four thousand insurgents who would allow themselves to be 
killed, would resemble too closely, in 1628, the Massacre of St, Bartholo- 
mew in 1572 ; and then, above all this, this extreme measure, to which the 
king, good Catholic as he was, was not at all repugnant, always fell before 
this argument of the besieging generals — ^La Rochelle is impregnable ex- 
cept by famine. 

The cardinal could not drive from his mind the fear he entertained of 
his terrible emissary, for he comprehended^ the strange qualities of this 
woman, sometimes a serpent, sometimes a lion. Had she betrayed him ? 
Was she dead ? Jle knew her well enough in all casts to know that, while 
acting for him or against him, as a friend or an enemy, she would not re- 
main motionless without great impedinients ; but whence did these im- 
pediments irise ? That was what he could not know. 

And yet he reckoned, and with reason, on milady. He had divined in 
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the past of this woman the terrible things which his red mantle alone 
could cover ; and he felt that, from one cause or another, this woman was 
his own, as she could look to no other but himself for a support superior 
to the danger which threatened her. e 

He resolved, then, to carry on the war alone, and to look for no success 
foreign to himself, but as we look for a fortunate chance. He continued 
to press the raising of the famous dyke, which was to starve La Rochelle ; 
in the meanwhile, he cast his eyes over that unfortunate city, which con- 
tained so much deep misery and so many heroic virtues, and recalling the 
saying of Louis XL, his political predecessor, as he himself was the prede- 
cessor of Robespierre, he repeated this maxim of Tristan’s gossip : “Di- 
vide to reign.” 

Henry IV., •when besieging Paris had loaves and provisions thrown 
over the walls ; the cardinal had little notes thrown over, in which he rep- 
resented to the Rochellais how unjust, selfish, and barbarous was the con- 
duct of their leaders ; these leaders had corn in abundance, and would not 
let them partake of it ; they adopted as a maxim — ^for they, too, had max- 
ims — ^that it was of very little consequence that women, children, and old 
men should die, so long as the men who were to defend the walls remained 
strong and healthy. Up to that time, whether from devotedness, or frorn 
want of power to react against it, this maxim, without being generally 
adopted, was, nevertheless, passed from theory to practice ; bul^ the notes 
did it injury. The notes reminded the men that the children, women, and 
old men whom they allowed to die, were their sons, their wives, and their 
fathers; and that it would be more just for every one to be reduced to 
the common misery, in order that one same position should give birth to 
unanimous resolutions. 

These notes had all the effect that he who wrote them could expect, in 
that they induced a great number of the inhabitants to open private nego- 
tiations with the royal army. 

But at the moment when the cardinal saw his means already fructify, 
and applauded himself for having put it in action, an inhabitant of 
Rochelle, who had contrived to pass the royal lines, God knows how, such 
was the watchfulness of Bassompierre, Schomberg, and the Duke d’An- 
gouleme, themselves watched over by the cardinal — an inhabitant of Ro- 
chelle, we say, entered the city, coming from Portsmouth, and saying, that 
he had seen a magnificent fleet ready to sail within a week. Still further, 
Buckingham announced to the mayor, that at length the great league was 
about to declare itself against France, and that the kingdom would be at 
once invaded by the English, Imperial and Spanish armies. This letter 
was read publicly in all the places of the city, copies were put up at the 
corners of the streets, and they even who had begun to open negotia- 
tions interrupted them, being resolved to await the succor so pompously 
announced. ^ 

This unexpected circumstance brought back Richelieu’s former in- 
quietudes, and forced him, in spite of himself, once more to turn his eyes 
to the other side of the sea. 

During this time, exempt from these inquietudes of its only and true 
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leader, the royal army led a joyous life, neither provisions nor money 
being wanting in the camp ; all the corps rivaled each other in audacity 
and gayety. To take spies and hang them, to make hazardous expeditions 
upon th§ dyke or the sea, to imagine wild plans, and to execute them 
coolly, such was the pastime which made the army find these days short, 
which were not only so long for the Rochellais, a prey to famine and 
anxiety, as even for the cardinal, who blockaded them so closely. 

Sometimes when the cardinal, always on horseback, like the lowest 
gendarme of the army, cast a pensive glance over those works, so slowly 
keeping pace with his wishes, which the engineers, brought from all the 
corners of France, were executing under his orders, if he met a musketeer 
of the company of Treville, he drew near and looked at him in a peculiar 
manner, and not recognizing in him one of our four corap^ions, he turned 
his penetrating look and profound thoughts in another direction. 

One day, on which, oppressed with a mortal weariness of mind, with- 
out hope in the negotiations with the city, without news from England, the 
cardinal went out, without any other aim but to go out, accompanied only 
by Cahusac and La Houdiniere, strolling along the beach. Mingling the 
immensity of his dreams with the immensity of the ocean, he arrived, his 
horse going at a foot’s pace, on a hill, from the top of which he perceived, 
behind a hedge, reclining on the sand, and catching in its passage one of 
those ra36s of the sun so rare at this period of the year, seven men sur- 
rounded by empty bottles. Four of these men were our musketeers, pre- 
paring to listen to a letter one of them had just received. This letter was 
so important that it made them abandon their cards and their dice on the 
drum-head. 

The other three were occupied in opening an enormous flagon of 
Collicure wine ; these were the lackeys of these gentlemen. 

The cardinal was, as we have said, in very low spirits, and nothing, 
when he was in that state of mind, increased his depression so much as 
gayety in others. Besides, he had another strange fancy, which was always 
to believe that the causes of his sadness created the gayety of others. 
Making a sign to La Houdiniere and Cahusac to stop, he alighted from 
his horse, and went toward these suspected merry companions, hoping, 
by means of the sand which deadened the sound of his steps, and of the 
hedge which concealed his approach, to catch some words of this conversa- 
tion which appeared so interesting ; at ten paces from the hedge he recog- 
nized the talkative Gascon, and as he had already perceived that these 
men were musketeers, he did not doubt that the three others were those 
called the inseparables, that is to say, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. 

It may be supposed that his desire to hear the conversation was aug- 
mented by this discovery ; his eyes took a strange expression, and with the 
step of a tiger-(^t, he advanced toward the hedges but he had not been 
able to catch more than a few vague syllables without any positive sense, 
when a sonorous and short cry made him start, and attracted the atten- 
tion of the musketeers. 

“OfficeT !” cried Grimaud, 
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“You are speaking, you scoundrel !” said Athos, rising upon his elbow, 
and fascinating Grimaud with his angry look. 

Griniaud therefore added nothing to his speech, but contented himself 
with pointing his index finger in the direction of the hedge, denouncing by 
his gesture the cardinal and his escort. 

With a single bound the musketeers were on their feet, and saluted 
with respect. 

The cardinal seemed furious. 

“It appears that messieurs the musketeers keep guard,” said he. “Are 
the English expected by land, or do the musketeers consider themselves 
superior officers ?” 

“Monseigneur,” replied Athos, for, amid the general fright he alone 
had preserved t;|ie noble calmness and coolness that never forsook him — 
“monseigneur, the musketeers, when they are not on duty, or when their 
duty is over, drink and play at dice, and they are certainly superior officers 
for their lackeys.” 

“Lackeys !” grumbled the cardinal ; “lackeys, who have the word given 
to warn their masters when any one passes, are not lackeys, they are 
sentinels.” 

“Your eminence may perceive that, if we had not taken this precau- 
tion, we should have been exposed to allowing you to pass without pre- 
senting you our respects, or offering you our thanks, for the favor you 
have done us in uniting us. D’Artagnan,” continued Athos, ^you, who 
but lately were so anxious for such an opportunity for expressing your 
thanks to monseigneur, here it is, avail yourself of it.” 

These words were pronounced with that imperturbable phlegm which 
distinguished Athos in the hour of danger, and with that excessive polite- 
ness which made of him, at certain moments, a king more majestic than 
kings by birth, 

D’Artagnan came forward and stammered out a few words of grati- 
tude, which soon expired under the gloomy looks of the cardinal. 

“It does not signify, gentlemen,” continued the cardinal, without ap- 
pearing to be in the least diverted from his first intention by the incident 
which Athos had started — ^“it does not signify, gentlemen ; I do not like 
simple soldiers, because they have the advantage of serving in a privileged 
corps, thus to play the great lords ; discipline is the same for them as for 
everybody else.” 

Athos allowed the cardinal to finish his sentence completely, and bow- 
ing in sign of assent, he resumed in his turn : 

“Discipline, monseigneur, has, I hope, in no way been forgotten by us. 
We are not on duty, and we believed that not being on duty we were at 
liberty to dispose of our time as we pleased. If we are so fortunate as to 
have some particular duty to perform for your eminence, we are ready to 
obey you. Your eminence may perceive,” continued Athos, knitting" his 
brow, for this sort of investigation began to annoy him, ‘*^hat we have not 
come out without our arms.” 

And he showed the cardinal, with his finger, the four muskets, piled 
near the drum upon which were the cards and dice. 
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“Your eminence may believe,” added D’Artagnan, “that we would 
have come to meet you, if we could have supposed it was monseigneur 
coming toward us with so few attendants.” 

The^cardinal bit his mustache, and even his lips a little. 

“Do you know what you look like, all together, as you are, armed, and 
guarded by your lackeys?” said the cardinal: “you look like four con- 
spirators.” 

“Oh! so far, monseigneur, that’s true,” said Athos; “we do conspire, 
as your eminence might have seen the other day, only we conspire against 
the Rochellais.” 

“Ay! ay! messieurs les politiques!” replied the cardinal, knitting his 
brow in his turn, “the secret of many unknown things might perhaps be 
found in your brains, if we could read in them, as you were reading that 
letter which you concealed as soon as you saw me coming.” 

The color mounted to the face of Athos, and he made a step toward 
his eminence. 

“We might be led to think that you really suspected us, monseigneur, 
and that we were undergoing a real interrogatory ; if it be so, we trust 
your eminence will deign to explain yourself, and we should then at 
least be acquainted with our real position.” 

“And if it were an interrogatory,” replied the cardinal, “others 
besides.j’ou have undergone such, Monsieur Athos, and have replied to 
them.” 

“Thus, I have told your eminence that you had but to question us, 
and we are ready to reply.” 

“What was that letter you were about to read, Monsieur Aramis, 
and which you so promptly concealed ?” 

“A woman’s letter, monseigneur.” 

“Ah ! yes, I understand, we must be discreet with this sort of letter ; 
but nevertheless, we may show them to a confessor, and, you know, I 
have taken orders.” 

“Monseigneur,” said Athos, with a calmness the more terrible, from 
his risking his head when he made this reply, “the letter is a woman’s 
letter, but it is neither signed Marion de Lorme, nor Madame 
d’Arguillon.” 

The cardinal became as pale as death ; a fiery gleam darted from his 
eyes ; he turned round as if to give an order to Cahusac and Houdiniere. 
Athos saw the movement ; he made a step toward the muskets, upon 
which the other three friends had fixed their eyes as men ill-disposed 
to allow themselves to be taken. The cardinal’s party consisted of only 
three; the musketeers, lackeys included, numbered seven ; he judged that 
the match would be so much the less equal, if Athos and his companions 
were really plotting ; and by one of those rapid turns which he always 
had at commajid, all his anger faded away into a smile, 

“Well ! well !” said he, “you are brave young men, proud in daylight, 
faithful in darkness ; we can find no fault with you for watching over 
yourselves, when you watch so carefully over others. Gentlemen, I have 
not forgbtten the night in which you served me as an escort to the 
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Colombier Rouge : if there were any danger to be apprehended on the 
road I am going, I would request you to accompany me; but as there 
is none, remain where you are, finish your bottles, your game, and your 
letter. Adieu, gentlemen!” r 

And remounting his horse, which Cahusac led to him, he saluted them 
with his hand, and rode away. 

The four young men, standing and motionless, followed him with 
their eyes, without speaking a single word, until he had disappeared. 

Then they looked at each other. 

The countenances of all gave evidence of terror ; for, notwithstand- 
ing the friendly adieu of his eminence, they plainly perceived that the 
cardinal went away with rage in his heart. 

Athos alone sitniled with a self-possessed, disdainful smile. 

When the cardinal was out of hearing and sight : 

“That Grimaud kept bad watch!” cried Porthos, who had a great 
inclination to vent his ill-humor on somebody. 

Grimaud was about to reply to excuse himself. Athos lifted his 
finger and Grimaud was silent. 

“Would you have given up the letter, Aramis ?” said D’Artagnan. 

“I!” said Aramis, in his most flute-like tone; “I had made up my 
mind ; if he had insisted upon the letter being given up to him, I would 
have presented the letter to him with one hand, and with ther other I 
would have run my sword through his body.” 

“I expected as much,” said Athos; “and that was why I threw 
myself between you and him. In good truth, this man is very much 
to blame to talk in this manner to other men ; one would say he had never 
had to do with any but women and children.” 

“My dear Athos, I admire your behavior very much, but neverthe- 
less, we were in the wrong, after all.” 

“How, in the wrong!” said Athos. “Whose, then, is the air we 
breathe ? Whose is the ocean upon which we look ? Whose is the sand 
upon which we were reclining ? Whose is that letter of your mistress ? 
Do these belong to the cardinal ? Upon my honor, this man fancies the 
world belongs to him; there you stood, stammering, stupefied, anni- 
hilated ! one might have supposed that the Bastille appeared before you, 
and that the gigantic Medusa had converted you into stone. Is being 
in love conspiring? You are in love with a woman whom the cardinal 
has caused to be shut up, and you wish to get her out of the hands of 
his eminence; that’s a match you are playing with the cardinal: this 
letter is your game, why should you expose your game to your adver- 
sary? That is never done. Let him find it out if he can! We can find 
out his !” 

“Well, that’s all very sensible, Athos,” said D’Artagnan, 

“In that case, let there be no more question of whal*% past, and let 
Aramis resume the letter from his cousin, where the cardinal interrupted 
him.” 

Aramis drew the letter from his pocket, the three friends surrounded 
him, and the three lackeys grouped themselves again near the “wine-jar. 
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Y Oil had only read a line or two/’ said D’Artagnan ; “begin the letter 
again, then.” 

“Willingly,” said Aramis. 

“My Dear Cousin : I think I shall make tip my mind to set out for 
Stenay, where _my sister has placed our little servant in the convent of the 
Carmelites ; this poor child is quite resigned, as she knows she cannot live 
elsewhere without the salvation of her soul being in danger. Nevertheless, 
if the affairs of your family are arranged, as we hope they will be, I be- 
lieve she will run the risk of being damned, and will return to those she 
regrets, particularly as she knows they are always thinking of her. In the 
meanwhile, she is not very wretched; what she most desires is a letter 
from her intended. I know that such sort of provisions pass with difficulty 
through convent gratings ; but after all, as I have giv^ you proofs, my 
dear cousin, I am not unskilled in such affairs, and I will take charge of 
the commission. My sister thanks you for your good and eternal remem- 
brance. She has experienced much inquietude ; but she is now at length 
a little reassured, having sent her secretary yonder, in order that nothing 
may happen unexpectedly. 

“Adieu, my dear cousin ; let us hear from you as often as you can, 
that is to say, as often as you can with safety. I embrace you. 

Mary Michon.” 

“Oh! what do I not owe you, Aramis?” said D’Artagnan. “Dear 
Constance ! I have at length, then, intelligence of you ; she lives, she is in 
safety in a convent, she is at Stenay I Where is Stenay, Athos ?” 

“Why, a few leagues from the frontiers of Alsace, in I,orraine ; the 
siege once over, we shall be able to make a tour in that direction,” 

“And that will not be long, it is to be hoped,” said Porthos; “for they 
have this morning hung a spy who confessed that the Rochellais had come 
to the leather of their shoes. Supposing, that after having eaten the leather 
they eat the soles, I cannot see anything else they have left, unless they 
eat one another,” 

“Poor fools!” said Athos, emptying a glass of excellent Bordeaux 
wine, which, without having, at that period, the reputation it now enjoys, 
merited it no less : “poor fools ! as if the Catholic religion was not the 
most advantageous and the most agreeable of all religions ! It’s all one,” 
resumed he, after having smacked his tongue against his palate, “they are 
brave fellows ! But what the devil are you about, Aramis ?” continued 
Athos ; “why, you are squeezing that letter into your pocket!” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “Athos is right, it must be burned : and yet 
if we burn it, who knows whether Monsieur le Cardinal has not a secret 
to interrogate ashes ?” 

“He must have one,” said Athos. 

“What will you do with the letter, then ?” asked Porthos. 

“Gome hep«, Grimaud,” said Athos, “As a^punishmeiit for having 
spoken without permission, my friend, you will please to cat this piece of 
paper ; then to recompense you for the service you will have rendered us, 
you shall afterward drink this glass of wine ; here is the letter, first, eat 
hpartilv.’* Grimaud smiled ; and with his eyes fixed upon the glass which 
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Athos held in his hand, he ground the paper well between his teeth, and 
then swallowed it. 

“Bravo! Master Grimaud!” said Athos, “and now take this; that’s 
well 1 we dispense with your saying thank you.” r ^ 

Griniaud silently swallowed the glass of Bordeaux wine ; but his eyes 
raised toward heaven spoke, during the whole time this delicious occupa- 
tion lasted, a language which, for being mute, was not the less expressive. 

“And now,” said Athos, “unless Monsieur le Cardinal should form 
the ingenious idea of ripping up Grimaud, I think we may be pretty much 
at our ease respecting the letter.” 

In the meantime his eminence continued his melancholy ride, murmur- 
ing between his mustaches : 

“These four nien must positively be mine.” 


CHAPTER LII. 

THE FIRST DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 

Let us return to milady, whom a glance thrown upon the coast of 
France has made us lose sight of for an instant. 

We shall find her still in the despairing attitude in which we left her, 
plunged in an abyss of dismal reflection, a dark hell, at the gate of which 
she has almost left hope beliind ; for, for the first time she doubts, for the 
first time she fears. 

On two occasions her fortune has failed her, on two occasions she has 
found herself discovered and betrayed ; and on these two occasions, it was 
before the fatal genius, sent doubtlessly by heaven to combat her, that she 
has succumbed: D’Artagnan has conquered her; her, that invincible 
power of evil. 

He has deceived her in her love, humbled her in her pride, thwarted 
her in her ambition, and now he ruins her fortune, deprives her of liberty, 
and even threatens her life. Still more, he has lifted the corner of her 
mask, that aegis with which she covered herself, and which rendered her 
so strong. 

D’Artagnan has turned aside from Buckingham, whom she hates as 
she hates all she has loved, the tempest with which Richelieu threatened 
him in the person of the queen. D’Artagnan had passed himself upon her 
as De Wardes, for whom she had conceived one of those tigress-like fan- 
cies common to women of her character. D’Artagnan knows that terrible 
secret which she has sworn no one shall know without dying. In short, 
at the moment in which she has just obtained from Richelieu a carte 
blanche by the means of which she is about to take vengeance on her 
enemy, this precious paper is torn from her hands, and it is D’Artagnan 
who holds her prisonet^ and is about to send her to some* filthy Botany 
Bay, some infamous Tyburn of the Indian Ocean. 

All this she owes to D’Artagnan, without doubt ; from whom can come 
so many disgraces heaped upon her head, if not from him? He alone 
could have transmitted to Lord de Winter all these frightful secre*ts, which 
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he has discovered one after another, by a train of fatalities. He knows 
her brother-in-law, he must have written to him. 

What hatred she distils! There, motionless, with her burning, fixed 
glances in her desert apartment, how well the outbursts of passion, which 
at times escape from the depths of her chest with her respiration, accom- 
pany the sound of the surf which rises, growls, roars, and breaks itself, 
like an eternal and powerless despair, against the rocks upon which is 
built this dark and lofty castle! How many magnificent projects of 
vengeance she conceives by the light of the flashes which her tempestuous 
passion casts over her mind, against Madame Bonacieux, against Buck- 
ingham, but, above all, against D’Artagnan — ^projects lost in the distance 
of the future! 

Yes, but in order to avenge herself she must be freehand to be free a 
prisoner has to pierce a wall, detach bars, cut through a floor — ^all under- 
takings which a patient and strong man may accomplish, but before which 
the feverish irritations of a woman must give way. Besides, to do all this, 
time is necessary — ^months, years — and she has ten or twelve days, as 
Lord de Winter, her fraternal and terrible gaoler, told her. 

And yet, if she were a man, she would attempt all this, and, perhaps, 
inight succeed ; why, then, did heaven make the mistake of placing that 
manlike soul in that frail and delicate body? 

The first moments of her captivity were terrible ; a few convulsions of 
rage which she could not suppress paid her debt of feminine weakness to 
nature. But by degrees she overcame the outbursts of her mad passion ; 
the nervous tremblings which agitated her frame disappeared, and she re- 
mained folded within herself, like a fatigued serpent reposing. 

"Why, I must have been mad to allow myself to be carried away so,” 
says she, plunging into the glass, which reflects back to her eyes the burn- 
ing glance by which she appears to interrogate herself. “No violence; 
violence is the proof of weakness. In the first place, I have never suc- 
ceeded by that means ; perhaps if I employed my strength against women, 
I should have a chance to find them weaker than myself, and consequently 
to conquer them. But it is with men that my struggle is, and I am but a 
woman for them. Let us struggle like a woman, then ; my strength is in 
ray weakness.” 

Then, as if to render an account to herself of the changes she could 
impose upon her countenance, so mobile and so expressive, she made it 
take all expressions, from that of passionate anger, which convulsed her 
features, to that of the most sweet, most affectionate, and most seducing 
smile. Then her hair assumed successively under her skillful hands, all 
the undulations she thought might assist the charms of her face. At 
length she murmured, satisfied with herself : 

“Come, nothing is lost. I am still beautiful.” ^ 

It was then'Tiiearly eight o’clock in the evening. Milady perceived a 
bed ; she calculated that the repose of a few hours would not only refresh 
her head and her ideas, but still further, her complexion. A better idea, 
however, ,pame into her mind before going to bed. She had heard some- 
thing said about supper. She had already been an hour in this apartment ; 
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they could not be long before they brought her her repast. The prisoner 
was determined not to lose any time ; she resolved to make that very eve- 
ning some attempts to ascertain the nature of the ground she had to work 
upon, by studying the characters of the people to whose guardianship she 
was committed. 

A light appeared under the door ; this light announced the reappear- 
ance of her gaolers. Milady, who had arisen, threw herself quickly into 
the faufetiil, her head thrown back, her beautiful hair unbound and 
disheveled, her bosom half bare beneath her crumpled laces, one hand 
on her heart and the other hanging down. 

The bolts were drawn, the door groaned upon its hinges, steps 
sounded in the chamber and drew near. 

“Place that tuble there,” said a voice, which the prisoner recognized 
as the voice of Felton. 

The order was obeyed. 

“You will bring lights, and relieve the sentinel,” continued Felton. 

And this double order which the young man gave to the same indi- 
viduals, proved to milady that her servants were the same men as her 
guards — that is to say, soldiers. 

Felton’s orders were, for the rest, executed with a silent rapidity 
that gave a good idea of the state in which he kept up discipline. 

At length Felton, who had not looked at milady, turned toward her. 

“Ah ! ah !” said he, “she is asleep, that’s well ; when she wakes she 
can sup.” And he made some steps toward the door. 

“But, my lieutenant!” said a soldier, a little less stoical than his 
ofhcer and who had approached milady* “this woman is not asleep.” 

“What! not asleep!” said Felton, “what is she doing then?” 

“She has fainted away ; her face is very pale, and I have listened in 
vain ; I can’t hear her breathe.” 

“You are right,” said Felton, after having looked at milady from the 
spot on which he stood, without moving a step toward her ; “Go and 
tell Lord de Winter that his prisoner has fainted. The case not having 
been foreseen, I don’t know what to do.” 

The soldier went out to obey the orders of his officer; Felton sat 
down upon the fauteuil which was by chance near the door, and waited 
without speaking a word, without making a gesture. Milady possessed 
that great art, so much studied by women, of looking through her long 
eyelashes without appearing to open the lids; she perceived Felton, who 
sat with his back toward her. She continued to look at him during 
nearly ten minutes, and in these ten minutes the impassable guardian 
never turned round once. 

She then thought that Lord de Winter would come, and by his 
presence give fresh strength to her gaoler ; her first trial was lost ; she 
acted like a woman who reckons upon her resources ; She consequently 
raised her head, opened her eyes and sighed deeply. 

At this sigh Felton turned round. 

“Ah ! you have awakened again, madame,” he said ; “then I have 
nothing more to do here. If you want anything you can ring.” 
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“Oh ! my God ! my God ! how I have suffered,” said milady, in that 
harmonious voice, which like that of the ancient enchantress, charmed 
all those they wished to destroy. 

Andfshe assumed, upon sitting up in the fauteuil, a still more grace- 
ful and voluptuous position than that she had exhibited when reclining. 

Felton rose. 

“You will be served thus, madame, three times a day,” said he; “in 
the morning at nine o’clock, in the day at one o’clock, and in the evening 
at eight. If that does not suit you, you can point out what other hours 
you prefer, and in this respect your wishes will be complied with.” 

“But am I to remain always alone in this vast and dismal chamber ?” 
asked milady. _ 

“A woman of the neighborhood has been sent fer, who will be . 
to-morrow at the castle, and will return as often as you desire her 
presence.” 

“I thank you, sir,” replied the prisoner humbly. 

Felton made a slight bow, and directed his steps toward the door. 
At the moment he was about to go out, Lord de Winter appeared in 
the corridor, followed by the soldier who had been sent to inform him 
of the fainting of milady. He held a phial of salts in his hand. 

“Well, what’s going on here,” said he in a jeering voice, on seeing 
the prisoner sitting up, and Felton about to go out. “Is this dead woman 
come to life again already ? Pardieu, Felton, my lad, did you not perceive 
that you were taken for a novice, and that the first act was being per- 
formed of a comedy of which we shall doubtless have the pleasure of 
following out all the developments ?” 

“I imagined that might be the case, my lord,” said Felton ; “but as 
the prisoner is a woman, after all, I wished to pay her the attention that 
every man of gentle birth owes to a woman, if not on her account, at 
least .on my own.” 

Milady shuddered through her whole system. These words of Fel- 
ton’s passed like ice through her veins. 

“So,” replied De Winter, laughing, “that beautiful hair so skillfully 
disheveled, that white skin and that languishing look, have not yet 
seduced you, you heart of stone ?” 

“No, my lord,” replied the impassable young man; “your lordship 
may be assured that it requires more than the tricks and coquetry of a 
woman to corrupt me.” 

“In that case, my brave lieutenant, let us leave milady to find out 
something else, and go to supper ; but remember she has a fruitful imagi- 
nation, and the second act of the comedy will not be long after the first.” 

And at these words Lord de Winter passed his arm through that 
of Felton, and led him out, laughing. ^ 

“Oh! I will be a match for you!” murmured milady between her 
teeth ; “be assured of that, you poor should-be monk, you poor converted 
soldier, who have cut your uniform out of a monk’s frock!” 

“Apropos,” resumed De Winter, stopping at the door, “you must not, 
milady, let this check take away, your appetite. Taste that fowl and 
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those fish; ’pon honor, they are not poisoned. I agree very well with 
my cook, and he is not to be my heir; I have full and perfect confi- 
dence in him. Do as I do. Adieu I dear sister ! till your next faint- 
ing fit!” 

This was all that milady could endure ; her hands became clenched, 
she ground her teeth inwardly, her eyes followed the motion of the 
door as it closed behind Lord de Winter and Felton, and the moment 
she was alone a fresh fit of despair seized her ; she cast her eyes upon 
the table, saw the glittering of a knife, rushed toward it and clutched 
it ; but her disappointment was cruel ; the blade was blunt, and of 
flexible silver. 

A burst of laughter resounded from the other side of the ill-closed 
door, and the d»or was reopened. 

“Ha! ha! ha!” cried Lord de Winter; “ha! ha! ha! don’t you see, 
my brave Felton, don’t you see what I told you ? That knife was for 
you, my lad; she would have killed you. Observe, this is one of her 
peculiarities, to get rid thus, after one fashion or another, of all the 
people who inconvenience her. If I had listened to you, the knife would 
have been pointed and of steel. Then it would have been all over with 
Felton; she would have cut your throat, and, after that, the throat of 
everybody else. Look at her, John, see how well she knows how to 
handle a knife.” ” 

In fact, milady still held the harmless weapon in her clenched hand, 
but these last words, this supreme insult, relaxed her hands, her strength, 
and even her will. The knife fell to the ground. 

“You were right, my lord,” said Felton, with a tone of profound 
disgust, which sounded to the very bottom of the heart of milady; 
“you were right, my lord ; I was in the wrong.” 

And both left the room afresh. 

But this time milady lent a more attentive ear than the first, and 
she heard their steps die away in the distance of the corridor. 

“I am lost,” murmured she ; “I am lost ! I am in the power of men 
upon whom I can have no more influence than upon statues of bronze 
or granite ; they Icnow me by heart, and are cuirassed against all my 
weapons. It is, however, impossible that this should end as they have 
decreed!” 

In fact, as the last reflection, this instinctive return to hope, indi- 
cated sentiments of weakness or fear did not dwell long in her ardent 
spirit. Milady sat down to table, ate of several dishes, drank a little 
Spanish wine, and felt all her resolution return. 

Before she went to bed she had commented upon, analyzed, turned 
on all sides, examined on all points, the words, the gestures, the signs, 
and even the silence her interlocutors, and from this.profound, skill- 
ful, and anxious study, it resulted that Felton was, everything consid- 
ered, the more vulnerable of her two persecutors. 

One expression, above all, recurred to the mind of the prisoner: 

“If 1 had listened to you,” Lord de Winter had said to Belton. 
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Felton, then, had spoken in her favor, since Lord de Winter had 
not been willing to listen to Felton. 

“Weak or strong,” repeated milady, “that man has a spark of pity 
in his so\il ; of that spark I will make a flame that shall devour him. 

“As to the other, he knows me, he fears me, and knows what he has 
to expect of me, if ever I escape from his hands ! it is useless then to 
attempt anything with him. 

“But, Felton, that’s another thing; he is a young, ingenuous, pure 
man, who seems virtuous ; him there are means of destroying.” 

And milady went to bed and fell asleep, with a smile upon her lips. 
Any one who had seen her sleeping, might have said she was a young 
girl dreaming of the crown of flowers she was to wear on her brow at 
the next 

CHAPTER LIII. " • 

THE SECOND DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 

Milady dreamed that she at length had D’Artagnan in her power, 
that she was present at his execution, and it was the sight of his odious 
blood, Rowing beneath the axe of the executioner, which spread that 
charming smile upon her lips. 

She slept as a prisoner sleeps who is rocked by his first hope. 

In the morning, when they entered her chamber, she was still in bed. 
Felton remained in the corridor ; he brought with him the woman of whom 
he had spoken the evening before, and who had just arrived ; this woman 
entered, and approaching milady’s bed, offered her services. 

, Milady was habitually pale ; her complexion might therefore deceive a 
person who saw her for the first time. 

“I am in a fever,” said she ; “I have not slept a single instant during 
all this long night — I am in frightful pain : are you likely to be more hu- 
mane to me than others were to me yesterday ? All I ask is, permission 
to remain in bed.” 

“Would you like to have a physician sent for?” said the woman. 

Felton listened to this dialogue without speaking a word. 

Milady reflected that the more people she had around her, the more 
she should have to work upon, and the more strict would be the watch 
Lord de Winter kept over her ; besides, the physician might declare the 
malady was feigned, and milady, after having lost the first trick of the 
game, was not willing to lose the second. 

“Go and fetch a physician !” said she ; “what could be the good of that ? 
These gentlemen declared yesterday that my illness was a comedy ; it 
would be just the same to-day, no doubt; for, since yesterday evening 
they have had plenty of time to send for a doctor.” 

“Then,” said Felton, who became impatient, “say yourself, madame, 
what treatment you wish to be pursued.” 

“Eh ! how can I tell ? My God ! I know that I am in pain, that’s all : 
give me anything you like, it is of very little consequence to me.” 
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“Go and fetch Lord de Winter,” said Felton, tired of these eternal 
complaints, 

“Oh ! no, no !” cried milady; “no, sir, do not call him, I conjure you. 
I am well, I want nothing' ; do not call him.” 

She gave so much vehemence, such prevailing eloquence to this ex- 
clamation, that Felton, in spite of himself, advanced some steps into the 
room. 

“He is come !” thought milady. 

“If you really are in pain,” said Felton, “a physician shall be sent for ; 
and if you deceive us, well ! why it will be the worse for you, but at least 
we shall not have to reproach ourselves with anything,” 

Milady made no reply, but turning her beautiful head round upon her 
pillow, she burst '^nto tears, and uttered heart-breaking sobs. 

Felton surveyed her for an instant with his usual impassability ; then, 
seeing that the crisis threatened to be prolonged, he went out ; the woman 
followed him, and Lord de Winter did not appear. 

“I fancy I begin to see my way,” murmured milady, with a savage joy, 
burying herself under the clothes to conceal from anybody who might be 
watching her this burst of inward satisfaction. 

Two hours passed away. 

“Now it is time that the malady should be over,” said she ; “let me 
rise, and obtain some success this very day ; I have but ten days, “and this 
evening two of them will be gone.” 

In the morning, when the woman and Felton came, they had brought 
her breakfast ; now she thought they could not be long before they came 
to clear the table, and that Felton would then come back. 

Milady was not deceived : Felton reappeared, and without observing 
whether she had or had not touched her repast, he made a sign that the 
table should be carried out of the room, it being brought in ready covered. 

Felton remained behind : he held a book in his hand. 

Milady, reclining in a jauteuil, near the chimney, beautiful, pale, and 
resigned, looked like a holy virgin awaiting martyrdom. 

Felton approached her, and said : 

“Lord de Winter, who is a Catholic, as well as yourself, madame, 
thinking that the privation of the rites and ceremonies of your church 
might be painful to you, has consented that you should read every day the 
ordinary of your mass, and here is a book which contains the ritual of it.” 

At the manner in which Felton laid the book upon the little table near 
which milady was sitting, at the tone in which he pronounced the two 
words, your mass, at the disdainful smile which he accompanied them, 
milady raised her head, and looked more attentively at the officer. 

■ Then, by that plain arrangement of the hair, by that costume of ex- 
treme simplicity, by the brow polished like marble, but as hard and im- 
penetrable as it, she recognized one of those dark Puritans she had so 
often met with, as well at the court of King James as that of the king of 
France, where, in spite of the remembrance of the Saint Bartholomew, 
they sometimes came to seek refuge. 

She then had one of those sudden inspirations which people of genius 
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alone have in great crises, in supreme moments which are to decide their 
fortunes or their lives. 

Those two words, your mass, and a simple glance cast upon Felton, 
revealed’to her all the importance of the reply she was about to naake. 

But, with that rapidity of intelligence which was peculiar to her, this 
reply, ready arranged, presented itself to her lips : 

“I !” said she, with an accent of disdain in unison with that which she 
had remarked in the voice of the young officer, “I, sir; my mass! Lord 
de Winter, the corrupted Catholic, knows very well that I am not of his 
religion, and this is a snare he wishes to lay for me 1” 

“And of what religion are you, then, madame?” asked Felton, with an 
astonishment which, in spite of the empire he held over himself, he could 
not entirely conceal. » 

‘T will tell it,” cried milady, with a feigned exultation, “on the day 
when I shall have suffered sufficiently for my faith.” 

The look of Felton revealed to milady the full extent of the space she 
had opened for herself by this single word. 

The young officer, however, remained mute and motionless ; his look 
aloi^e had spoken. 

“Lam in the hands of mine enemies,” continued she, with that tone of 
enthusiasm which she knew was familiar to the Puritans : “well, let my 
God sayl me, or let me perish for my God 1 That is the reply I beg you 
to make to Lord de Winter. And as to this book,” added she, pointing 
to the ritual with her finger, but without touching it, as if she must be 
contaminated by the touch, “you may carry it back and make use of it 
yourself ; for, doubtless, you are doubly the accomplice of Lord de Winter ; 
the accomplice in his persecutions, the accomplice in his heresies.” 

Felton made no reply, took the book with the same appearance of 
repugnance which he had before manifested, and retired pensively. 

Lord de Winter came toward five o’clock in the evening ; milady had 
had time, during the whole day, to trace her plan of conduct. She re- 
ceived him like a woman who had already recovered all her advantages. 

“It appears,” said the baron, seating himself in the jauteuil opposite to 
that occupied by milady, and stretching out his legs carelessly upon the 
hearth, “it appears we have made a little apostasy !” 

“What do you mean, sir ?” 

“I mean to say that, since we last met, you have changed your religion ; 
you have not, by chance, married a Protestant for a third husband, have 
you?” 

“Explain yourself, my lord,” replied the prisoner, with majesty; “for, 
though I hear your words, I declare I do not understand them.” 

“Then it is, that you have no religion at all ; I like that best,” replied 
Lord de Winter, laughing. ^ 

“It is certain that that is the most accordant with your own principles,” 
replied milady coldly. 

“Well, I confess it is all perfectly the same to me.” 

“Oh ! you need not avow this religious indifference, my lord, your de- 
baucheries and crimes would gain credit for itZ’ 
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“What! you talk of debaucheries, Madame Messalinal Lady Mac- 
beth ! Either I misunderstand you, or pardieu! you are pretty impudent I” 

“You only speak thus because you know you are listened to, sir,” 
coldly replied milady ; “and you wish to interest your gaolers and your 
hangmen against me.” 

“My gaolers! and my hangmen! Heyday, madame! you are getting 
quite into a poetical tone, and the comedy of yesterday is turning this 
evening to a tragedy. As to the rest, in eight days you will be where you 
ought to be, and my task will be completed.” 

“Infamous task ! impious task !” cried milady, with the exultation of a 
victim provoking the judge. 

“Parole d’honneur !” said De Winter, rising, “I think the hussey is 
going mad ! Cdine, come, calm yourself, Madame Puritan, or 111 remove 
you to a dungeon. Pardieu! it’s my Spanish wine that has got into your 
head, is it not ? But, never mind, that sort of intoxication is not danger- 
ous, and will have no consequences,” 

And Lord de Winter retired swearing, which at that period was a very 
cavalier-like habit. 

Felton was, in fact, behind the door, and had not lost one word of 
this scene. 

Milady had guessed as much, 

“Yes, go ! go !” said she to her brother ; “the consequences £re draw- 
ing near, on the contrary ; but you, weak fool ! will not see them until it 
will be too late to shun them.” 

Silence was re-established — ^two hours passed away ; milady’s supper 
was brought in, and she was found deeply engaged in saying her prayers 
aloud; prayers which she had learned of an old servant of her second 
husband, a most austere Puritan. She appeared to be in ecstasy, and did 
not pay the least attention to what was going on around her. Felton made 
a sign that she should not be disturbed ; and when all was arranged, he 
went out quietly with the soldiers. 

Milady knew she might be watched, so she continued her prayers to 
the end ; and it appeared to her that the soldier who was on duty at her 
door did not march with the same step, and seemed to listen. 

For the moment she required no more; she arose, placed herself at 
table, ate but little, and drank only water. 

An hour after, her table was cleared ; but milady remarked that this 
time Felton did not accompany the soldiers. 

He feared, then, to see her too often. 

She turned toward the wall to smile ; for there was in this smile such 
an expression of triumph that this single smile would have betrayed her. 

She allowed, therefore, half an hour to pass away ; and as at that mo- 
ment all was silence in the old castle, as nothing was heard but the eternal 
murmur of the waves — ^that immense respiration of the ocean — ^with her 
pure, harmonious and powerful voice, she began the first coqplet of the 
psalm then in greater favor with the Puritans ; 



Alexander Dumas 


401 


“Thou leavest thy servants, Lord! 

To see if they be strong, 

But soon thou dost afford 
• Thy hand to conduct them along.” 

These verses were not excellent — ^very far from it, even ; but, as it is 
well known, the Puritans did not pique themselves upon their poetry. 

While singing, milady listened. The soldier on guard at her door 
stopped, as if he had been changed into stone. Milady was then able to 
judge of the effect she had produced. 

Then she continued her singing with inexpressible fervor and feeling ; 
it appeared to her that the sounds spread to a distance beneath the vaulted 
roofs, and carried with them a magic charm to soften lihe hearts of her 
gaolers. It, however, likewise appeared that the soldier on duty — a. zeal- 
ous Catholic, no doubt, shook off the charm, for through the door — 

“Hold your tongue, madame !” said he ; “your song is as dismal as a 
De profundis; and if, besides the pleasure of being in garrison here, we 
must hear such things as these, no mortal can hold out.” 

“Silence!” then said another stern voice, which milady recognized as 
that of Felton ; “what business is it of yours, you stupid fellow 1 Did any- 
body order you to prevent that woman from singing ? No ; you were told 
to guard her — to fire at her if she attempted to fly. Keep her there ; if she 
flies, kill her ; but don’t exceed your orders,” 

An expression of unspeakable joy lightened the countenance of milady, 
but this expression was fleeting as the reflection of lightning, and, with- 
out appearing to have heard the dialogue, of which she had not lost a 
word, she began again, giving to her voice all the charm, all the power, 
all the seduction, the demon had bestowed upon it : 

“For all my tears and all my cares. 

My exile and my chains, 

I have my youth, I have my prayers, 

And God who counts my pains.” 

Her voice, of immense power and of sublime expression, gave to the 
rude, unpolished poetry of these psalms a magic and an effect which the 
most exalted Puritans rarely found in the songs of their brethren, and 
which they were forced to ornament with all the resources of their 
imagination. Felton believed he heard the singing of the angel who 
consoled the three Hebrews in the furnace. 

Milady continued : 

“But the day of our liberation 

Will come, just and powerful Sire^ 

And' if it cheat our expectation. 

To death and martyrdom we can still aspire.” 

This verse, into which the terrible enchantress threw her whole soul, 
completed the trouble which had seized the heart of the young officer ; 
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he opened the door quickly, and milady saw him appear, pale as 
usual, but with his eyes inflamed and almost wild. 

“Why do you sing thus, and with such a voice?” said he. 

“I crave your pardon, sir,” said milady, with mildness ; “€ forgot 
that my songs are out of place in this mansion. I have, perhaps, offended 
you in your religious opinions; but it was without wishing to do so, I 
assure you. Pardon me, then, a fault which is perhaps great, but which 
certainly was involuntary.” 

Milady was so beautiful at this moment — the religious ecstasy 
in which she appeared to be plunged gave such an expression to her 
countenance, that Felton was so dazzled that he fancied he beheld the 
angel whom he had just before only heard. 

“Yes, yes,” Said he, “you disturb — you agitate the people who in- 
habit the castle.” 

And the poor, senseless young man was not aware of the incoherence 
of his words, while milady was reading, with her lynx’s eyes, the very 
depths of his heart. 

“I will be silent then,” said milady, casting down her eyes, with all 
the sweetness she could give to her voice, with all the resignation she 
could impress upon her manner. 

“No, no, madame,” said Felton; “only do not sing so loud, par- 
ticularly at night.” 

And at these words Felton, feeling that he could not long maintain 
his severity: toward his prisoner, rushed out of the room. 

“You have done right, lieutenant,” said the soldier, “such songs 
disturb the mind; and yet we become accustomed to them — ^her voice 
is so beautiful !” 


CHAPTER LIV. 

THE THIRD DAY OF CAPTIVITY 

Felton had fallen, but there was still another step to be taken — ^lie 
must be retained, or, rather, he must be left quite alone ; and milady but 
obscurely perceived the means which could lead to this result. 

Still more must be done : he must be made to speak, in order that he 
might be spoken to ; for milady very well knew that her greatest seduc- 
tion was in her voice, which so skillfully ran over the whole gamut of 
tones, from human speech to celestial language. 

And yet, in spite of all this seduction, milady might fail ; for Felton 
was forewarned, and that against the least phance. From that moment 
she watched all his actions, all his words, to the simplest glance of his 
eyes, to his gestures, <^ven to a respiration that could be interpreted as a 
sigh; in short, she studied everything, as a skillful comedian does, to 
whom a new part has been assigned in a line he has not been accustomed 
to. 

With Lord de Winter her plan of conduct was more easy; she had 
laid that down the preceding evening. To remain silent and dignified 
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in his presence; from time to time to irritate him by an affected disdain, 
by a contemptuous word ; to provoke him to threats and violence, which 
would produce a contrast with her own resignation — such was her plan. 
Felton wQuld see all ; perhaps he would say nothing, but he would see. 

In the morning, Felton came as usual; but milady allowed him to pre- 
side over all the preparations for the brealcEast without addressing a word 
to him. At the moment he was about to retire, she w^as cheered with a 
ray of hope, for she thought he was about to speak ; but his lips moved 
without any sound passing from his mouth, and, making a powerful 
effort over himself, he sent back to his heart the words that were about 
to escape from his lips, and went out. 

Toward midday. Lord de Winter came to her apartment. 

It was a tolerably fine winter’s day, and a ray of tljat pale English 
sun, which lightens but does not warm, passed through the bars of her 
prison. 

Milady was looking out at the window, and pretended not to hear 
the door as it opened. 

“Ah, ah !” said Lord de Winter, “after having played comedy, after 
having played tragedy, we are now playing melancholy, eh?” 

The prisoner made no reply. 

“Yes, yes,” continued Lord de Winter, “I understand — ^you would 
like very® well to be at liberty on that beach! you would like very Avell 
to be in a good ship, dancing upon the waves of that emerald-green sea ; 
you would like very well, either on land or on the ocean, to lay for me 
one of those nice little ambuscades you are so skillful in planning. Pa- 
tience, patience ! in four days time the shore will be beneath your foot, the 
sea will be open to you — ^more open than will, perhaps, be agreeable 
to you ; for in four days England will be relieved of your presence.” 

Milady joined her hands, and raising her fine eyes toward heaven — 

“Lord, lord 1” said she, with an angelic meekness of gesture and tone, 
“pardon this man, as I myself pardon him!” 

“Yes, pray, accursed woman !” cried the baron ; “your prayer is so 
much the more generous from your being, I swear to you, in the power of 
a man who will never pardon you I” And he left the room. 

At the moment he went out, a piercing glance darted through the 
opening of the nearly closed door, and she perceived Felton, who drew 
quickly on one side to prevent being seen by her. 

Then she threw herself upon her knees, and began to pray. 

“My God, my God!” said she, “you know in what holy cause T 
suffer ; give me, then, the strength to support my sufferings.” 

The door opened gently ; the beautiful supplicant pretended not to 
hear the noise, and, in a voice broken by tears, she continued : 

“God of vengeance! God of goodness! will y»u allow the frightful 
projects of this man to be accomplished?” 

Then only she feigned to hear the sound of Felton’s steps, and rising 
quick as thought, she blushed, as if ashamed of being surprised on her 
knees. ^ 
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‘T do not like to disturb those who pray, madame,” said Felton 
seriously ; “do not disturb yourself on my account, I beseech you.” 

“How do you know I was praying, sir?” said milady, in a voice 
interrupted by sobs. “You were deceived, sir; I was not praying.” 

“Do you think, then, -madame,” replied Felton, in the same serious 
voice, but with a more mild tone, “do you think I assume the right of 
preventing a creature from prostrating herself before her Creator ? God 
forbid ! God forbid ! Besides, repentence becomes the guilty ; whatever 
crimes they may have committed, for me the guilty are sacred at the 
feet of God!” 

“Guilty ! I ?” said milady, with a smile which might have disarmed 
the angel of the last judgment. “Guilty! oh, my God, thou knowest 
whether I am gailty ! Say I am condemned, sir, if you please ; but you 
know that God, who loves martyrs, sometimes permits the innocent to 
be condemned.” 

“Were you condemned, were you innocent, were you a martyr,” 
replied Felton, “the greater would be the necessity for prayer; and I 
myself will aid you with my prayers.” 

“Oh, you are a just man !” cried milady, throwing herself on her 
knees at his feet ; “I can hold out no longer, for I fear I shall be wander- 
ing in strength in the moment at which I shall be forced to undergo the 
struggle, and confess my faith. Listen, then, to the supplication of a 
despairing woman. You are abused, sir, but that is not the question; I 
only ask you one favor, and if you grant it me, I will bless you in this 
world and in the next.” 

“Speak to the master, madame,” said Felton ; “happily, I am neither 
charged with the power of pardoning nor punishing ; it is upon one higher 
placed than I am that God has laid this responsibility.” - 

“To you — no, to you alone! Listen to me, rather than contribute 
to my destruction, rather than contribute to my ignominy.” 

“If you have merited this shame, madame, if you have incurred this 
ignominy, you must submit to it as an offering to God.” 

“What do you say? Oh, you do not understand me! When I speak 
of ignominy, you think I speak of some punishment or other, of imprison- 
ment or death! Would to heaven it were no more ! Of what consequence 
to me is imprisonment or death?” 

“It is I who no longer understand you, madame,” said Felton. 

“Or rather, who pretend not to understand me, sir!” replied the 
prisoner, with a smile of doubt. 

“No, madame, upon the honor of a soldier, upon the faith of a 
Christian,” 

“What! you are ighorant of Lord de Winter’s designs upon me?” 

“I am unacquainted with them.” 

“Impossible ; you are his confidant !” 

“I never lie, madame.” 

“Oh, he conceals them too little for you not to divine them.” 
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“I seek to divine nothing, madame; I wait till I am confided in, and, 
apart from that which Lord de Winter has said to me before you, he has 
confided nothing to me.” 

“Whj% then,” cried milady, with an incredible tone of truthfulness, 
“why, then, you are not his accomplice — ^you do not know that he des- 
tines me to a disgrace which all the punishments of the world cannot 
equal in horror?” 

“You are deceived, madame,” said Felton, blushing ; “Lord de 
Winter is not capable of such a crime.” 

“Good!” said milady to herself; “without knowing what it is, he 
calls it a crime !” 

Then aloud : 

% “The friend of the infamous is capable of everything.’^ 

“Whom do you call the infamous?” asked Felton. 

“Are there, then, in England two men to whom such an epithet can 
be applied?” 

“You mean George Villiers?” said Felton, whose looks became 
agitated. 

“Whom Pagans and infidel Gentiles call Duke of Buckingham,” 
replied milady ; “I could not have thought that there was an English- 
man in all England who would have required so long an explanation 
to make Tiim understand of whom I was speaking.” 

“The hand of the Lord is stretched over him,” said Felton, “he will 
not escape the chastisement he deserves.” 

Felton did but express, with regard to the duke, the feeling of 
execration which all the English had vowed to him whom the Catholics 
themselves called the extortioner, the pillager, the dhhmchk ; and whom 
the Puritans Styled simply Satan. 

“Oh! my God! my God!” cried milady; “when I supplicate you 
to pour upon this man the chastisement which is his due, you know that 
it is not my own vengeance I pursue, but the deliverance of a whole 
nation that I implore !” 

“Do you know him, then?” asked Felton. 

“At length he interrogates me !” said milady to herself, at the 
height of joy at having obtained so quickly such a result. “Oh! know 
him! yes! to my misfortune, to my eternal misfortune!” and milady 
wrung her hands, as if arrived at the very paroxysm of grief. 

^ Felton no doubt felt within himself that his strength was abandon- 
ing him, and he made several steps toward the door; but the prisoner 
whose eye was never off him,* sprang in pursuit of him, and stopped him. 

“Sir,” cried she, “be kind, be clement, listen to my prayer; that 
knife, which the fatal prudence of the baron deprived me of, because he 
knows the use I would make of it ; oh ! hear me to the end ! that knife, 
give it to me for a minute only, for mercy’s, for pity’s sake ! I will em- 
brace your^ knees ! you shall shut the door that you may be certain I 
contemplate no injury to you ! my God ! to you ! the only just, good, and 
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compassionate being I have met with!— to you! my saviour, perhaps! 
one minute, that knife, one minute, a single minute, and I will restore 
it to you through the grating of the door; only one minute, Master 
Felton, and you will have saved my honor I” ■» 

"‘To kill yourself!” cried Felton, with terror, forgetting to withdraw 
his hands from the hands of the prisoner; “to kill yourself?” 

“I have told, sir,” murmured milady, lowering her voice, and al- 
lowing herself to sink overpowered to the ground, “I have told my 
secret! Fie knows all! My God, I am lost!” 

Felton remained standing, motionless and undecided. 

“He still doubts,” thought milady, “I have not been earnest enough.” 

Some one was heard in the corridor, milady recognized the step 
of Lord de Whiter. 

Felton recognized it also, and made a step toward the door. 

Milady sprang toward him. 

“Oh! not a word,” said she in a concentrated voice, “not a word 
of all that I have said to you to this man, or I am lost, and it would 
be you — ^you ” 

Then as the steps drew nearer she became silent, for fear of being 
heard, applying, with a gesture of infinite terror, her beautiful hand to 
Felton’s mouth. 

Felton gently pushed milady from him, and she sank into Ta chair. 

Lord de Winter passed before the door without stopping, and the 
sound of his footsteps soon died away in the distance. 

Felton, as pale as death, remained some instants with his ear turned 
and listening ; then, when the sound was quite extinct, he breathed like 
a man awakening from a dream, and rushed out of the apartment. 

“Ah!” said milady, listening in her turn to the noise of Felton’s 
steps, which faded away in a direction opposite to those of Lord de 
Winter; “ah! at length thou art mine!” 

Then her brow darkened. 

“If he tells the baron,” said she, “I am lost, for the baron, who 
knows very well that I shall not kill myself, will place me before him, 
with a knife in my hand, and he will discover that all this despair 
is but played.” 

She w^ent, and placed herself before the glass, and looked at herself 
attentively; never had she appeared more beautiful. 

“Yes! yes!” said she smiling, “but he won’t tell him!” 

In the evening Lord de Winter accompanied the supper. 

“Sir,” said milady, “is your presence an indispensable accessory 
of my captivity ? could you not spare me the increase of tortures which 
your visits inflict upon me ?” 

“Flow ! my dear Sister !” said Lord de Winter, “did not you senti- 
mentally inform me, with that pretty mouth of yours, so cruel to me 
to-day, that you came to England solely for the pleasure of seeing me 
at your ease, an enjoyment of which you told me you so sensibly felt 
the privation, that you had risked everything for it — ^bad seas, tempests, 
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and captivity? Well! here I am, be satisfied: besides, this time, my 
visit has a motive.” 

Milady trembled — she thought Felton had told all; perhaps, never 
in her lif« had this woman, who had experienced so many opposite and 
powerful emotions, felt her heart beat so violently. 

She was seated ; Lord de Winter took a chair, drew it toward her, 
and sat down close beside her ; then taking a paper out of his pocket, 
he unfolded it slowly. 

“Here,” said he, “I want to show you the kind of passport which I 
have drawn up, and which will serve you henceforward as a numero of 
order in the life I consent to leave you.” 

Then turning his eyes from milady to the paper, he read: 

“‘Order to conduct to the name is blank,” interrupted Lord 

de Winter; “if you have any preference you can point it out to me; 
and if it be not within a thousand leagues of London, attention will be 

paid to your wishes. I will begin again, then : ‘Order to conduct to , 

the person named Charlotte Backson, branded by the justice of the 
kingdom of France, but liberated after chastisement ; she is to dwell in 
this place, without ever going more than three leagues from it. In case 
of any attempt to escape, the penalty of death is to be applied. She will 
receive five shillings per day, for lodging and food’.” 

“That order does not concern me,” replied milady coldly, “since it 
bears another name than mine.” 

“A name! — have 3mu a name, then?” 

“I bear that of your brother.” 

“Ay, but you are mistaken ; my brother is only your second hus- 
band, and your first is still living. Tell me his name, and I will put it in 
the place of the name of Charlotte Backson. No? — ^you will not? — ^you 
are silent? Well ! then you must be registered as Charlotte Backson.” 

Milady remained silent ; only this time it was no longer from affecta- 
tion, but from terror : she believed the order to be about to be executed ; 
she thought that Lord de Winter had hastened her departure; she 
thought she was condemned to set off that very evening. Everything, 
in her mind, was lost for an instant, when all at once she perceived that 
no signature was attached to the order. The joy she felt at this 
discovery was so great she could not conceal it. 

“Yes, yes,” said Lord de Winter, who perceived what was passing 
in her mind ; “yes, you look for the signature, and you say to yourself, 
‘All is not lost, for that order is not signed; it is only shown to me to 
terrify me; that’s all.’ You are mistaken; tomorrow this order will be 
sent to the Duke of Buckingham ; after to-morrow, it will return signed 
by his hand and marked with his seal ; and four-and-twenty hours 
afterward, I will, answer for its being carried inljp execution. Adieu, 
madame ; that is all I had to say to you.” 

“And I reply to you, sir, that this abuse of power, this exile under 
a false name, is infamous !” 

“Wouk! you like better to be hung in your true name, milady? You 
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know that the English laws are inexorable on the abuse of marriage! 
speak freely: although my name, or rather that of my brother, would 
be mixed up with the affair, I will risk the scandal of a public trial, 
to make myself certain of getting rid of you/’ 

Milady made no reply, but became as pale as a corpse. 

"Oh I I see you prefer peregrination. That’s well, milady ; and there 
is an old proverb that says : ‘Traveling forms youth.’ Ma foi! you are 
not wrong after all ; and life is sweet. That’s the reason why I take such 
care you shall not deprive me of mine. There only remains, then, the 
question of the five shillings to be settled ; you think me rather parsi- 
monious — don’t you? That’s because I don’t care to leave you the 
means of corrupting your jailers. Besides you will always have your 
charms left tc^ seduce them with. Employ them, if your check with 
regard to Felton has not disgusted you with attempts of that kind.” 

"Felton has not told him,” said milady to herself; "nothing is lost, 
then.” 

“And now, madame, till I see you again. To-morrow I will come and 
announce to you the departure of my messenger.” 

Lord de Winter rose, saluted her ironically, and left the room. 

Milady breathed again; she had still four days before her; four 
days would quite suffice to complete the seduction of Felton. 

A terrible idea, however, rushed into her mind; she thought that 
Lord de Winter would, perhaps, send Felton himself to get the order 
signed by the Duke of Buckingham; in that case, Felton would escape 
her ; for, in order to secure success, the magic of a continuous seduction 
was necessary. Nevertheless, as we have said, one circumstance re- 
assured her — Felton had not spoken. 

As she would not appear to be agitated by the threats of Lord de 
Winter, she placed herself at table and ate. 

There, as she had done the evening before, she fell on her knees and 
repeated her prayers aloud. As on the evening before, the soldier 
stopped his march to listen to her. 

Soon after, she heard lighter steps than those of the sentinel, which 
came from the bottom of the corridor, and stopped before her door. 

"That is he,” said she. 

And she began the same religious chant which had so strongly 
excited Felton the evening before. 

But, although her voice, sweet, full, and sonorous, vibrated as har- 
moniously and as affectingly as ever, the door remained shut. It ap- 
peared, however, to milady, that in one of the furtive glances she darted, 
from time to time, at the grating of the dpor, she thought she saw the 
ardent eyes of the young man through the narrow opening. But 
whether this was a«» reality or not, he had, this time, sufficient self- 
command not to enter. 

Only, a few instants after she had finished her religious song, milady 
thought she heard a profound sigh ; then the same steps she had heard 
approach, departed slowly, as if with regret. 
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CHAPTER LV. 

THE FOURTH DAY OF CAPTIVITY 

The next day, when Felton entered milady’s apartments, he found 
her standing, mounted upon a chair, holding in her hands a cord 
made by means of torn cambric handkerchiefs, twisted into a kind of 
rope one with another, and tied at the ends; at the noise Felton made 
in entering, milady leaped lightly to the ground, and endeavored to con- 
ceal behind her the improvised cord she held in her hand. 

The young man was still more pale than usual, and his eyes, red- 
dened by want of sleep, denoted that he had passed a feverish night. 

Nevertheless, his brow was armed with a sternr^ss more severe 
than ever. 

He advanced slowly toward milady, who had sat down, and taking 
an end of the murderous rope, which by mistake or else by design, she 
allowed to appear. 

“What is this, madame?” he asked coldly. 

“That ? Nothing,” said milady, smiling with that painful expression 
which she knew so well how to give to her smile ; ** ennui is the mortal 
enemy of prisoners ; I was ennuybe, and I amused myself with twisting 
that rope.” 

Felton turned his eyes toward the part of the wall of the apartment 
before which he had found milady standing in the chair in which she 
was now seated, and over her head he perceived a gilt-headed screw, 
fixed in the wall for the purpose of hanging up clothes or arms. 

He started, and the prisoner saw that start ; for, though her eyes 
were cast down, nothing escaped her. 

“What were you doing, standing in that chair?” asked he. 

“Of what consequence can that be to you ?” replied milady. 

“But,” replied Felton, “I wish to know.” 

“Do not question me,” said the prisoner, “you know that we true 
Christians are forbidden to speak falsely.” 

“Well, then,” said Felton, “I will tell you what you were doing, or 
rather what you were going to do ; you were going to complete the fatal 
work you cherish in your mind ; remember, madame, if our God forbids 
us to speak falsely, he much more severely forbids us to commit suicide.” 

“When God sees one of his creatures persecuted unjustly, placed 
between suicide and dishonor, believe me, sir,” replied milady in a tone 
of deep conviction, “God pardons suicide; for then suicide becomes 
martyrdom.” 

“You say either too much or too little; speak, madame, in the 
name of heaven, explain yourself.” 

“That I may relate my misfortunes to you, <or you to treat them 
as fables ; that I may tell you my projects, for you to go and denounce 
them to my persecutor: no, sir; besides, of what importance is the life 
or death of a condemned wretch to you? You are only responsible 
for my body, are you? and provided you produce a carcass that may 
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be recognized as mine, they will require no more of you ; nay, perhaps 
even, you will have a double reward.” 

“I, madame I !” cried Felton ; "to suppose that T should ever accept 
the price of your life! Oh! you cannot think what you say !”• 

"Let me act as I please, Felton, let me act as I please,” said milady, 
becoming excited ; every soldier must be ambitious, must he not? You 
are now a lieutenant — ^you will follow me to the grave with the rank of 
captain.” 

“What have I then done to you,” said Felton, much agitated, “that 
you should load me with such a responsibility before God and before 
men? In a few days you will be away from this place ; your life, madame, 
will then no longer be under my care, and,” added he with a sigh, 
"then you can do what you will with it,” 

"So,” cried milady, as if she could not resist giving utterance to a 
holy indignation, "you, a pious man, you who are called a just man, 
you ask but one thing — ^and that is that you may not be inculpated, 
annoyed, by my death!” 

"It is my duty to watch over your life, madame, and I will watch 
over it.” 

"But do you understand the mission you are fulfilling, A sufficiently 
cruel one if I am guilty, but what name can you give it, what name 
will the lord give it, if I am innocent?” * 

"I am a soldier, madame, and perform the orders I have received.” 

"Do you believe, then, that at the last day of judgment God will 
separate blind executioners from iniquitous ju%es ! You are not will- 
ing that I should, kill my body, and you make yourself the agent of him 
who would kill my soul !” 

“But I repeat it again to you,” replied Felton in great emotion; 
"no danger threatens you; I will answer for Lord de Winter as 
for myself.” 

“Senseless man !” cried milady, "poor senseless man ! who dares to 
answer for another man, when the wisest, when those most after God’s 
own heart, hesitate to answer for themselves ; and who ranges himself 
on the side of the strongest and the most fortunate, to crush the weakest 
and the mo.st unfortunate.” 

“Impossible, madame, impossible,” murmured Felton, who felt to 
the bottom of his heart the justness of this argument: “a prisoner, 
you shall not recover your liberty by my means; living, you shall not 
lose your life by my means !” 

“Yes,” cried milady, “but I shall lose that which is much dearer to 
me than life, I shall lose my honor, Felton; and it is you, you whom 
I make re.sponsible, before God and befofe men, for my shame and 
my infamy.” 

This time Felton, fmpassable as he was, or appealed to be, could 
not resist the secret influence which had already taken possession of 
him ; to see this woman, so beautiful, fair as the brightest vision, to see 
her by turns overcome with grief and threatening to resist aj: once the 
ascendency of grief and beauty, it was too much for a visionary, it was 
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too much for a brain weakened by the ardent dreams of an ecstatic 
faith, it was too much for a heart corroded by the love of heaven 
that burns, by the hatred of men that devours. 

Milady saw the trouble, she felt by intuition the flame of the op- 
posing passions which burned with the blood in the veins of the young 
fanatic; and, like a skillful general, who, seeing the enemy ready to 
surrender, marches toward him with a cry of victory, she rose, beautiful 
as an antique priestess, inspired like a Christian virgin, her arms ex- 
tended, her throat uncovered, her hair disheveled, holding with one 
hand her robe modestly drawn over her breast, her look illumined by 
that fire which had already created such disorder in the veins of the 
young Puritan, she stepped toward him, crying out with a vehement 
air, and in her melodious voice, to which, on this octasion, she com- 
municated a terrible energy: 

“Let this victim to Baal be sent, 

To the lions the martyr be thrown. 

Thy God shall teach thee to repent ! 

From the abyss he’ll give ear to my moan.” 

Felton stood before this strange apparition, like one petrified. 

“Who art thou ? who art thou ?” cried he, clasping his hands ; “art 
thou a messenger from God, art thou a minister from hell, art thou an 
angel or a demon, callest thou thyself Eloa or Astarte?” 

“Do you not know me, Felton? I am neither an angel nor a demon, 
I am a daughter of earth, I am a sister of thy faith, that is all.” 

“Yes ! yes !” said Felton, “I doubted, but now I believe !” 

“You believe, and still you are an accomplice of that child of Belial, 
who is called Lord de Winter! You believe, and yet you leave me in 
the hands of my enemies, of the enemy of England, of the enemy of 
God! You believe, and yet you deliver me up to him who fills and 
defiles the world with his heresies and debaucheries, to that infamous 
Sardanapalus, whom the blind call the Duke of Buckingham, and whom 
true believers name Antichrist!” 

“I deliver you up to Buckingham! I! what mean you by that?” 

“They have eyes,” cried milady, “and they will not see ; they have 
ears, and they will not hear.” 

“Yes ! yes !” said Felton, passing his hands over his brow, covered 
with sweat, as if to remove his last doubt ; “yes, I recognize the voice 
which speaks to me in my dreams ; yes, I recognize the features of the 
angel that appears to me every night, crying to my soul, which cannot 
sleep; 'Strike, save England, save thyself, for thou wilt die without 
having disarmed God!’ Speak! speak!” cried Felton, “I can under- 
stand you now.” ^ * 

A flash of terrible joy, but rapid as thought, gleamed from the eyes 
of milady. 

Howqyer fugitive this homicide flash, Felton saw it, and started 
as if its light had revealed the abysses of this woman’s heart. He re- 
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called, all at once, the warnings of I^ord de Winter, the seductions of 
milady, her first attempts after her arrival ; he drew back a step, and 
hung down his head, without, however, ceasing to look at her: as if 
fascinated by this strange creature, he could not remove his e^es from 
her eyes. 

Milady was not a woman to misunderstand the meaning of this 
hesitation. Under her apparent emotions, her icy coolness never aban- 
doned her. Before Felton replied, and before she should be forced 
to resume this conversation, so difficult to be sustained in the same 
exalted tone, she let her hands fall, and as if the weakness of the woman 
overpowered the enthusiasm of the inspired fanatic — ■ 

“But no,” said she, “it is not for me to be the Judith to deliver 
Bethulia from this Holofernes.' The swdrd of the eternal is too heavy 
for my arm. Allow me then to avoid, dishonor by death, let me take 
refuge in martyrdom. I do not ask you for liberty, as a guilty one 
would, nor for vengeance, as a pagan would. Let me die, that is all I 
supplicate you, I implore you on my knees ; let me die, and my last 
sigh shall be a blessing for my saviour.” 

At hearing that voice, so sweet and suppliant, at viewing that look, 
so timid and downcast, Felton reproached himself. By degrees the 
enchantress had clothed herself with that magic adornment which she 
assumed and threw aside at will, that is to say, beauty, meekn€ss, and 
tears, and above all, the irresistible attraction of mystical voluptuousness, 
the most devouring of all voluptuousness. 

“Alas!” said Felton, “I can do but one thing, which is, to pity you, 
if you prove to me you are a victim! Lord de Winter alleges cruel 
accusations against you. You are a Christian, you are my sister in 
religion ; I feel myself drawn toward you, I, who have never loved any 
one but my benefactor, I, who have met with nothing but traitors and 
impious men. But you, niadame, so beautiful in reality, you, so pure 
in appearance, must have committed great iniquities for Lord de Winter 
to pursue you thus.” 

“They have eyes,” repeated milady, with an accent of indescribable 
grief, “and they will not see ; they have ears, and they will not hear.” 

“But,” cried the young officer, “speak ! speak, then I” 

“Confide my shame to you,” cried milady, with the blush of modesty 
upon her countenance, “for often the crime of one becomes the shame 
of another; confide my shame to you, a man, and I a woman! Oh!” 
continued she, placing her hand modestly over her beautiful eyes, “never ! 
never! I could not!” 

“But to me, to a brother?” said Felton. 

Milady looked at him for some time wifh an expression which the 
young man took for doubt, but which, however, was nothing but ob- 
servation, or rather thd^will to fascinate. o 

Felton, in his turn a suppliant, clasped his hands. 

“Well then,” said milady, “I confide in my brother, I will dare to 

At this moment the steps of Lord de Winter were heard ; but this 
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time the terrible brother-in-law of milady did not content himself, as 
on the preceding day, with passing before the door and going away 
again ; he stopped, exchanged two words with the sentinel, then the door 
opened,, and he appeared. 

During these two words, Felton drew back suddenly, and when 
Lord de Winter entered, he was at several paces from the prisoner. 

The baron entered slowly, carrying a scrutinizing glance from milady 
to the young officer. 

“You have been a long time here, John,” said he; “has this woman 
been relating her crimes to you? In that case I can comprehend the 
length of the conversation.” 

Felton started, and milady felt she was lost if she did not come 
to the assistance of the disconcerted Puritan. 

“Ah ! you fear your prisoner should escape,” sai^ she ; “well ! ask 
your worthy gaoler what favor I was but this instant soliciting of him.” 

“You were soliciting a favor?” said the baron suspiciously. 

“Yes, my lord,” replied the young man, in some confusion. 

“And what favor, pray?” asked Lord de Winter. 

“A knife, which she would return to me through the grating of the 
door, a minute after she had received it,” replied Felton. 

“There is some one then concealed here, whose throat this amiable 
lady is (desirous of cutting,” said De Winter in an ironical, contemptuous 
tone. 

“There is myself,” replied milady. 

“I have given you the choice between America and Tyburn,” replied 
Lord de Winter ; “choose Tyburn, milady ; believe me, the cord is more 
certain than the knife.” 

Felton grew pale, and made a step forward, remembering that at 
the moment die entered milady had a rope in her hand. 

“You are right,” said she, “I have often thought of it;” then she 
added, in a low voice, “and I will think of it again.” 

Felton felt a shudder run to the marrow of his bones; probably 
Lord de Winter perceived this emotion. 

“Mistrust yourself, John,” said he; “I have placed reliance upon 
you, my friend ; beware ; I have warned you. But be of good courage, 
my lad, in three days we shall be delivered from this creature, and where 
I shall send her to, she can hurt nobody.” 

“You hear him!” cried milady with vehemence, so that the baron 
might believe she was addressing heaven, and that Felton might un- 
derstand she was addressing him. 

Felton hung down his head and appeared buried in thought. 

The. baron took the young officer by the arm, turning his head over 
his shoulder, so as not to lose sight of milady till he was gone out. 

“Alas !” sai^ the prisoner, when the door wa§ shut, “I am not so far 
advanced as I expected, I fear. De Winter has changed his usual 
stupidity into a prudence hitherto foreign to him — it is the desire of 
vengeance, and new desires form a man! As to Felton, he hesitates. 
Ah ! he is not a man like that cursed D’Artagnan. A Puritan only adores 



414 


The Three Musketeers 

virgins, and he adores them by clasping his hands. A musketeer loves 
women, and he loves them by clasping his arms round them,” 

Milady waited then with much impatience, for she feared the day 
would pass away without her seeing Felton again. But, in ^an hour 
after the scene we have just related, she heard some one speaking in 
a low voice at the door ; soon after the door opened, and she perceived 
Felton, 

The young man advanced into the room with a quick step, leaving 
the door open behind him, and making a sign to milady to be silent ; 
his face was much agitated. 

“What do you want wnth me?” said she. 

“Listen,” replied Felton in a low voice; “I have just sent away 
the sentinel, tht^ I might remain here, without its being known I was 
come here, that I might speak to you without having that I say to you 
overheard by others. The baron has just related a frightful history to 
me.” 

Milady assumed her smile of a resigned victim, and shook her head. 

“Either you are a demon,” continued Felton, “or the baron, my 
benefactor, my father, is a monster. I have known you four days, I 
have loved him four years; I therefore may hesitate between you; 
but be not alarmed at what I say, I want to be convinced. To-night, 
after twelve, I will come and see and listen to you, and you will con- 
vince me.” 

“No, Felton, no, my brother, the sacrifice is too great, and I feel 
what it must cost you. No, I am lost, do not be lost with me. My death 
will be much more eloquent than my life, and the silence of the corpse 
will convince you much better than the words of the prisoner.” 

“Be silent, madame,” cried Felton, “and do not speak to me thus; 
I came to entreat you to promise me upon your honor,’ to swear to 
me by what you hold most sacred, that you will make no attempt upon 
your life.” 

“I will not promise,” said milady, “for no one has more respect 
for a promise or an oath than I have, and if I make a promise I must 
keep it.” 

“Well,” said Felton, “only promise till after you have seen me again. 
If, when you have seen me again, you still persist — ^well ! then you shall 
be free, and I myself will give you the weapon you desire.” 

“Well!” said milady, “for your sake I will wait.” 

“Swear it.” 

“I swear I will, by our God. Are you satisfied ?” 

“I am,” said Felton; “till night, then.” 

And he darted out of the room, shut the door, and waited in the 
corridor, the soldier’s half-pike in his hand, and as if he had mounted 
guard in his place, r „ 

When the soldier returned, Felton gave him back his weapon. 

Then, through the grating to which she had drawn near, milady 
saw the young man cross himself with a delirious fervor, and depart 
in an apparent transport of joy. ^ 
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As for her, she returned to her place with a smile of savage con- 
tempt upon her lips, and repeated, blaspheming, that terrible name of 
God, by which she had just sworn without ever having learned to 
know Pi^ni. 

“My God!” said she, “what a senseless fanatic! my God, it is I, I, 
and he wdio will help me to avenge myself,” 


CHAPTER LVI. 

THE FIFTH DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 

Milady had however achieved a half-triumph, and the success ob- 
tained doubled her strength. 

It was not a difficult thing to conquer, as she had hitherto done, 
men prompt to allow themselves to be seduced, and whom the gallant 
education of a court led quickly into her snares ; milady was handsome 
enough not to find much resistance on the part of the flesh, and she was 
sufficiently skillful to prevail over all the obstacles of the mind. 

But this time she had to contend with a wild nature, concentrated 
and insensible by the power of austerity ; religion and its observances 
had made Felton a man inaccessible to ordinary seductions. There 
fermented in that heated brain plans so vast, projects so tumultous, that 
there remained no room for any capricious or material love, that senti- 
ment which is fed by leisure and grows with corruption. Milady had 
then made a breach, with her false virtue, in the opinion of a man hor- 
ribly prejudiced against her, and by her beauty in the heart of a man 
hitherto chaste and pure. In short, she had acquired a knowledge of 
her means, till this instance unknown to herself, by this experiment, 
made upon the most rebellious subject that nature and religion cotild 
submit to her study. 

Many a time, nevertheless, during the evening, she despaired of 
fate and of herself: she did not invoke God, we very well know, but 
she had faith in the genius of evil, that immense sovereignty which reigns 
in all the details of human life, and by which, as in the Arabian fable, 
a single pomegranate seed is sufficient to reconstruct a ruined world 

Milady, being well prepared for the reception of Felton, w'as able to 
erect her batteries for the next day. She knew she had only two days' 
left ; that when once the order was signed by Buckingham — ^and Buck 
ingham would sign it the more readily from its bearing a false name, and 
that he could not, therefore, recognize the woman in question — once this, 
order signed, we say, the baron would make her embark immediately 
and she knew very well tha* women condemned to transportation emploj 
arms much less powerful in their seductions than the pretendedly vir 
tuous woman ivhose beauty is enlightened by*the sun of the worla 
which style of beauty the voice of fashion lauds, and whom a halo o‘ 
aristocracy gilds with its enchanting splendors. To be a woman con- 
demned to a painful and disgraceful punishment is no impediment to 
beauty, but it is an obstacle to the regaining of power. Like all persons 
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of real genius, milady was acquainted with what suited her nature and 
her means. Poverty was destruction to her — degradation took away 
two-thirds of her greatness. Milady was only a queen among queens. 
The pleasure of satisfied pride was necessary for her dominatipn. To 
command inferior beings was rather a humiliation than a pleasure for 
her. 

She should certainly return from her exile — she did not doubt that a 
single instant; but how long might this exile last? For an active, 
ambitious nature, like that of milady, days not spent in mounting are 
inauspicious days ! what word, then, can be found to describe those in 
which they descend ? To lose a year, two years, three years, is to talk 
of an eternity ; to return after the death or disgrace of the cardinal, per- 
haps ; to return when D’ Artagnan and his friends, happy and trium- 
phant, should have received from the queen the reward they had well 
acquired by the services they had rendered her — ^these were devouring 
ideas that a woman like milady could not endure. For the rest, the 
storm which raged within her doubled her strength, and she would 
have burst the walls of her prison if her body had been able to take 
for a single instant the proportions of her mind. 

Then that which spurred her on additionally in the midst of all 
this was the remembrance of the cardinal. What must the mistrustful, 
restless, suspicious cardinal think of her silence; the cardinal, not 
merely her only support, her only prop, her only protector in the present, 
but still further, the principal instrument of her future fortune and 
vengeance? She knew him — she knew that at her return it would be 
in vain to tell him of her imprisonment, in vain to enlarge upon the 
sufferings she had undergone — ^the cardinal would reply, with the sar- 
castic calmness of the skeptic, strong at once by power and genius, “You 
should not have allowed yourself to be taken.” 

Then milady collected all her energies, murmuring in the depths 
of her soul the name of Felton, the only beam of light that penetrated 
to her in the hell into which she was fallen; and like a serpent which 
folds and unfolds its rings to ascertain its strength, she enveloped Felton 
beforehand in the thousand meshes of her inventive imagination. 

Time, however, passed away; the hours, one after another, seemed 
to awaken the clock as they passed, and every blow of the brass hammer 
resounded upon the heart of the prisoner. At nine o’clock de Winter 
made his customary visit, examined the window and the bars, sounded 
the floor and the walls, looked to the chimney and the doors, without, 
during this long and minute examination, he or milady pronouncing a 
single word. ^ 

Doubtless both of them understood that the situation had become 
too serious to lose tirqe in useless words and aimless ^passion. 

“Well,” said the baron, on leaving her, “you will not escape this 
night!” 

At ten o’clock, Felton came and placed the sentinel ; milady recog- 
nized his step. She was as well -acquainted with it now as a nfistress is 
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with that of the lover of_ her heart, and yet milady at the same time 
detested <tnd despised this weak fanatic. 

That was not the appointed hour— Felton would not come in. 

Tww .hours after, as the clock struck twelve, the sentinel was re- 
lieved. 

This time it was the hour, and from this moment milady waited with 
impatience. 

The new sentinel commenced his walk in the corridor. 

At me expiration of tp minutes Felton came. 

Milady was all attention. 

“Listen,” said the young man to the sentinel ; “on no pretense leave 
the dooi, for you know that last night my lord punished a soldier for 
having quitted his post for an instant, although I, during his absence, 
watched in his place.” 

“Yes, I know he did,” said the soldier. 

“I recommend you, therefore, to keep the strictest watch. For my 
part, I am going to pay a second visit to this woman who, I fear, enter- 
tains sinister intentions upon her own life, and I have received orders 
to watch her.” 

“Good !” murmured milady ; “the austere Puritan has learned to lie !” 

As to the soldier, he only smiled. 

“Zounds! lieutenant,” said he, “you are not very unlucky in being 
charged with such commissions, particularly if my lord has authorized 
you to look in her bed!” 

Felton blushed ; under any other circumstances he would have repri- 
manded the soldier for indulging in such a joke, but his conscience 
murmured too highly to allow his mouth to dare to speak. 

“K I call, come in,” said he; “if any one comes, call me.” 

“I will, lieutenant,” said the soldier. 

Felton entered milady’s apartment. Milady arose. 

“You are come, then !” said she. 

“I promised you I would come,” said Felton, “and I am come,” 

“You promised me other things besides.” 

“What? my God!” said the young man, who, in spite of his self- 
command, felt his knees tremble, and the sweat start from his brow. 

“You promised to bring a knife, and to leave it with me after our 
conversation.” 

“Say no more of that, madame,” said Felton ; “there is no situation, 
however terrible it may be, which can authorize one of God’s creatures 
to inflict death upon itself. I have reflected, and I cannot, must not be 
capable of such a sin.” 

“Ah, you have reflected!” said the prisoner, sitting down in her 
fauteuil, with a smile of disdain; “and I also have reflected!” 

“Upon what,? To what purpose?” « 

“That I can have nothing to say to a man who does not keep his 
word.” ■ 

“Oh! my God!” murmured Felton. 

“You may retire,” said milady; “I shall not speak,” 
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“Here is the laiife!” said Felton, drawing from his pocket the 
weapon which, according to his promise, he had brought, but which he 
hesitated to give to the prisoner. 

“Let me see it," said milady. 

“For what purpose ?” 

“Upon my honor I will instantly return it to you; you shall place it 
on that table, and you remain between it and me.” 

Felton held the weapon to milady, who examined the temper of it 
attentively, and who tried the point on the tip of her finger. 

“Well,” said she, returning the knife to the young officer, “this is 
fine and good steel ; you are a faithful friend, Felton,” 

Felton took back the weapon, and laid it upon the table, as liad been 
agreed. ^ 

Milady followed him with eyes, unable to refrain from a gesture of 
satisfaction. 

“Now,” said she, “listen to me.” 

The recommendation was useless: the young officer stood upright 
oefore her, awaiting her words, as if to devour them. 

“Felton,” said milady, with a solemnity full of melancholy, “if your 
sister, the daughter of your father, said to you : 

“ *Still young, unfortunately handsome, I was dragged into a snare, 
I resisted ; ambushes and violences were multiplied around me, I re- 
sisted ; the religion I serve, the God I adore, were blasphemed because 
I called upon that religion and that God, I resisted; then outrages were 
heaped upon me, and as my soul was not subdued, it was determined to 
defile my body forever. In short- — ’ ” 

Milady stopped, and a bitter smile passed over her lips. 

“In short,” said Felton, “in short, what did they do?” 

“At length, one evening, my enemy resolved to paralyze the resist- 
ance he could not conquer; one evening he mixed a powerful narcotic 
with my water. Scarcely had I finished my repast, when I felt myself 
sink by degrees into a strange torpor. Although I was without sus- 
picion, a vague fear seized me, and I endeavored to struggle against 
sleep. I arose ; I endeavored to run to the window, and call for help, 
but my limbs refused their office. It appeared as if the ceiling sank tipon 
my head, and crushed me with its w^'eight! I stretched out my arms, 
I endeavored to speak; I could only utter inarticulate sounds, and ir- 
resistible faintness came over me; I supported myself by a jauteuil, 
feeling that I was about to fall, but this support was soon useless, for 
my weak arms. I fell upon one knee, then upon both. I tried to pray, 
but my tongue was frozen ; God, doubtless^ neither heard nor saw me, 
and I sank down upon the floor, a prey to a sleep which resembled 
death. * ^ 

“Of all that passed in that sleep, or the time which glided away 
while it lasted, I have no remembrance; the only thing I recollect is, 
that I awoke in bed, in a round chamber, the furniture of which was 
sumptuous, and into which light only penetrated by an opening in the 
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ceiling. JMo door gave entrance to the room: it might be called a mag- 
nificent prison. 

“It was a long time before I was able to make out what place I was 
in, or to take account of the details I describe; my mind appeared to 
strive in vain to shake off the heavy darkness of the sleep from which 
I could not rouse myself. I had vague perceptions of a space traveled 
over, of the rolling of a carriage, of a horrible dream, in which my 
strength had become exhausted ; but all this was so dark and indistinct 
in my mind, that these events seemed to belong to another life than 
mine, and yet mixed with mine by a fantastic duality. 

“At times, the state into which I was fallen appeared so strange that 
I thought I was dreaming. I arose tremblingly, my clothes were near 
'me on a chair; I neither remembered having undressed myself, nor 
going to bed. Then by degrees the reality broke upon%ie, full of mod- 
est terrors : I was no longer in the house I had dwelt in. As well as I 
could judge by the light of the sun, the day was already two-thirds 
gone. It was the evening before that I had fallen asleep; my sleep 
then must have lasted twenty-four hours ! What had taken place during 
this long sleep ? 

“I dressed myself as quickly as possible; my slow and stiff motions 
all attested that the effects of the narcotic were not all yet dissipated. 
The clifiin^ber was evidently furnished for the reception of a woman; 
and the most finished coquette could not have formed a wish which, on 
casting her eyes round the apartment, she would not have found ac- 
complished. 

“Certainly, I was not the first captive that had been shut up in this 
splendid prison ; but you may easily comprehend, Felton, that the more 
superb the prison the greater was my terror. 

“Yes, it was a prison, for I endeavored in vain to get out of it. I 
sounded all the walls in the hopes of discovering a door, but every- 
where the walls returned a full and flat sound. 

“I made the tour of the room at least twenty times, in search of an 
outlet of some kind ; there was none — I sank exhausted with fatigue 
and terror into a fautetdl. 

“In the meantime, night came on rapidly, and with night my terrors 
increased : I did not know whether I had Isetter remain where I was 
seated ; it appeared that I was surrounded with unknown dangers, into 
which I was about to fall at every instant. Although I had eaten noth- 
ing since the evening before, my fears prevented my feeling hunger. 

“No noise from without, by which I could measure the time, reached 
me ; I only supposed it must be seven or eight o’clock in the evening, for 
we were in the month of October, and it was quite dark. 

“All at once, the noise of a door turning on its hinges made me start ; 
a globe of fire appeared above the glazed openingi of the ceiling, casting 
a strong light into my chamber, and I perceived with terror that a man 
was standing within a few paces of me. 

“A table, with two covers, bearing a supper ready prepared, stood, 
as if by rtlagic, in the middle of the apartment. 
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‘'That man was he who had pursued me during a whole year, who 
had vowed my dishonor, and who, by the first words that issued from 
his mouth, gave me to understand he had accomplished it the preceding 
night.” 

“Infamous villain!” murmured Felton, 

“Oh, yes, infamous villain!” cried milady, seeing the interest which 
the young officer, whose soul seemed to hang on her lips, took in this 
strange recital, i 

“Oh, yes, the infamous villain! he believed that, by having tri- 
umphed over me in my sleep, all was completed ; he came, hoping that 
I should accept my shame, as my shame was consummated ; he came to 
offer his fortune in exchange for my love. 

“All that the heart of a woman could contain of haughty contempt 
and disdainful words I poured out upon this man. Doubtless he was 
accustomed to such reproaches, for he listened to me calm and smiling, 
with his arms crossed over his breast ; then, when he thought I had said 
all, he advanced toward me ; I sprang toward the table, I seized a knife, 
I placed it to my breast. 

“ ‘Take one step more,’ said I, ‘and, in addition to my dishonor, you 
shall have my death to reproach yourself with !’ 

“There was no doubt, in my look, my voice, my whole person, that 
truth of gesture, of pose and action which carries conviction to the most 
perverse minds, for he stopped. 

‘“Your death!’ said he; ‘oh, no, you are too charming a mistress to 
allow me to consent to lose you thus, after what has happened. Adieu, 
my charmer ; I will wait to pay you my next visit till you are in a better 
humor.’ 

“At these words he blew a whistle : the globe of fire which lighted 
the room reascended and disappeared ; I found myself again in complete 
darkness. The same noise of the door opening and shutting was re- 
peated the instant afterward, the flaming globe descended afresh, and I 
was completely alone. 

“This moment was frightful ; if I had had any doubts of my mis- 
fortune, these doubts had vanished in an overwhelming reality : I was 
in the power of a man whom I not only detested, but despised ; of a man 
capable of anything, who had already given me a fatal proof of what he 
was able to do,” 

“But who, then, was this man ?” asked Felton. 

“I passed the night in a chair, starting at the least noise ; for toward 
midnight the lamp went out, and I again was in darkness. But the night 
passed away, without any fresh attempt on the part of my persecutor; 
day came — ^the table Jiad disappeared, only I had still the knife in my 
hand.,'..' 

“This knife was my only hope. 

“I was worn out with fatigue ; want of sleep inflamed my eyes ; I 
had not ventured to sleep a single instant. The light of day reassured 
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me ; I went and threw myself on the bed, without parting with the liber- 
ator knife, which I concealed under my pillow. 

“When I awoke, a fresh table was served. 

“This time, in spite of my terrors, in spite of my agony, I began to 
feel a devouring hunger — it was forty-eight hours since I had taken any 
nourishments ; I ate some bread and some fruit ; then remembering the 
narcotic mixed with the water I had drunk, I would not touch that 
which was placed on the table, but filled my glass at a marble fountain 
fixed in the wall, over my toilet. 

“And yet, notwithstanding these precautions, I remained for some 
time in a terrible agitation of mind. But my fears were ill-founded ; I 
passed the day without experiencing anything of the kind I dreaded. 

“I took the precaution to half empty the carafe, in order that my 
suspicion might not be noticed. 

“The evening came on, and with it darkness; but, however profound 
was this darkness, my eyes began to be accustomed to it; I saw the 
table sink through the floor ; a quarter of an hour after it reappeared, 
bearing my supper ; and in an instant, thanks to the lamp, my chamber 
was once more lighted. 

“I was determined to eat only such objects as could not possibly have 
anything soporific introduced into them : two eggs and some fruit com- 
posed my repast, then I drew another glass of water from my protecting 
fountain, and drank it. 

“After swallowing a mouthful or two, it appeared to me not to have 
the same taste that it had in the morning: a suspicion instantly seized 
me — I stopped, but I had already drunk half a glassful of it. 

. “I threw the rest away with horror and waited, with the dew of fear 
upon my brow, 

“There was no doubt that some invisible witness had seen me draw 
the water from that fountain, and had taken advantage of my confidence 
in it, the better to assure my ruin, so cruelly resolved upon, so cruelly 
pursued. 

“Half an hour had not passed when the same symptoms began to 
appear ; only, as I had only drunk half a glass of the water, I contended 
longer, and, instead of falling entirely asleep, I sank into a state of 
drowsiness, which left me a perception of what was passing around me, 
while depriving me of the strength either to defend myself or to fly. 

“I dragged myself toward the bed, to seek the only defense I had 
left — ^my preserver knife — ^but I could not reach the bolster; I sank on 
my knees, my hands clasped round one of the bedposts ; then I felt that 
I was lost.” 

Felton became frightfully pale, and a convulsive tremor crept through 
his whole body. 

“And whaf was most terrible,” continued milady, her voice altered, 
as if she still experienced the same agony as at that awful minute, “was 
that at this time I retained a consciousness of the danger that threat- 
ened me'; was that my soul, if I may say so, waked in my sleeping body; 
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was that I saw, was that I heard. It is true that all was like a dream, 
but it was not the less frightful. 

“I saw the lamp ascend, and leave me in darkness ; then I heard the 
so well-known creaking of the door, although I had heard that door 
open but twice. 

“I felt instinctively that some one approached me : it is said that the 
doomed wretch in the deserts of America thus feels the approach of the 
serpent. 

‘T endeavored to make an effort, I attempted to cry out ; by an in- 
credible effort of will I even raised myself up, but only to sink down 
again immediately, and to fall into the arms of my persecutor.” 

“Tell me who this man was !” cried the young officer. 

Milady saw at a single glance all the painful feelings she inspired in 
Felton, by dwelfing on every detail of her recital ; but she would not 
spare him a single pang. The more profoundly she wounded his heart, 
the more certainly he would avenge her. She continued, then, as if she 
had not heard his exclamation, or as if she thought the moment was not 
yet come to reply to it. 

“Only this time it was no longer an inert body, without feeling, that 
the villain had to deal with; I have told you that, without being able to 
regain the complete exercise of my faculties, I retained the sense of my 
danger. I struggled, then, with all my strength, and doubtless opposed, 
weak as I was, a long resistance, for I heard him cry out : 

“ 'These miserable Puritans ! I knew very well that they tired out 
their executioners, but I did not think they had been so strong against 
their lovers!’ 

“Alas! this desperate resistance could not last long; I felt my 
strength fail, and this time it was not my sleep that enabled the villain 
to prevail, but my swooning.” 

Felton listened without uttering any word or sound but a kind of 
inward expression of agony ; the sweat streamed down his marble brow, 
and his hand, under his coat, tore his breast in nervous excitement. 

“My first impulse, on coming to myself, was to feel under my pillow 
for the knife I had not been able to reach ! if it had not been useful for 
defense, it might at least serve in expiation. 

“But on taking this knife, Felton, a terrible idea occurred to me, I 
have sworn to tell you all, and I will tell you all ; I have promised you 
the truth — I will tell it, were it to destroy me.” 

“The idea came into your mind to avenge yourself on this man, did 
it not?” cried Felton, 

"Yes,” said milady. “The idea was not that of a Christian, I knew; 
but, without doubt, thjat eternal enemy of our souls, that lion roaring 
constantly around us, breathed it into my mind. In short, w'hat shall I 
say to you, Felton ?” continued milady, in the tone of a woman accusing 
herself of a crime. “This idea occurred to me, and did not leave me ; it 
is of this homicidal thought that 1 now bear the punishment.” ^ 
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-Continue! continue!” said Felton; “I am eager to see you attain 

your vengeance ! 

“Oh, I resolved that it should take place as soon as possible; I had 
no doubt he would return the following night. During the day I had 
nothing to fear. 

“When the hour of breakfast came, therefore, I did not hesitate to 
eat and drink. I determined to make believe to sup, but to take nothin? • 
I was forced, then, by the nourishment of the morning, to combat the 
fast of the evening. 

"Only 1 concealed a glass of water, which formed part of my break- 
fast, tinrst having been the chief of my sufferings when I had remained 
forty-eight hours without eating or drinking. 

“The day passed away, without having any other influence on me 
than to strengthen the resolution I had formed ; only®^ took care that 
my face should not betray the thoughts of my heart, for I had no doubt 
I was watched ; several times, even, I felt a smile upon my lips Felton 
I dare not tell you at what idea I smiled : you would hold me in hor- 
ror — 

“Go on ! go on !” said Felton; “you see plainly that I listen, and that 
I am anxious to know the end.” 


‘Evening came, the ordinary events were accomplished: during the 
darkness, as before, my table was covered, then the lamp was lighted 
and I sat down to table ; I only ate some fruit ; I pretended to pour out 
water from the carafe, but I only drank that which I had saved in my 
glass ; the substitution was made so carefully that my spies, if I had any 
could have no suspicion of it. 


“After supper, T exhibited the same marks of languor as on the pre- 
ceding evenings: but this time, as if I yielded to fatigue, or as if I had 
become familiarized with danger, I dragged myself towards my bed 
let my robe fall, and got in. 

“i found my knife where I had placed it, under my pillow, and, while 
feigning to sleep, my hand grasped the handle of it convulsively. ’ 

“Two hours passed away without anything fresh occurring this 
time. Oh, my God ! who could have said so the evening before ! I be- 
gan to fear that he would not come! 

“At length I saw the lamp rise softly, and disappear in tb.e depths 
of the celling; my chamber was filled with darkness and obscurity, but 
I made a .strong effort to penetrate this darkness and obscurity. 

“Nearly ten minutes passed; I heard no other noise but the beating 
of my own heart. ^ 

“I implored heaven that he might come. 


“At length I heard the «well-known noise of the door which opened 
and shut ; T heard, notwithstanding the thickness of the carpet, a step 
which made the floor creak; I saw, notwithst^ding the darkness, a 
shadow which approached my bed.” 

“Make haste, make haste!” said Felton; “do you not see that every 
one of your words burns me like molten lead ?” 

"Then,” continued milady, “then I collected all my strength, I re- 
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called to my mind that the moment of vengeance, or, rather, of justice, 
had struck. I looked upon myself as another Judith: I gathered myself 
up, my knife in my hand, and when I saw him near me, stretching out 
his arms to find his victim, then, with the last cry of agony and^ despair, 
I struck him in the middle of his breast. 

“The miserable villain ! he had foreseen all ! his breast was covered 
with a coat of mail : the knife was bent against it. 

“ ‘Ah! ah I’ cried he, seizing my arm, and wresting from me the 
weapon that had so ill-seconded my design, ‘you want to take my life, 
do you, my pretty Puritan ! but that’s more than dislike, that’s ingrati- 
tude ! Come, come, calm yourself, my sweet girl I I thought you were 
become kinder. I am not one of these tyrants who detain women by 
force. You don’t love me ; with my usual fatuity, I doubted of it ; now 
I am convinced." To-morrow you shall be free.’ 

“I had but one wish, and that was that he should kill me. 

“ ‘Beware I’ said I, 'ior my liberty is your dishonor.’ 

“ ‘Explain yourself, my pretty Sibyl.’ 

“‘Yes; for no sooner shall I have left this place, than I will tell 
ever3rthing; I will proclaim the violence you have used toward me; I 
will describe my captivity. I will denounce this palace of infamy. You 
are placed on high, my lord, but tremble I Above you there is the king ; 
above the king there is God I’ , 

“However perfect master he was over himself my persecutor al- 
lowed a movement of anger to escape him. I could not see the expression 
of his countenance, but I felt the arm upon which my hand was placed 
tremble. 

“ ‘Then you shall not leave this place,’ said he. 

“ ‘So be it,’ cried I, ‘then the place of my punishment will be that 
of my tomb. So be it, I will die here, and you will see if a phantom that 
accuses is not more terrible than a living being that threatens.’ 

“ ‘You shall have no weapon left in your power.’ 

“ ‘There is a weapon which despair has placed within the reach of 
every creature that has the courage to make use of it. I will allow 
myself to die with hunger.’ 

“ ‘Come, come,’ said the wretch, ‘is not peace much better than such 
a war as that ? I will restore you to liberty this moment ; I will pro- 
claim you a piece of immaculate virtue; I will name you the Liicretia 
of England.’ 

“ ‘And I will say that you are the Sextus ; I will denounce you be- 
fore men as I have denounced you before God ; and if it be necessary 
that, like Lucretia, I should sign my accusation with my blood, I will 
sign it.’ 

“ ‘Ah I’ said my enemy, in a jeering tone, ‘that’s quite another thing. 
Ma foi! everything considered, you are very well off 'here, you shall 
want for nothing, and if you choose to die of hunger — ^why, that will 
be your own fault.’ 

“At these words he retired; I heard the door open and shut, and I 
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remained overwhelmed, still less, I confess it, by my grief than by the 
shame of not having avenged myself. 

“He kept his word. All that day, all the next night passed away, 
without my seeing him again. But I also kept my word with him, and 
I neither ate nor drank; I was, as I had told him, resolved to die of 
hunger. 

“I passed the day and the night in prayer, for I hoped that God would 
pardon me my suicide, 

“The second night the door opened ; I was lying on the floor, for my 
strength began to abandon me. 

“At the noise I raised myself up on one hand. 

“‘Well!’ said a voice which vibrated in too terrible a manner in my 
ear not to be recognized; ‘well! are we softened a little, y^ill we not pay 
for our liberty with a single promise of silence? Come, I am a good 
sort of a prince,’ added he, ‘and although I am not very partial to Puri- 
tans, I do them justice, as well as to female Puritans, when they are 
pretty. Come, take a little oath for me on the cross, I won’t ask any- 
thing more of you.’ 

“ ‘Upon the cross,’ cried I, rising up, for at that abhorred voice I had 
recovered all my strength; ‘upon the cross! I swear that no promise, no 
menace, no force, no torture shall close my mouth ; upon the cross ! I 
swear t© denounce you everywhere as a murderer, as a despoiler of 
honor, as a base coward ; upon the cross ! I swear, if I ever leave this 
place, to call down vengeance upon you from the whole human race.’ 

“ ‘Beware !’ said the voice, in a threatening accent that I had never 
yet heard, ‘I have an extraordinary means, which I will not employ, but 
in the last extremity, to close your mouth, or at least to prevent any one 
from believing a word you may utter.’ 

“I musterdd all my strength to reply to him with a burst of laughter. 

“He saw that, from that time, it was an exterminal war, a war to 
the death between us. 

“ ‘Listen,’ said he, ‘I give you the rest of the night and the day of to- 
morrow; reflect, promise to be silent, and riches, consideration, even 
honor shall surround you ; threaten to speak, and I will condemn you 
to infamy.’ 

“ ‘You,’ cried I, ‘you !’ 

“ ‘To interminable, ineffaceable infamy !’ 

“‘You,’ repeated I. Oh! I declare to you, Felton, I thought him 
mad! 

“ ‘Yes, I,’ replied he, 

“ ‘Oh ! leave me,’ said I, ‘begone, if you do not desire to see me dash 
my head against that wall befere your eyes !’ 

“ ‘Very well! it is your own doing; till to-morrow evening, then! 

“ ‘Till to-mor-row evening, then,’ replied I, allowing myself to fall, 
and biting the carpet with rage. 

Felton leaned for support upon a piece of furniture, and milady saw, 
with the joy of a demon, that his strength would fail him, perhaps be- 
fore the encl of her recital. 
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CHAPTER LVII. 

MEANS FOR CLASSICAL TRAGEDY. 

After a moment of silence employed by milady in observing the 
young man who listened to her, milady continued her recital. 

“It was nearly three days since I had eaten or drunk anything, I 
suffered frightful torments; at times there passed before me clouds 
which pressed my brow, which veiled my eyes ; this was delirium. 

“When the evening came, I was so weak that at every time that I 
fainted I thanked God, for I thought I was about to die. 

“In the midst of one of these faintings, I heard the door open ; terror 
recalled me to myself. 

“He entered the apartment, followed by a man in a mask ; he was 
masked likewise ; but I knew his step, I knew his voice, I knew him by 
that imposing carriage that hell has bestowed upon his person for the 
curse of humanity. 

“ ‘Well !’ said he to me, ‘have you made your mind up to take the 
oath I have requested of you ?’ 

“ 'You have said it, Puritans have but one word ; mine you have 
heard, and that is to pursue you on earth to the tribunal of men, in 
heaven to the tribunal of God.’ , 

“ ‘You persist, then ?’ 

“ ‘I swear it before the God who hears me ; I will take the whole 
world as a witness of your crime, and that until I have found an 
avenger.’ 

“ ‘You are a prostitute,’ said he in a voice of thunder, ‘and you shall 
undergo the punishment of prostitutes! Disgraced in the eyes of the 
world you shall invoke, try to prove to that world that you are neither 
guilty nor mad I’ 

“Then, addressing the man who accompanied him : 

“ ‘Executioner,’ said he, ‘do your duty.’ ” 

“Oh! his name, his name!” cried Felton, “tell it me!” 

“Then, in spite of my cries, in spite of my resistance, for I began to 
comprehend that there was a question of something worse than death, 
the executioner seized me, threw me on the floor, fastened me with his 
bonds, and suffocated by sobs, almost without sense, invoking God, who 
did not listen to me, I uttered all at once a frightful cry of pain and 
shame; a burning fire, a red-hot iron, the iron of the executioner, was 
imprinted on my shoulder.” 

Felton uttered a groan. 

“Here,” said milady, rising with the majjesty of a queen — “here, Fel- 
ton, behold the new martyrdom invented for a pure young girl, the victim 
of the brutality of a viilain. Learn to know the heart of, men, and hence- 
forth make yourself less easily the instrument of their unjust 
vengeances.” 

Milady, with a rapid gesture, opened her robe, tore the cambric that 
covered her bosom, and red with feigned anger and simulailed shame, 
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showed the young man the ineffaceable impression which dishonored 
that beautiful shoulder. 

“But,” cried Felton, “that is a fleur-de-lis which I see there.” 

“And therein consisted the infamy,” replied milady. “Th<? brand of 
England ! — it would be necessary to prove what tribunal had imposed it 
on me, and I could have made a public appeal to all the tribunals of the 
kingdom ; but the brand of France !— oh ! by it, by it I was really branded 
indeed!” 

This was too much for Felton. 

Pale, motionless, overwhelmed by this frightful revelation, dazzled 
by the superhuman beauty of this woman, who unveiled herself before 
him with an immodesty which appeared to him sublime, he ended by fall- 
ing on his knees before her, as the early Christmas did before those pure 
and holy martyrs whom the persecution of the emperors gave up in the 
circus to the sanguinary lubricity of the populace. The brand disap- 
peared, the beauty alone remained. 

“Pardon ! pardon !” cried Felton, “oh I pardon !” 

Milady read in his eyes, love ! love 1 

“Pardon for what ?” asked she. 

“Pardon me for having joined with your persecutors.” 

Milady held out her hand to him. 

“So beautiful! so young!” cried Felton, covering that hancbwith his 
kisses. 

Milady let one of those looks fall upon him which make a slave of a 
king. 

Felton was a Puritan ; he abandoned the hand of this woman to kiss 
her feet. 

He no longer loved her, he adored her. 

When this crisis was past, when milady appeared to have resumed her 
self-possession, which she had never lost ; when Felton had seen her cover 
again with the veil of chastity those treasures of love which were only 
concealed from him to make him desire them the more ardently — 

“Ah I Now,” said he, “I have only one thing to ask of you, that is, the 
name of your true executioner, for, for me there is but one ; the other 
was an instrument, that was all.” 

“What, brother !” cried milady, “must I name him again, have you 
not divined who he is ?” 

“What!” cried Felton, “he! — again he! — always he! What! — ^the 
truly guilty?” 

“The truly guilty,” said milady, “is the ravager of England, the per- 
secutor of true believers, the base ravisher of the honor of so many 
women, he who, to satisfy a caprice of his corrupt heart, is about to make 
England shed so much blood, who protects the Protestants to-day and 
will betray them to-i?iorrow-- — ” 

“Buckingham ! it is, then, Buckingham !” cried Felton, in a high state 
of exasperation. 

Milady concealed her face in her hands, as if she could not endure 
the shame which this name recalled to her. 'r 
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“Buckingham, the executioner of this angelic creature !” cried Felton. 
“And thou hast not hurled thy thunder at him, my God ! and thou hast 
left him noble, honored, powerful, for the ruin of us all !” 

“God 'Abandons him who abandons himself,” cried milady. 

“But he will draw down upon his head the punishment reserved for 
the damned !” said Felton, with increasing warmth : “he wills that human 
vengeance should precede heavenly justice.” 

“Men fear him and spare him.” 

“I !” said Felton, “I do not fear him nor I will I spare him !” 

The soul of milady was as if bathed in an infernal joy. 

“But how can Lord de Winter, my protector, my father,” asked 
Felton, “possibly be mixed up with all this ?” 

“Listen Felton,” resumed milady, “for by the side of» base and con- 
temptible men there are often found great and generous natures, I had 
an affianced husband, a man whom I loved, and who loved me; a heart 
like yours, Felton, a man like you. I went to him and told him all; he 
knew me, that man did, and did not doubt an instant. He was a noble- 
man, a man equal to Buckingham, in eve^ respect. He said nothing, he 
only girded on his sword enveloped himself in his cloak, and went 
straight to Buckingham Palace.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Felton; “I understand how he would act; but with 
such- men it is not the sword, it is the poniard that should be employed.” 

“Buckingham had left England the day before, sent ambassador to 
Spain, to demand the hand of the Infanta for King Charles I., who was 
then only Prince of Wales. My affianced husband returned, 

“ ‘Hear me,’ said he ; “this man is gone, and for the moment has, con- 
sequently, escaped my vengeance ; but let us be united, as we were to have 
been, and then Jeave it to Lord de Winter to maintain his own honor and 
that of his wife.’ ” 

“Lord de Winter !” cried Felton. 

“Yes,” said milady, “Lord de Winter; and now you can understand 
it all, can you not? Buckingham remained nearly a year absent. A 
week before his return Lord de Winter died, leaving me his sole heir. 
Whence came the blow ? God who knows all, knows without doubt ; but 
as for me, I accuse nobody,” 

“Oh! what an abyss! what an abyss!” cried Felton. 

“Lord de Winter died without revealing anything to his brother. 
The terrible secret was to be concealed till it burst like a clap of thunder, 
over the head of the guilty. Your protector had seen with pain this mar- 
vriage of his elder brother with a portionless girl. I was sensible that I 
could look for no support from a man disappointed in his hopes of an 
inheritance. I went to France, with a determination to remain there for 
the rest of my life. But all my fortune is in England. Communication 
being closed by the war, I was in want of everything! I was then obliged 
to come back again. Six days ago I landed at Portmouth.’" 

“Well?” said Felton. 

“Well. ^Buckingham heard by some means, no doubt, of my return. 
He spoke of me to Lord de Winter, already prejudiced arainst me: and 
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told him that his sister-in-law was a prostitute, a branded woman. The 
noble and pure voice of my husband was no longer there to defend me. 
Lord de Winter believed all that was told him, with so much the more 
facility from its being his interest to believe it. He caused mie to be 
arrested, had me conducted hither, and placed me under your guard. You 
know the rest. The day after to-morrow he banishes me, he transports 
me ; the day after to-morrow he exiles me among the infamous. Oh ! the 
scheme is well laid ! the plot is clever ! my honor will not survive it ! You 
see, then, Felton, I can do nothing but die! Felton, give me that knife.” 

And, at these words, as if all her strength was exhausted, milady 
sank weak and languishing into the arms of the young officer, who, 
intoxicated with love, anger, and hitherto unknown sensations of delight, 
received her with transport, pressed her against his heart, all trembling 
at the breath from that charming mouth bewildered by the contact with 
that beautiful bosom. 

“No, no,” said he, “no, you shall live honored and pure, you shall live 
to triumph over your enemies.” 

Milady put him from her slowly with her hand, while drawing him 
nearer with her look ; but Felton, in his turn, embraced her more closely, 
imploring her like a divinity. 

“Oh, death! death!” said she, lowering her voice and her eyelids; 
oh, death rather than shame! Felton, my brother, my friend, I conjure 
you !” 

“No,” cried Felton, “no ; you shall live, and you shall be avenged.” 

“Felton, I bring misfortune to all who surround me ! Felton, abandon 
me ! Felton, let me die 1” 

“Well, then, we live and die together!” cried he, gluing his lips to 
those of the prisoner. 

Several strokes resounded on the door ; this time milady really pushed 
him away from her. 

"Hark!” said she; “we have been overheard; some one is coming! 
all is over ! we are lost !” 

“No,” said Felton ; "it is only the sentinel warning me that they are 
about to change guard.” 

“Then run to the door and open it yourself.” 

Felton obeyed, this w^oman was now his whole thought, his whole 
soul. 

He found a sergeant commanding a watch patrol. 

“Well ! what is the matter !” asked the young lieutenant. 

“You told me to open the door if I heard anyone cry out!” said the •« 
soldier ; “but you forgot to leave me the key. I heard you cry out, with- 
out understanding what you said. I tried* to open the door, but it was 
locked inside; then I called the sergeant.” 

“And here I am, ’*said the sergeant. . 

P'elton, quite bewildered, almost mad, stood speechless. 

Milady plainly perceived that it was now her turn to come forward: 
she ran to the table, and seizing the knife which Felton had laid down : 

“And by what right will you prevent me from dying ?” said she. 
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“Great God I” exclaimed Felton, on seeing the knife glitter in her 
hand. 

At that moment a burst of ironical laughter resounded through the 
corridor. • The baron, attracted by the noise, in his robe-de-chambre, his 
sword under his arm, stood in the doorway. 

“Ah ! ah !” said he ; “here we are, arrived at the last act of the tragedy. 
You see, Felton, the drama has gone through all the phases I named ; but 
be at ease, no blood will flow.” 

Milady perceived that all was lost unless she gave Felton an immedi- 
ate and terrible proof of her courage. 

“You are mistaken, my lord, blood will flow; and may that blood fall 
back on those who cause it to flow !” 

Felton uttered a cry, and rushed toward her ; he was '^soo late, milady 
had stabbed herself. 

But the knife had fortunately, we ought to say skillfully, come in 
contact with the steel busk, which at that period, like a cuirass, defended 
the chests of the women ; it had glided down it, tearing the robe, and had 
penetrated slantingly between the flesh and the ribs. 

Milady’s robe was not the less stained with blood in a second. 

Felton snatched away the knife, 

“See, my lord,” said he, in a deep, gloomy tone, “here is a woman 
who wasTinder my guard, and who has killed herself !” 

“Be at ease, Felton,” said Lord de Winter “she is not dead; demons 
do not die so easily. Be at ease, and go and wait for me in my chamber.” 

“But, my lord- ” 

“Go, sir, I command you.” 

At this injunction from his superior, Felton obeyed ; but in going out, 
he put the knife into his bosom. 

As to Lord de Winter, he contented himself with calling the woman 
who waited on milady, and when she was come, he recommended the 
prisoner, who was still fainting, to her care, and left her alone with her. 

But as, all things considered, notwithstanding his suspicions, the 
wound might be serious he immediately sent off a man and horse to 
fetch a doctor. 


CHAPTER LVIII. 

ESCAPE. 

As Lord de Winter had thought, milady’s wound was not danger- 
ous. So soon as she was left |ilone with the woman whom the baron had 
summoned to her assistance, she opened her eyes. 

It was, however, necessary to affect weakness and pain ; not a very 
difficult task for ^ finished an actress as milady, 'i'hus the poor woman 
was completely the dupe of the prisoner, whom, notwithstanding her en- 
treaties to the contrary, she persisted in watching during the remainder 
of the nighjj. 

But the presence of this woman did not prevent milady from thinking. 
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There was no longer a doubt that Felton was convinced : Felton was 
hers. If an angel appeared to that young man as an accuser of milady, 
he would take him, in the disposition of mind he was then in, for a mes- 
senger from the demon. , 

Milady smiled at this thought, for Felton was from that time her only 
hope — her only means of safety. 

But Lord de Winter might have suspected him — Felton himself 
might now be watched ! 

Toward four o’clock in the morning the doctor arrived; but since 
the time my lady had stabbed herself, however short, the wound had 
closed. The doctor could, therefore, measure neither the direction nor 
the depth of it ; he only satisfied himself that, by milady’s pulse, the case 
was not serioui. 

In the morning, milady, under the pretense of not having slept well 
in the night, and wanting rest, sent away the woman who attended her. 

She had one hope ; which was, that Felton would appear at the break- 
fast hour ; but Felton did not come. 

Were her fears realized ? Was Felton, suspected by the baron, about 
to fail her at the decisive moment? She had only one day left. Lord de 
Winter had announced her embarkation for the 23d, and it was now the 
morning of the 22d. 

Nevertheless she still waited patiently till the hour for dinrfer. 

Although she had eaten nothing in the morning, the dinner was 
brought in at its usual time ; milady then perceived with terror that the 
uniform of the soldiers that guarded her was changed. 

Then she ventured to ask what had become of Felton. 

She was told that he had left the castle an hour before, on horseback. 

She inquired if the baron was still at the castle. The soldier replied 
that he was, and that he had given orders to be informed" if the prisoner 
wished to speak to him. 

Milady replied that she was too weak at present, and that her only 
desire was to be left alone. 

The soldier went out, leaving the dinner-table covered. 

Felton was sent away ; the marines were removed ; Felton was, 
then, mi.strusted! 

This was the last blow to the prisoner. 

Left alone, she got up. _ The bed in which she had remained from 
prudence, and that she might be believed to be seriously wounded, 
burned her like a bed of fire. She cast a glance at the door ; the baron 
had had a plank nailed over the grating; he no doubt feared that, by^ 
this opening, she might still, by some diabolical means succeed in cor- 
rupting her guards. 

Milady smiled with joy. She was free now to give way to her 
transports without being observed. She traversed the chamber with 
the fury of mad woman, or of a tigress shut up in an iron cage. Certes, 
if the knife had been left to her power, she would now have thought, 
not of killing herself, but of killing the baron. 

At six o’clock Lord de Winter came in ; he was armed k all points. 
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This man, in whom milady, till that time, had only seen a sufficiently 
simple gentleman, had become an admirable gaoler: he appeared to 
foresee everything, to divine everything, to prevent everything. 

A single look at milady informed him of all that was passing in her 
mind. 

“Ay !” said he, “I see ; but you shall not kill me to-day ; you have 
no longer a weapon; and besides, I am on my guard. You began to 
pervert my poor Felton; he was yielding to your infernal influence; 
but I will save him— -he will never see you again — ^all is over. Get your 
clothes together, to-morrow you shall go. I had fixed the embarkation 
for the 24th; but I have reflected that the more promptly the affair 
takes place, the more certain it will be. To-morrow, by twelve o’clock, 
I shall have the order for your exile, signed — ^‘Bucki^gham.’ If you 
speak a single word to any one before being on shipboard, my sergeant 
will blow your brains out ; he has orders to do so ; if, when on board, 
you speak a single word to any one before the captain permits you, the 
captain will have you thrown into the sea — that is agreed upon. 

"Au revoir, then — that is all I have to say to-day. To-morrow I 
will see you again, to take my leave of you.” And at these words the 
baron went out. Milady had listened to all this menacing tirade with 
a smile of disdain on her lips, but rage in her heart. 

The!* supper was served ; milady felt that she stood in need of all her 
strength; she did not know what might take place during this night, 
which approached so menacingly ; for large masses of cloud rolled over 
the face of the heavens, and distant lightning announced a storm. 

The storm came on about ten o’clock: milady felt a consolation in 
seeing nature partake of the disorder of her heart ; the thunder growled 
in the air like the passion and anger in her thoughts : it appeared to her 
that the bias! as it swept along disheveled her brow, as it bowed the 
branches of the trees and bore away their leaves; she howled as the 
hurricane howled, and her voice was lost in the great voice of nature, 
who also seemed to groan with despair. 

All at once she heard a tap at her window, and by the help of a flash 
of lightning she saw the face of a man appear behind the bars. 

She ran to the window and opened it. 

“Felton !” cried she — “I am saved !” 

“Yes!” said Felton; “but be silent! be silent! I must have time 
to file through these bars. Only take care that I am not seen through 
the grating of the door,” 

“Oh ! it is a proof that the Lord is on our side, Felton,” replied 
milady ; “they have closed up the grating with a board,” 

“That is well, God has liiade them senseless !” said Felton. 

“But what must I do?” asked milady. 

“Nothing! nothing! only shut the window. *00 to bed, or at least 
lie down in your clothes ; as soon as I have done I will knock on one of 
the panes of glass. But are you strong enough to follow me?” 

“Oh, yes!” 

“Your* wound ?” 
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“Gives me pain, but will not prevent my walking.” 

“Be ready, then, at the first signal.” 

Milady shut the window, extinguished the lamp, and went, as Felton 
had desired her, to lie down on the bed. Amid the moaning of the 
storm she heard the grinding of the file upon the bars, and by the light 
of every flash she perceived the shadow of Felton through the window. 

She passed an hour apparently, unable to breathe, panting, with a 
cold sweat upon her brow, and her heart oppressed by frightful agony 
at every movement she heard in the corridor. 

There are hours which last a year. 

At the expiration of an hour, Felton tapped again. 

Milady sprang out of bed and opened the window. Two bars re- 
moved formed ^n opening large enough for a man to pass through. 

“Are you ready?” asked Felton. 

“Yes. Must I take anything with me?” 

“Money, if you have any.” 

“Yes, fortunately, they have left me all I had.” 

“So much the better, for I have expended all mine in hiring a 

vessel.” 

“Here!” said milady, placing a bag full of louis in Felton’s hands. 

Felton took the bag and threw it to the foot of the wall. 

“Now,” said he, “will you come?” 

“I am ready.” 

Milady mounted upon a chair, and passed the upper part of her 
person through the window ; she saw the young officer suspended over 
the abyss by a ladder of ropes. For the first time an emotion of terror 
reminded her that she was a woman. The dark space frightened her. 

“I expected this,” said Felton, 

“Oh! it’s nothing! it’s nothing!” said milady; “I wilf descend with 
my eyes shut.” 

“Have you confidence in me?” said Felton. 

“How can you ask me such a question ?” 

“Put your two hands together. Cross them — ^that’s right.” 

Felton tied her two wrists together with a handkerchief, and then 
over the handkerchief with a cord. 

“What are you doing?” asked milady with surprise. 

“Pass your arms around my neck, and fear nothing.” 

“But t shall make you lose your balance, and we shall both be 
dashed to pieces.” 

“Don’t be afraid ; r am a sailor.” 

Not a second was to be lost; milady passed her arms round Felton’s 
neck, and let herself slip out of the window. Felton began to descend 
the ladder slowly, step by step; notwithstanding the weight of their 
bodies, the blast of the hurricane made them wave in tfie air. 

All at once Felton stopped. 

“What is the matter ?” asked milady. 

“Silence,” said Felton, “I hear footsteps.” 

“We are discovered!” ^ 
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There was a silence of several seconds. 

“No,” said Felton, “it is nothing,” 

“But what noise was that then?” 

“That of the patrol going their round.” 

“Where is their round ?” 

“Just under us.” 

“They will discover us !” , 

“No ; if it does not lighten, they will not.” 

“But they will run against the ladder.” 

“Fortunately it is too short by six feet.” 

“Here they are ! my God !” 

“Silence !” 

Both remained suspended, motionless and breathless within twenty 
paces of the ground, while the patrol passed beneath them, laughing 
and talking. 

This was a terrible moment for the fugitives. 

The patrol passed: the noise of their retreating footsteps and the 
murmur of their voices soon died away. 

“Now,” said Felton, “we are safe.” 

Milady breathed a deep sigh and fainted. 

Felton continued to descend. When arrived at the bottom of the 
ladder, and he found no more support for his feet, he clung with his 
hands; at length, arrived at the last step, he hung by his hands and 
touched the ground. He stooped down, picked up the bag of money, 
and carried it in his teeth. Then he took milady in his arms and set off 
briskly in the direction opposite to that which the patrol had taken. He 
soon left the path of the rounds, descended across the rocks, and when 
arrived on the edge of the sea, whistled. 

A similar signal replied to him, and five minutes after a boat ap- 
peared, rowed by four men. 

The boat approached as near as it could to the shore, but there was 
not depth of water enough for it to touch; and Felton walked into the 
sea up to his middle, being unwilling to trust his precious burden to 
anybody. 

Fortunately the storm began to die away, but still the sea was dis- 
turbed ; the little boat bounded over the waves like a nutshell. 

“To the sloop,” said Felton, “and row quickly.” 

The four men bent to their oars, but the sea was too rough to let 
them take much hold of it. 

They, however, left the castle behind : that was the principal thing. 
The night was extremely dark, it was almost impossible to distinguish 
the shore from the boat, it -Clras therefore less likely to distinguish the 
boat from the shore. 

A black point,floated on the sea-— that was the «loop. 

While the boat was advancing with all the speed its four rowers 
could give it, Felton untied the cord, and then the handkerchief which 
bound milady’s hands together. When her hands were loosed, he took 
some sea-v^ter and sprinkled it over her face. 
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Milady breathed a sigh and opened her eyes. 

“Where am I ?” said she. 

“Saved,” replied the young officer. 

“Oh ! saved ! saved !” cried she. “Yes, there are the heavens, here 
is the sea! the air I breathe is the air of liberty] Ah! thanks, Felton, 
thanks!” 

The young man pressed her to, his heart, 

“But what is the matter with my hands?” asked milady, “it seems 
as if my wrists had been crushed in a vice?” 

Jvlilady held out her arms, and her wrists appeared bruised. 

“Alas!” said Felton, looking at those beautiful hands and shaking 
his head sorrowfully. 

“Oh! it's of- no consequence; it’s nothing!” cried milady. “I re- 
member now.” 

Milady looked around her as if in search of something. 

“It is there,” said Felton, touching the bag of money with his foot. 

They drew near to the sloop. A sailor on watch hailed the boat, 
the boat replied. 

“What vessel is that?” asked milady. 

“The one I have hired for you.” 

“Where is it to take me to ?” 

“Where you please, after you have put me on shore at Portsmouth.” 

“What are you going to do at Portsmouth ?” asked milady. 

“To accomplish the orders of Lord de Winter,” said Felton, with 
a gloomy smile. 

“What orders ?” said milady. 

“Do you not understand?” asked Felton. 

“No ; explain yourself, I beg.” 

“As he mistrusted me, he determined to guard you hin'iself, and sent 
me in his place to get Buckingham to sign the order for your trans- 
portation.” 

“But if he mistrusted you, how could he confide such an order to 
you ?” 

“How could I be supposed to know what I was the bearer of ?” 

“That’s true! And you are going to Portsmouth?” 

“I have no time to lose: to-morrow is the 23d and Buckingham 
sets sail to-morrow with his fleet.” # 

“He sets sail to-morrow! Where for?” 

“For La Rochelle.” 

“He must not sail !” cried milady, forgetting her usual presence of 
mind. 

“Be satisfied,” replied Felton; "he wilhnot sail,” 

Milady started with joy ; she could read to the depths of the heart 
of this young man ; the death of Buckingham was there written at full 
length. 

“Felton,” cried she, “you are as great as Judas Maccabeus ! If you 
die, I will die with you ; that is all I am able to say to you.” 

“Silence!” cried Felton; “we are arrived.” 
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They were, in fact, close to the sloop. 

Felton ascended first, and gave his hand to milady, while the sailors 
supported her, for the sea was still much agitated. 

An iJistant after they were on the deck. 

“Captain,” said Felton, “this is the person of whom I spoke to you, 
and whom you must convey safe and sound to France.” 

“For a thousand pistoles,” said the captain. 

“I have paid you five hundred of them.” 

“That’s correct,” said the captain. 

“And here are the other five hundred,” replied milady, placing her 
hand upon the bag of gold. 

“No,” said the captain, “I make but one bargain ; and I have agreed 
with this young man that the other five hundred shall ipt be due me till 
we arrive at Boulogne.” 

“And shall we arrive there ?” 

“Safe and sound,” said the captain, “as true as my name’s Jack 
Butler.” 

“Well !” said milady, “if you keep your word, instead of five hun- 
dred, I will give you a thousand pistoles.” 

“Hurrah ! for you, then, my pretty lady,” cried the captain ; and may 
God often send me such passengers as your ladyship.” 

“In* the meanwhile,” said Felton, “convey me to the little bay of 

you know it was agreed you should put in there.” 

The captain replied by ordering the necessary maneuvers, and toward 
seven o’clock in the morning the little vessel cast anchor in the bay that 
had been named. 

During this passage Felton related everything to milady; how, in- 
stead of goipg to London, he had hired the little vessel; how he had 
returned ; how he had scaled the wall by fastening cramps in the inter- 
stices of the stones as he ascended to give him foothold ; and how, when 
he had reached the bars, he fastened his ladder : milady knew the rest. 

On her side, milady was going to endeavor to encourage Felton in 
his project ; but at the first words that issued from her mouth, she 
plainly saw that the young fanatic stood more in need of being moder- 
ated than urged on. 

It was agreed that milady should wait for Felton till ten o’clock ; if 
%e did not return by ten o’clock, she was to sail without him. 

In that case, and supposing he was at liberty, he was to rejoin her 
in France, at the convent of the Carmelites, at Bethune. 


CHAPTER LIX. 

WHAT TOQK PLACE AT PORTSMOUTH ON i^iJGUST 23d, 1628. 

Felton took leave of milady as a brother about to go for a mere 
walk takes leave of his sister, kissing her hand. 

His yjhole person appeared in its ordinary state of calmness ; only 
an unusual fire beamed from his eyes, like the effects of a fever; his 
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brow was more pale than it generally was ; his teeth were clenched, 
and his speech had a short dry accent, which indicated that something 
dark was at work wnthin him. 

As long as he remained in the boat which conveyed him to land, he 
kept his face toward milady, w'ho, standing on the deck, followed him 
with her eyes. Both felt relieved from the fear of pursuit, nobody ever 
came into milady’s apartment before nine o’clock; and it would require 
three hours to go from the castle to London. 

Felton jumped on shore, climbed the little ascent which led to the 
top of the beach, saluted milady a last time, and took his course toward 
the city. 

At the end of a hundred paces, the ground began to decline again, 
and he could, on,.turning round, only see the mast of the sloop. 

He immediately ran in the direction of Portsmouth, which he 
saw at nearly half a league before him, standing out in the haze of the 
morning, with its houses and towers. 

Beyond Portsmouth, the sea was covered with vessels, whose masts, 
like a forest of poplars, bent with each breath of the wind, 

Felton, in his rapid walk, repassed in his mind all which two years 
of meditation and a long residence among partisans furnished of accu- 
sations, true or false, against the favorite of James I. and Charles I. 

When he compared the public crimes of this minister, sfartling 
crimes, European crimes, if so we may say, with the private and un- 
known crimes with which milady had charged him, Felton found that 
the more culpable of the two men which formed the character of Buck- 
ingham was the one of whom the public knew not the life. This was 
because his love, so strange, so new, and so ardent, made him view the 
infamous and imaginary accusations of Lady de Winter ^as we view, 
through a magnifying glass, as frightful monsters atoms in reality im- 
perceptible by the side of an ant. 

The rapidity of his walk heated his blood still more; the idea that 
he left behind him, exposed to a frightful vengeance, the woman he 
loved, or rather that he adored as a saint, the emotion he had experi- 
enced, present fatigue, all together exalted his mind above human 
feeling. 

He entered Portsmouth about eight o’clock in the morning ; the 
whole population was on foot; drums were beating in the streets and 
the port; the troops about to be embarked were marching toward the 
sea. 

Felton arrived at the palace of the admiralty, covered with dust, and 
streaming with perspiration. His countenance usually so pale, was 
purple with heat and passion. The sentinel wanted to repulse him, but 
Felton called to the o^er of the post, and drawing from his pocket the 
letter of which he was the bearer — 

“A pressing message from the Lord de Winter,” said he. 

At the name of Lord de Winter, who was known to be one of his 
grace’s most intimate friends, the officer of the post gave orders for 
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Felton to be allowed to pass, wlio, besides wore the uniform of a naval 
officer. 

Felton darted into the palace. 

At tliie moment he entered the vestibule, another man was entering 
likewise, covered with dust, and out of breath, leaving at the gate a 
post-horse, which, as soon as he was alighted from it, sank down ex- 
hausted. , 

Felton and he addressed Patrick, the duke’s confidential valet-de- 
chamhre, at the same moment. Felton named Lord de Winter, the un- 
known would not name anybody, and asserted that it was to the duke 
alone he should make himself known. Each was anxious to gain ad- 
mission before the other. 

Patrick, who knew Lord de Winter was in affairs ^of duty and in 
relations of friendship with the duke, gave the preference to him who 
came in his name. The other was forced to wait, and it was easily to be 
seen how he cursed the delay. 

The valet-de-chambre led Felton through a large hall, in which waited 
the deputies from La Rochelle, headed by the Prince of Soubise, and in- 
troduced him into a closet, where Buckingham, just out of the bath, was 
finishing his toilet, on which, as at all times, he bestowed extraordinary 
attention. 

“Li^itenant Felton, on the part of the Lord de Winter,” said Patrick. 

“From Lord de Winter!” repeated Buckingham; “let him come in.” 

Felton entered. At that moment Buckingham was throwing upon a 
couch a rich robe-de-ckmibre worked with gold, to put on a blue velvet 
doublet embroidered with pearls. 

“Why did not the baron come himself ?” demanded Buckingham ; “I 
expected him this morning.” 

“He desired me to tell your grace,” replied Felton, “that he very 
much regretted not having that honor, but that he was prevented by the 
guard he is obliged to keep at the castle.” 

“Yes, I know,” said Buckingham; “he has a prisoner.” 

“It is of the prisoner I wish to speak of your grace,” replied Felton. 

“Well, then, speak !” 

“That which I have to say of her can only be heard by yourself, my 
lord I” 

“Leave us, Patrick,” said Buckingham, “but remain within sound 
of the bell. I will call you presently.” 

Patrick went out. 

“We are alone, sir,” said Buckingham; “speak!” 

“My lord,” said Felton, “the Baron de Winter wrote to you the 
other day to request you to^ign an order of embarkation relative to a 
young woman named Charlotte Backson.” 

“Yes, sir. and I answered him, that if he would» bring or send me that 
order, I would sign it.” 

“Here it is, my lord.” 

“Give it to me,” said the duke. 

And, taking it from Felton, he cast a rapid glance over the paper, 
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and perceiving that it was the one that had been mentioned to him, he 
placed it on the table, took a pen, and prepared to sign it. 

“I ask your pardon, my lord," said Felton, stopping the duke; ^‘but 
does your grace know that the name of Charlotte Backson is not the 
true name of the young woman?" 

“Yes, sir, I do know it," replied the duke, dipping the pen in the ink. 

“Then your grace knows her^^eal name?” asked Felton in a sharp 
tone. 

“Yes, I know that too;” and the duke put the pen to the paper. 
Felton grew pale. 

“And, knowing that real name, my lord,” replied Felton, “will you 
sign it all the same ?” 

“Doubtless,^! will,” said Buckingham, “and rather twice than once." 

“I cannot Iselieve,” continued Felton, in a voice that became more 
sharp and rough, “that your grace knows that it is to Lady de Winter 
this relates.” 

“I do know it, perfectly well, although I must confess I am astonished 
that you know it.” 

“And will your grace sign that order without remorse?" 

Buckingham looked at the young man with much hauteur. 

“Do you know, sir, that you are asking me very strange questions, 
and that it is very silly, on my part, to answer them ?" 

“Reply to them, my lord, said Felton; “the circumstances are more 
serious than perhaps you imagine." 

Buckingham reflected that the young man, coming from Lord de 
Winter, perhaps spoke in his name, and softened his manner a little. 

“Doubtless without any remorse," said he, “the baron knows, as well 
as myself, that Lady de Winter is a very guilty woman, and it is treating 
her very favorably to remit her punishment to transportation." 

The duke put his pen to the paper again. 

“You will not sign that order, my lord !” said Felton, making a step 
toward the duke. 

“T will not sign this order!” said Buckingham, “and why not?” 

“Because you will consult your own conscience, and you will do 
justice to my lady.” 

“I should do justice to my lady by sending her to Tyburn,” said 
the duke; “my lady is an infamous woman.” 

“My lord, Lady de Winter is an angel ; you know that she is, and I 
demand her liberty of you.” 

“Why the man must be mad to talk to me in this manner 1” said Buck- *■ 
ingham. , 

“My lord, excuse me! I speak as I am able; I restrain myself all I 
can. But, my lord, t|iink of what you are about to do, and beware of 
going too far !” 

“W'hat do you say? God pardon me!” cried Buckingham. “I really 
think the man threatens me 1” 

“No, my lord, I still pray, and I say to you ; one drop of water suffices 
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to make the full vase overflow^ one slight fault may draw down punish- 
ment upon the head spared amidst many crimes.” 

“Master Felton,” said Buckingham, “you will please to withdraw, and 
place ysurself under arrest immediately.” 

“You shall hear me to the end, my lord. You have seduced this 
young girl, you have outraged, defiled her; repair your crimes toward 
her, let her go free, and I will require nothing else of you.” 

“You will require!” said Buckingham, looking at Felton with aston- 
ishment, and dwelling upon each syllable of the words as he pronounced 
them, 

“My lord,” continued Felton, becoming more excited as he spoke — 
“my lord, beware I all England is tired of your iniquities ; my lord, you 
have abused the royal power, which you have almost ^surped ; my lord, 
you are held in horror by God and men; God will punish you hereafter, 
but I will punish you here.” 

“Well! this is too much!” cried Buckingham, making a step toward 
the door. 

Felton barred his passage. 

“I ask it humbly of you, my lord,” said he ; “sign the order for the 
liberation of Lady de Winter ; reflect, she is a woman you have dishon- 
ored.” 

“Withdraw, sir,” said Buckingham, “or I will call my attendant, and 
have you placed in irons.” 

“You shall not call,” said Felton, throwing himself between the duke 
and the bell placed upon a giieridon incrusted with silver; “beware, my 
lord, you are in the hands of God !” 

“In the hands of the devil, you mean!” cried Buckingham, raising 
his voice so as to attract the notice of his people without absolutely 
calling. 

“Sign, my lord, sign the liberation of Lady de Winter,” said Felton, 
holding a paper to the duke. 

“What, by force! you are joking! hilloa! Patrick!” 

“Sign my lord !” 

“Never.” 

“Never?” 

“Who waits there ?” cried the duke aloud, and at the same time sprang 
toward his sword. 

But Felton did not give him time to draw it; he held the knife with 
which milady had stabbed herself, open in his bosom; at one bound he 
was upon the duke. 

At that moment Patrick entered the room, crying ; 

“A letter from France, '*my lord.” 

“From France !” cried Buckingham, forgetting everything on think- 
ing from whorq that letter came. » 

Felton took advantage of this moment, and plunged the knife into 
his side up to the handle. 

“Ah, traitor!” cried Buckingham, “thou hast killed me!” 

“Mu?der !” screamed Patrick. 
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Felton cast his eyes round lor means of escape, and seeing the door 
free, he rushed into the next chamber, in which, as we said, the deputies 
from La Rochelle were waiting, crossed it as quickly as possible, and 
precipitated himself toward the staircase ; but upon the first step he met 
Lord de Winter, who, seeing him pale, confused, livid, and stained with 
blood both upon his hands and face, seized him, crying: 

"T knew it! I guessed it! but top late by a minute, unfortunate, un- 
fortunate that I am !” 

Felton made no resistance ; Lord de Winter placed him in the hands 
of the guards, who led him, while awaiting fresh orders, to a little terrace 
looking out upon the sea ; and then the baron hastened to the duke. 

At the cry uttered by the duke and the scream of Patrick, the man 
whom Felton ha^ met in the antechamber, rushed into the closet. 

He found the duke reclining upon a sofa, with his hand pressed upon 
the wound. 

“Laporte,” said the duke in a faint voice, “Laporte, do you come 
from her?” 

“Yes, monsieur,” replied the faithful cloak-bearer of Anne of Aus- 
tria, “but too late perhaps.” 

“Silence ! Laporte, you may be overheard : Patrick, let no one enter: 
oh I I cannot tell wFat she says to me ! my God ! I am dying.” 

And the duke fainted. '' 

In the meanwhile, Lord de Winter, the deputies, the leaders of the 
expedition, the officers of Buckingham’s household, had all made their 
way into the chamber ; cries of despair resounded on all sides. The news, 
which filled the palace with tears and groans soon became known, and 
was spread throughout the city. 

The report of a cannon announced that something new and unex- 
pected had taken place. 

Lord de Winter tore his hair in agony. 

“Too late by a minute !” cried he, “too late by a minute ! oh ! my God ! 
my God ! what a misfortune !” 

He had been informed at seven o’clock in the morning that a ladder 
of ropes was floating from one of the windows of the castle ; he had has- 
tened to milady’s chamber, found it empty, the window open, and the 
bars filed, had remembered the verbal caution D’Artagnan had transmit- 
ted to him by his messenger, had trembled for the duke, and running to 
the stable, without taking time to have a horse saddled, had jumped upon 
the first he came to, had galloped off at full speed, had alighted in the 
courtyard, had ascended the stairs precipitately, and on the top step, as we 
have said, had met Felton. 

The duke, however, was not dead ; he rAovered a little, opened his 
eyes, and hope revived in all hearts. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “leave me alone with Patrick and Laporte. 
Ah ! is that you, De Winter ! you sent me a strange madman this morn- 
ing ; see what a state he has placed me in !” 

“Oh, my lord !” cried the baron, I shall never console myself for it.” 

“And you would be quite wrong, my dear De Winter,” sdid Buck- 
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inghanij holding out his hand to him. '‘1 do not know the man who de- 
serves being regretted during the whole life of another man — but leave 
us, I pray you.” 

The baron went out sobbing with grief. 

There only remained in the closet of the wounded duke, Laporte ana 
Patrick. A doctor was being sought for, but none was yet found. 

“You will live, milord, you will Uve !” repeated the faithful servant 
of Anne of Austria, on his knees before the duke’s sofa. 

“What has she written to me?” said Buckingham feebly, streaming 
with blood, and suppressing his agony to speak of her he loved ; “what 
has she written to me? Read me her letter.” 

“Oh! milord!” said Laporte. 

“Obey, Laporte ; do you not see I have no time to lo^e ?” 

Laporte broke the seal, and placed the paper before the eyes of the 
duke ; but Buckingham in vain endeavored to make out the writing. 

“Read !” said he, “read I cannot see, read then I for soon, perhaps, 
I shall not hear, and I shall die without knowing what she has written 
to me.” 

Laporte made no more difficulty, and read : 

“Milord : By that which, since I have known you, I have suffered by 
you and for you, I conjure you, if you have any care for my repose, to in- 
terrupt those great armaments which you are preparing against France, 
to put an end to a war, of which it is publicly said religion is the ostensible 
cause, and of which, it is generally whispered, your love for me is the 
concealed and real cause. This war may not only bring great catastro- 
phes upon England and France, but misfortunes upon you, milord, for 
which I should never console myself. 

“Be careful of your life, which is menaced, and which will be dear 
to me from the moment I am not obliged to see an enemy in you. 

Your affectionate, 

“Anne.” 

Buckingham collected all his remaining strength to listen to the read- 
ing of the letter ; then, when it was ended, as if he had met with a bitter 
disappointment. 

“Have you nothing else to say to me yourself, Laporte ?” asked he. 

“Yes, milord ! the queen charged me to tell you to be very careful, for 
she has been informed that your assassination would be attempted.” 

“And is that all ? is that all ?” replied Buckingham impatiently. 

“She likewise charged me to tell you that she still loved you.” 

“Ah I” said Buckingham, V‘God be praised ! my death, then, will not be 
to her as the death of a stranger.” 

Laporte burst into tears. , 

“Patrick,” said the duke, “bring me the casket in which the diamond 
studs were kept.” 

Patrick brought the object desired, which Laporte recognized as 
having be?onged to the queen. 
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“Now the sachet o£ white satin, upon which her cipher is embroid- 
ered in pearls.” 

Patrick again obeyed. 

“Here, Laporte,” said Buckingham, “these are the only remenibrancp 
I ever received from her, this silver casket and these letters. You will 
restore them to her majesty: and as a last memorial” — (he looked round 
for some valuable object) — “you will add — — " 

He still sought ; but his eyes, darkened by death, met with nothing but 
the knife which had fallen from the hand of Felton, still smoking with 
the blood spread over its blade. 

“And you will add to them this knife,” said the duke, pressing the 
hand of Laporte. He had just strength enough to place the sachet at the 
bottom of the siker casket, and to let the knife fall into it, making a sign 
to Laporte that he was no longer able to speak ; and then, in a last convul- 
sion with which he had not the power to contend, he slipped off the sofa 
to the floor. 

Patrick uttered a loud cry, 

Buckingham endeavored to smile a last time ; but death arrested his 
wish, which remained engraven on his brow like a last kiss of love. 

At this moment the duke’s surgeon arrived, quite terrified ; he was al- 
ready on board the admiral’s ship, from which he had been obliged to be 
fetched. 

He approached the duke, took his hand, held it for an instant in his 
own, and letting it fall — 

“All is useless,” said he, “he is dead.” 

“Dead I dead !” screamed Patrick. 

At this cry all the crowd came again into the apartment, and through- 
out the palace and town there was nothing but consternatioyi and tumult. 

As soon as Lord de Winter saw Buckingham was dead, he ran to 
Felton, whom the soldiers still guarded on the terrace of the palace. 

“Miserable wretch !” said he, to the young man, who since the death 
of Buckingham had regained that coolness and self-possession which 
never after abandoned him; “miserable wretch! what hast thou done?” 

“I have avenged myself !” said he. 

“Avenged yourself !” said the baron; “rather say that you have served 
as an instrument to that accursed woman; but I swear to you, that this 
crime shall be her last crime.” 

“I don’t know w’hat you mean,” replied Felton, quietly ; "and I am 
ignorant of whom you are speaking, my lord: I killed the Duke of 
Buckingham because he twice refused you yourself to appoint me cap- 
tain; I have punished him for his injustice^ that is all.” 

De Winter, quite stupefied, looked on while the soldiers bound Felton, 
and could not tell what to think of such insensibility. 

One thing alone, however, threw a shade over the pallid brow of Fel- 
ton. At every noise he heard, tiie simple Puritan fancied he recognized 
the step and voice of milady coming to throw herself into his arms, to 
accuse herself, and meet death vsrith him. 

All at once he started — his eyes became fixed upon a point of the sea. 
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which the terrace upon which he was overlooked ; with the eagle glance 
of a sailor, he had recognized there, where another would have only seen 
a gull hovering over the waves, the sail of the sloop, which was directed 
toward Ae coast of France. 

He grew deadly pale, placed his hand upon his heart, which was break- 
ing, and at once perceived all the treachery. 

*‘One last favor, my lord 1” said h^, to the baron. 

‘‘What is that ?” replied his lordship. 

“What o’clock is it ?” 

The baron drew out his watch. 

“It wants ten minutes to nine.” 

Milady had advanced her departure by an hour and a half ; as soon as 
she heard the cannon which announced the fatal even-|,jShe had ordered 
the anchor to be weighed. 

The vessel was making way under a blue sky at a great distance 
from the coast. 

“God has so willed it !” said he, with the resignation of a fanatic ; 
but without, however, being able to take his eyes from that ship, on board 
of which he doubtless fancied he could distinguish the white phantom of 
her to whom he had sacrificed his life. 

De Winter followed his look, observed his feelings, and guessed all. 

“Be punished alone, in the first place, miserable man !” said Lord de 
Winter to Felton, who was being dragged away with his eyes turned 
toward the sea, “but I swear to you, by the memory of my brother whom 
I loved so much, that your accomplice is not saved.” 

Felton hung down his head without pronouncing a syllable. 

As to Lord de Winter he descended the stairs rapidly, and went 
straight to the port. 


CHAPTER LX. 

IN FRANCE. 

*1HE FIRST tear of the King of England, Charles I., on learning the 
death of the duke, was that such terrible news might discourage the 
Rochellais ; he endeavored, says Richeleiu in his memories, to conceal 
it from them as long as possible, closing all the ports of his kingdom, 
and carefully keeping watch that no vessel should go out until the 
army which Buckingham was getting together had set sail, taking upon 
himself, in default of Buckingham, to superintend its departure. 

He carried the strictness of this order so far as to detain in England 
the ambassadors of Denmark, who had taken leave, and the ordinary 
ambassador of Holland, who was to take back to the port of Flushing 
the Indian merchantmen of which Charles I. llSid made restitution to 
the United Provinces. 

But as he did not think of giving this order till five hours after the 
event, that is to say, till two o’clock in the afternoon, two vessels had 
already left port : the one bearing, as we know, milady, who already 
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anticipating the event, was further confirmed in that belief by seeing 
the black flag flying at the mast head of the admiral’s ship. 

As to the second vessel, we will tell hereafter whom it carried, and 
how it set sail, 

During all this time, nothing fresh occurred in the camp at La 
Rochelle ; only the king, who grew weary everywhere, but perhaps a 
little more so in the camp than in any other place, resolved to go incog- 
nito and spend the festival of St, I^uis at St. Germain’s, and asked the 
cardinal to order him an escort of twenty musketeers only. The cardinal 
who sometimes became weary of the king, granted this leave of absence 
with great pleasure to his royal lieutenant, who promised to return 
about the 15th of September. 

M. de Trev^le, upon being informed by his eminence, made up his 
portmanteau, and as, without knowing the cause, he knew the great 
desire and even imperative want that his friends had to return to Paris, 
he fixed upon them, of course, to form part of the escort. 

The four young men heard the news a quarter of an hour after M. 
de Treville, for they were the first to whom he communicated it. It 
was then that D’Artagnan appreciated the favor the cardinal had con- 
ferred upon him by making him at last pass into the musketeers, for 
without that circumstance he would have been forced to remain in the 
camp, while his companions left it. 

It must be admitted that this impatience to return toward Paris had 
for cause the danger which Madame Bonacieux would run of meeting 
at the convent of Bethune with milady, her mortal enemy. Aramis, 
therefore had written immediately to Marie Michon, the seamstress at 
Tours, who had such fine acquaintances, to obtain from the queen au- 
thority for Madame Bonacieux to leave the convent, and to retire either 
into Lorraine or Belgium. They had not long to wait for an answer ; 
a week after, Aramis received the following letter : 

“My Dear Cousin : With this you will receive the order from my 
sister to withdraw our little servant from the convent of Bethune, the 
air of which you think does not agree with her. My sister sends you 
this order with great pleasure, for she is very partial to the little girl, 
and to whom she intends to be more serviceable hereafter. 

“I salute you, 

“Marie Michon.’' 

In this letter was inclosed an order conceived in these terms : 

“The superior of the convent of Bethune will place in the hands of 
the person who shall present this note to her, the novice who entered 
the convent upon my recommendation, and under my patronage. 

“At the Louvre, August 10, 1628.” ^ Anne. 

It may be easily imagined how the relationship between Aramis and 
a seamstress w'ho called the queen her sister amused the young men; 
but Aramis, after having blushed up to the eyes at the gros| jokes of 
Porthos, begged his friends not to revert to the subject again, declaring 
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tnat if another single word were said to him about it, he would never 

again implore his cousin to interfere in such affairs 

There was no further question, therefore, of Marie Miclion among 
the four musketeers w-ho. besides, had what they wanted: that was thf 
oidei Wwithdiaw Madame Bonaaeux from the convent of the Cannel- 
ites of Be hune It was true that this order would not be of great use 
to them whde they were m camp at La Rochelle, that is to say, a Se 

other end of France; therefore, D-Artagnan was going to ask toe of 
absence of M. de Treville, confiding to him candidly the importance of his 
departure when the news w^ transmitted to him, as well as to his three 
friends, to the king was about to set out for Paris with an escort of 
twenty musketeers and that they formed part of the escort 

Their joy was great. The lackeys were sent on before with the bag- 
gage, and they set out on the morning of the 16th. , . 

* 1 . his majesty from Surgeres to Mauae, and 

there the king imd h.s minister took toe of each other with great deiion- 
strations of friendship. * 

The king, however, who sought amusement, while traveling as fast 
as possible, for he was anxious to be in Paris by the 23d, stopped from 
time to time to % he pie, a pastime for which the taste had beeiVformerly 
comrmmicated to him by De Luynes, and for which he had always pre- 
served a great predilection. Out of the twenty musketeers, sixteen, when 
the thing happened, rej oiced greatly at this relaxation, but the other four 
cursed it heartily. D Artagnan in particular had a perpetual buzzing in 
his ears, which Porthos explained thus: ^ 

you'loiJewherc/^^ somebody is talking of 

23d, in the night; 

the king thanked M. de Treville, and permitted him to distribute leaves of 
absence for four days, upon condition that the favored parties should 
not appear m any public place, under penalty of the Bastile 
, . ^ granted, as may be imagined, were to our four 

friends. Still fuither, Athos obtained of M. de Treville six days instead 
of four, and introduced into these six days two more nights, for they 
set out on the 24th at five o clock in the evening, and as a further kind- 
ness, M. de Tieville post-dated the leave to the twenty-fifth in the 
morning. 

j s^i^.P’Artagnan, who, as we have often said, never 

doubted of anythiiig---it appears to me that we are making a great 
rouble of a very simple thing : in two days, and by knocking Sp two or 
three hoises (which I care little about, as I have plenty of money) I am 
at Bethune, I present my letter from the queen to the superior, and I 
bring back the dear trea.sure I go to seek, not into Lorraine, not into Bel- 
gium, but to .Pans ; where she will be much better concealed, particularly 
while the cardinal is at La Rochelle. Well, once ?eturned from the cam- 
paign, half by the protection of her cousin, half in favor of what we have 
personally done for her, we shall obtain from the queen what we desire. 
Remain, then, where you are, and do not exhaust yourselves with useless 
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fatigue; myself and Elanchet, that is all that such a simple expedition as 
this requires." 

To this Athos replied quietly ; 

“We, also, have money left ; for I have not yet drunk all my share of 
the diamond, and Porthos and Aramis have not eaten theirs. We are, 
therefore, in a condition to knock up four horses as well as one. But 
consider, D’Artagnan,” added he, i^ a tone so solemn that it made the 
young man shudder, “consider that Bethune is a city at which the car- 
dinal has appointed to meet a woman, who, wherever she goes, brings 
misery with her. If you had only to deal with four men, D’Artagnan, I 
would allow you to go alone ; you have to do with that woman~we will 
go, and I hope to God that, with our four lackeys, we may be in sufficient 
number." 

“You terrify ^me, Athos!" cried D’Artagnan; “my God! what dc 
you fear?" 

“Everything !" replied Athos. 

D’Artagnan examined the countenances of his companions, which, 
like that of Athos, wore an impression of deep anxiety, and they con- 
tinued their route as fast as their horses could carry them, but without 
adding another word. 

On the evening of the 25th, as they were entering Arras, and as 
D’Artagnan was dismounting at the auberge of the Herse d’Or t<y drink 
a glass of wine, a horseman came out of the posting-yard, where he had 
just had a relay, starting off at a gallop, and with a fresh horse, and taking 
the road to Paris. At the moment he was passing through the gateway 
into the street, the wind blew open the cloak in which he was enveloped, 
although it was the month of August, and lifted his hat, which the traveler 
seized with his hand at the moment it had left his head, and pulled it 
down eagerly over his eyes. ‘ 

D’Artagnan, who had his eyes fixed upon this man, became very pale, 
and let his glass fall. 

“What is the matter, monsieur ?" said Planchet. “Oh, come, gentle- 
men, gentlemen 1 my master is ill !” 

The three friends hastened toward D’Artagnan,- but, instead of find- 
ing him ill, met him rurming toward his horse. They stopped him at 
the door. 

“Where the devil are you going to now, in this fashion ?" cried Athos. 

“It is he !’’ cried D’Artagnan, pale with passion, and with the sweat on 
his brow, “it is he ! let me overtake him !” 

“He! but what he?” asked Athos. 

“He — that man !’’ 

“Whatman?" « 

“That cursed man, my evil genius, whom I have always met with 
when threatened by sonje misfortune — ^he who accompanied the horrible 
woman when I met her for the first timer— he whom I was seeking when 
I offended our Athos — he whom I saw on the very morning Madame 
Bonacieux was carried off ! I have seen him ! that is he I I recognized 
him when his cloak blew open!" • 
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“The devil !” said Athos, musingly. 

“To horse, gentlemen! to horse! let us pursue him; we shall over- 
take him!” 

“My dear friend,” said Aramis, “remember that it is in an opposite 
direction to that in which we are going, that he has a fresh horse, and 
ours are fatigued, so that we shall disable our own horses without a chance 
of overtaking him. Let the man go, D’^rtagnan ; let us save the woman.” 

“Monsieur, monsieur !” cried the stableman, running out and looking 
after the unknown— “monsieur, here is a paper which dropped out of 
your hat ! monsieur !” 

“Friend,” said D’Artagnan, “a half-pistole for that paper I” 

“Mo /oi.' monsieur, with great pleasure ! here it is !” 

The stableman, delighted with the good day’s work he had done, went 
into the yard again ; D’Artagnan unfolded the paper. * 

“Well ?” eagerly demanded all his three friends. 

“Nothing but one word !” said D’Artagnan. 

“Yes,” said Aramis, “but that one word is the name of some town or 
village,” 

” Armentieres r read Porthos; “Armentieres — I don’t know such a 
place.” 

“And that name of a town or village is written in her hand!” cried 
Athos. * 

“Come on, then ! come on, then !” said D’Artagnan ; “let us keep that 
paper carefully — perhaps I have not thrown away my half-pistole. To 
horse, my friends, to horse !” 

And the four friends galloped off on the road to Bethune. 


CHAPTER LXI. 

THE CONVENT OF THE CARMELITES AT BETHUNE, 

Great criminals bear about them a kind of predestination which makes 
them surmount all obstacles, which makes them escape all dangers, till 
the moment which a wearied Providence has marked as the rock of their 
impious fortunes. 

It was thus with milady. She passed through the cruisers of both 
nations, and arrived at Boulogne without accident. 

When landing at Portsmouth, milady was an Englishwoman, whom 
the persecutions of the French drove from La Rochelle; when landing at 
Boulogne, after a two days’ passage, she passed for a Frenchwoman, 
whom the English persecuted at Portsmouth, out of their hatred for 
France. 

Milady had, likewise, her best of passports — ^her beauty, her noble 
appearance, and* the liberality with which she distributed her pistoles. 
Freed from the usual formalities by the affable smile and gallant manners 
of an old governor of port, who kissed her hand, she only remained long 
enough at; Boulogne to put into the post a letter, conceived in the fol- 
lowing terms: 
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“To his Eminence Monseigneur the Cardinal de Richelieu, in his 
camp before Rochelle. 

“Monseigneur, let your eminence be reassured ; his grace the Duke 
of Buckingham not owt for France, *' 

“Boulogne, evening of the 2Sth Milady DE ... . 

“P, S. — According to the desire of your eminence, I am going to the 
convent of the Carmelites of Beth^ne, where I will await your orders.” 

Accordingly, that same evening, milady commenced her journey; 
night overtook her ; she stopped, and slept at an auberge ; at five o'clock 
the next morning she again proceeded, and in three hours after entered 
Bethune. 

She inquired for the convent of the Carmelites, and went to it im- 
mediately. 

The superior came out to her ; milady showed her the cardinal’s order ; 
the abbess assigned her a chamber, and had breakfast served. 

All the past was effaced from the eyes of this woman, and her looks, 
fixed on the future, beheld nothing but the high fortunes reserved for her 
by the cardinal, whom she had so successfully served, without his name 
being in any way mixed up with the sanguinary affair. The ever-new 
passions which consumed her gave to her life the appearance of those 
clouds which float in the heavens, reflecting sometimes azure, sometimes 
fire, sometimes the opaque blackness of the tempest, and which leave no 
traces upon the earth behind them but devastation and death. 

After breakfast the abbess came to pay her a visit. There is very 
little amusement in the cloister, and the good superior was eager to make 
acquaintance with her new pensioner. 

Milady wished to please the abbess. Now this was a very easy matter 
for a woman so really superior as she was, she endeavored to be agree- 
able, and she was charming, winning the good superior by her varied 
conversation and by the graces spread over her whole person. 

The abbess, who was the daughter of a noble house, took particular 
delight in histories of the court, which so seldom travel to the extremities 
of the kingdom, and which, above all, have so much difficulty in pene- 
trating the walls of convents, at whose gates the noise of the world appears 
to die away. 

Milady, on the contrary, was quite conversant in all aristocratic in- 
trigues, amid which she had constantly lived for five or six years ; she 
made it her business, then, to amuse the good abbess with the mundane 
practices of the court of France, mixed with the extravagant devotions 
of the king: she made for her the scandalous chronicle of the lords and 
ladies of the court, whom the abbess knew*perfectly by name, touched 
lightly on the amours of the queen and the Duke of Buckingham, talking 
a great deal to induce li^r auditor to talk a little. 

But the abbess contented herself with listening and smiling, without 
replying a word. Milady, however, saw that this style of conversation 
amused her very much, and continued ; only she now turned to chat in 
the direction of the cardinal, ’ 
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But she was greatly embarrassed— she did Hot know whether the ab- 
bess was a royalist or a cardinalist; she therefore confined herself to a 
prudent middle course. But the abbess, on her part, maintained a reserve 
still more prudent, contenting herself with making a profound inclination 
of the head every time that the fair traveler pronounced the name of his 
eminence. 

Milady began to conceive she should soon grow weary of a convent 
life; she resolved then, to risk something, in order that she might know 
how to act afterward. Desirous of seeing how far the discretion of the 
good abbess would go, she began to tell a story, obscure at first, but very 
circumstantial afterward, of the cardinal, relating the amours of the min- 
ister with Madame d’Aiguillon, Marion de Lorme, and several other 
women of gallantry. 

The abtess listened more attentively, grew animated by degrees, and 
smiled. 

“Good!” thought milady; “she takes a pleasure in my conversation. 
If she is a cardinalist, she has no fanaticism in her partiality.” 

She then went on to describe the persecutions exercised by the car- 
dinal upon his enemies. The abbess only crossed herself, without approv- 
ing or disapproving. 

This confirmed milady in her opinion that the abbess was rather a 
royalist than a cardinalist ; milady, therefore, continued, heightening her 
narrations more and more. 

“I am very little acquainted with all these matters,” said the abbess at 
length; but however distant from the court we may be, however re- 
mote from the interests of the world we may be placed, we have 
very sad examples of what you have related ; and one of our pensioners 
has suffered much from the vengeance and persecutions of Monsieur le 
Cardinal.” ’ 

“One of your pensioners!” said milady; “oh, my God! poor woman, 
I pity her, then.” 

“And you have reason to do so, for she is much to be pitied : imprison- 
ment, menaces, ill treatment, she has suffered everything. But after all,” 
resumed the abbess, “Monsieur le Cardinal has, perhaps, plausible mo- 
tives for acting thus ; and though she has the look of an angel, we must 
not always judge people by appearances.” 

“Good !” said milady to herself ; “who knows I I am about perhaps, to 
discover something here ; I am in the vein.” 

And she tried to give her countenance an appearance of perfect 
candor. 

“Alas !” said milady, “I know it is so. It is said that we must not trust 
to the physiognomy ; but in what, then, shall we place confidence, if not 
in the most beautiful work of the Lord? As for^me, I shall be deceived 
all my life, perhaps, but I shall always have faith in a person whose 
countenance inspires me with sympathy.” 

“You would, then, be tempted to believe,” said the abbess, “that this 
young person was innocent ?” 
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“M. le Cardinal does not always pursue crimes/’ said she ; “there are 
certain virtues that he pursues more severely than certain offences.” 

“Permit me, madame, to express my surprise,” said the abbess. 

“Upon what occasion?” said milady, with the utmost ingenuousness. 

“Upon the language you hold.” 

“What do you find so astonishing in that language?” said milady, 
smiling. 

“You are the friend of the cardinal, for he sends you hither, and 
yet- ” 

“And yet I speak ill of him,” replied milady, finishing the thought of 
the superior. 

“At least, you don’t speak well of him.” 

“That is because I am not his friend,” said she, sighing, “but his 
victim!” 

“Well, but this letter by which he recommends you to me ?” 

“Is an order for me to confine myself to a sort of prison, from which 
he will release me by one of his satellites.” 

“But why have you not fled ?” 

“Whither should I go ? Do you believe there is a spot on the earth 
which the cardinal cannot reach, if he takes the trouble to stretch forth 
his hand ? If I were a man, certainly that would be possible, but what 
can a woman do ? This young pensioner of yours, has she endeavored 
to fly?” 

“No, that is true ; but she — that is another thing, for I believe she is 
detained in France by some love affair.” 

“Ah,” said milady, with a sigh, “if she is in love, she is not altogether 
wretched.” 

“Then,” said the abbess, looking at her with increasing interest, “I 
behold another poor persecuted woman ?” 

“Alas! yes,” said milady. 

The abbess looked at her for an instant with uneasiness, as if a fresh 
thought had arisen in her mind. 

“You are not an enemy of our holy faith?” said she, hesitatingly. 

“Who — I ?” cried milady — “I a Protestant ! On, no ! I attest the 
God who hears us, that, on the contrary, I am a fervent Catholic !” 

“Then, madame,” said the abbess, smiling, “be reassured ; the house in 
which you are shall not be a very hard prison, and we will do all in our 
power to make you in love with your captivity. You will find here, 
moreover, the young woman of whom I spoke, who is persecuted, no 
doubt, in consequence of some court intrigue. She is amiable and well- 
behaved.” 

“What is her name ?” r 

“She was sent to me by some one of high rank, under the name of 
Kitty. I have not endeavored to discover her other name.” 

“Kitty !” cried milady ; “what ! are you sure?” * 

“That she is called so? Yes, madame. Do you know her ?” 

Milady smiled to herself at the idea which had occurred to her, that 
this might be her old waiting-maid. There was connected with the re- 
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membrance of this girl a remembrance of anger ; and a desire of vengeance 
disordered the features of milady, but which, however, immediately re- 
covered the calm and benevolent expression which this woman of a 
hundred faces had for a moment allowed them to lose. 

“And when can I see this young lady, for whom I already feel so 
great a sympathy?” asked milady. 

“Why, this evening,” said the abbess ; “to-day even. But you have 
been traveling these four days, as you told me : this morning you rose at 
five o’clock; you must stand in need of repose. Go to bed and sleep, at 
dinner-time we will call you.” 

Although milady would very willingly have gone without sleep, sus- 
tained as she was by all the excitements that a fresh adventure awakened 
in her heart, ever thirsting for intrigues, she nevertheless accepted the 
offer of the superior : during the last fifteen days she h%d experienced so 
many and such various emotions, that if her frame of iron was still 
capable of supporting fatigue, her mind required repose. 

She therefore took leave of the abbess, and went to bed, softly rocked 
by the ideas of vengeance which the name of Kitty had naturally brought 
back to her thoughts. She remembered that almost unlimited promise 
which the cardinal had given her if she succeeded in her enterprise. She 
had succeeded, D’Artagnan was then in her power ! 

Ojje thing alone frightened her ; that was, the remembrance of her 
husband, the Count de la Fere, whom she had thought dead, or at least 
expatriated, and whom she found again in Athos, the best friend of 
D’Artagnan. 

But also, if he was the friend of D’Artagnan, he must have lent him 
his assistance in all the proceedings by the means of which the queen had 
defeated the projects of his eminence ; if he was the friend of D’Artag- 
nan, he was the enemy of the cardinal ; and she, doubtless, should succeed 
in enveloping him in the folds of the vengeance by which she hoped to 
destroy the young musketeer. 

All these hopes were so many sweet thoughts for milady ; so, rocked 
by them, she soon fell asleep. 

She was awakened by a soft voice, which sounded at the foot of her 
bed. She opened her eyes, and saw the abbess, accompanied by a young 
woman, with light hair and a delicate complexion, who fixed upon her a 
look full of benevolent curiosity. 

The face of the young woman was entirely unknown to her; each 
examined the other with great attention, while exchanging the customary 
compliments ; both were very handsome, but of quite different styles of 
beauty. Milady, however, smiled on observing that she excelled the young 
woman by far in her high'' air and aristocratic bearing. It is true that 
the habit of a novice, which the young woman wore, was not very ad- 
vantageous in a contest of this kind. » 

The abbess introduced them to each other ; then, when this formality 
was gone through, as her duties called her to the church, she left the two 
young v^omen alone. 



The novice, seeing milady remained in bed, was about to follow the 
example of the superior ; but milady stopped her. 

“How, madame,” said she, “1 have scarcely seen you, and you alrpdy 
wish to deprive me of your company, upon which I had reckoned a little, 
I must confess, during the time I have to pass here?” 

“No, madame,” replied the novice, “only I thought I had chosen my 
time ill ; you were asleep—you are fatigued.” 

“Well,” said milady, “what caK people who are asleep wash for? a 
happy awakening. This awakening you have given me ; allow me then to 
enjoy it at my ease and taking her hand, she drew her toward the chair 
by the bedside. 

The novice sat down. 

“How unfortunate I am!” said she; “I have been here six months, 
without the shadow of an amusement, you arrive, and your presence was 
likely to afford me delightful company, and I expect, according to all 
probability, from one moment to another, to leave the convent.” 

“Are you then going soon ?” asked milady. 

“At least I hope so,” said the novice, with an expression of joy which 
she made no effort to disguise. 

“I think I learned you had suffered persecutions from the cardinal,” 
continued milady “that would have been another motive for sympathy 
between us.” ^ 

“What I have heard then from our good mother is true; you have 
likewise been a victim of that wicked priest?” 

“Hush!” said milady; “let us not, even here, speak thus of him; al- 
most all my misfortunes arise from my having said nearly what you said, 
before a woman whom I thought my friend, and who betrayed me. Are 
you also the victim of a treachery ?” 

“No,” said the novice, “but of my devotedness ; of a devotedness to a 
woman I loved, for whom I would have laid down my life, for whom I 
would still do so.” 

“And who has abandoned you, is that it ?” 

“I have been sufficiently unjust to believe so ; but during the last two 
or three days I have obtained proof to the contrary, for which I thank 
God ! for it would have cost me very dear to think tliat she had forgotten 
me. But you, madame, you appear to be free : and if you were inclined 
to fly, it only rests with yourself to do so.” 

“Whither would you have me go, without friends, without money, in 
a part of France with which I am unacquainted, and where I have never 
been before?” 

“Oh !” cried the novice, “as to friends you would have them wherever 
you went, you appear so good and are so beautiful !” 

“That does not prevent,” replied miladyt softening her smile as to 
give it an angelic expression, “my being alone or being persecuted.” 

“tlear me.” said th^novice; “we must trust in heaven; there always 
comes a moment when the good you have done pleads your cause before 
God ; and, see, perhaps, it is a happiness for you, humble and powerless 
as I am, that you have met with me : for, if I leave this place^^ well ! T 
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have powerful friends, who, after having exerted themselves on my ac- 
count, may also exert themselves for you.” 

“Oh ! when I said I was alone,” said milady, hoping to make the novice 
speak by speaking of herself, “it is not for want of some highly-placed 
friends; but these friends themselves tremble before the cardinal: the 
queen herself does not dare to oppose the terrible minister : I have proof 
that her majesty, notwithstanding her excellent heart, has more than once 
been obliged to abandon persons who had served her, to the anger of his 
eminence.” 

“Trust me, madame, the queen may appear to have abandoned those 
persons ; but we must not put faith in appearances : the more they are 
persecuted, the more she thinks of them; and often, when 'they least 
expect it, they receive proofs of a kind remembrance.” 

“Alas!” said milady, “I believe so; the queen is sc? good!” 

“Oh 1 you know her, then I that lovely and noble queen, by your speak- 
ing of her thus !” cried the novice, warmly. 

“That is to say,” replied milady, driven into her intrenchments, “that 
I have not the honor of knowing her personally; but I know a great 
number of her most intimate friends ; I am acquainted with M. de Pu- 
tange; I met M. Du j art in England: I know M. de Treville.” 

“M. de Treville !” exclaimed the novice, “do you know M, de Tre- 
ville 

“Yes, perfectly well, intimately even.” 

“What, the captain of the king’s musketeers?” 

“Yes, the captain of the king’s musketeers.” 

“Oh 1 why then, only see I” cried the novice, “we shall soon be well 
acquainted, almost friends ; if you know M. de Treville, you must have 
visited him . 

“Often !''’ said milady, who having entered this track, and perceiving 
that falsehood succeeded, was determined to carry it on. 

“If you have visited him, you must have met some of his musketeers ?” 

“All such as he is in the habit of receiving I” replied milady, for whom 
this conversation began to have a real interest, 

“Name a few of those you know, and you will find they are my 
friends.” 

“Well !” said milady, a little embarrassed, “I know M. de Sauvigny, 
M. de Courtviron, M. de Ferrusac.” 

The novice let her speak, but observing she stopped — 

“Don’t you know,” said she, “a gentleman of the name of Athos ?” 

Milady became as pale as the sheets in which she was reclining, and 
mistress as she was of herfiielf, could not help uttering a cry, seizing the 
hand of the novice, and devouring her with her looks. 

“What is the matter ? Good God 1” asked th^ poor woman ; “have I 
said anything that has hurt your feelings?” 

“No, no; but the name struck me; because I also have known that 
gentleman, and it appeared strange to me to meet with a person who ap- 
pears to \now him well.” 
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“Oh, yes, well! very well I not only him, but some of his friends: 
MM. Porthos and Aramis.” 

“Indeed 1 you know them, likewise ! I know them,” cried milady, who 
began to feel a chill penetrate to her heart. r 

“Well, if you know them, you know that they are good and worthy 
gentlemen ; why do you not apply to them, if you stand in need of sup- 
port?” 

“That is to say,” stammered mflady, “I am not really very intimate 
with any of them ; I know them from having heard one of their friends, a 
Monsieur d’Artagnan, say a great deal about them.” 

“You know M. d’Artagnan !” cried the novice, in her turn seizing the 
hands of milady, and fixing her eyes upon her. 

Then, remarking the strange expression of milady’s countenance : 

“Pardon me,''madame,” said she, “you know him, by what title?” 

“Why,” replied milady, considerably embarrassed, “why by the title 
of friend.” 

“You are deceiving me, madame,” said the novice; “you have been 
his mistress!” 

“It is you who have been his mistress, madame,” cried milady, in 
her turn. 

“I !” said the novice. 

“Yes, you ; I know you now ; you are Madame Bonacieux.” 

The young woman drew back in surprise and terror. 

“Oh, do not deny it ! answer !” continued milady. 

“Well yes, madame,” said the novice; “are we rivals?” 

The countenance of milady was illuminated by so savage a joy, that 
under any other circumstance Madame Bonacieux would have fled away 
in terror ; but she was absorbed by her jealousy. 

“Speak, madame!” resumed Madame Bonacieux, with dn energy of 
which she might not have been thought to be capable, “have you been, or 
are you his mistress ?” 

“Oh, no!” cried milady, with a tone that admitted no doubt of her 
truth ; “never ! never !” 

“I believe you,” said Madame Bonacieux; “but why, then, did you 
cry out so?” 

“Do you not understand ?’ said milady, who had already overcome her 
agitation, and recovered all her presence of mind. 

“How can I understand ? I know nothing.” 

“Can you not understand that M. d’Artagnan, being my friend, might 
take me into his confidence ?” 

“Indeed I” ^ 

“Do you not perceive that I know all? Your being carried off from 
the little house at St. Ge/main, his despair, that of his friends, and their 
useless inquiries up to tliis moment ! How could I help bemg astonished, 
when, without having the least expectation of such a thing, I meet you 
face to face; you, of whom we have so often spoken together, you, whom 
he loves with all his soul; you, whom he had taught me to lo’v^ before 
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I had seen you ! Ah ! dear Constance, I have found you then, I see you 
at last!” 

And milady stretched out her arms to Madame Bonacieux, who, con- 
vinced byt what she had just said, saw nothing in this woman, whom an 
instant before she had believed to be her rival, but a sincere and devoted 
friend. 

“Oh I pardon me 1 pardon me !” crj,ed she, sinking upon the shoulders 
of milady ; “pardon me ! I love him so dearly 1” 

These two women held each other for an instant in a close embrace. 
Certes, if milady’s strength had been equal to her hatred, Madame Bona- 
cieux would have never escaped alive from that embrace. 

But not being able to stifle her, she smiled upon her. 

“Oh I dear, pretty, good little creature !” said milady,^ “how delighted 
I am to have found you ! Let me look at you !” And, while saying these 
words, she absolutely devoured her with her eyes. “Oh ! yes, it is you 
indeed ! From what he has told me, I know you now; I recognize you 
perfectly.” 

The poor young woman could not possibly suspect what was passing 
of frightful cruelty behind the rampart of that pure brow, behind those 
brilliant eyes, in which she read nothing but interest and compassion. 

“Then you know what I have suffered,” said Madame Bonacieux, 
“since he has told you what he has suffered: but to suffer for him is 
happiness.” 

Milady replied mechanically, “Yes, that is happiness.” 

She was thinking of something else. 

“And then,” continued Madame Bonacieux, “my punishment is draw- 
ing to a close : to-morrow, this evening perhaps, I shall see him again ; 
and then the past will no longer exist.” 

“This evening?” asked milady, roused from her reverie by these 
words ; “what do you mean ? Do you expect any news from him ?” 

“I expect him himself.” 

“Him himself! D’Artagnan here!” 

“Yes, him himself 1” 

“But that’s impossible ! He is at the siege of La Rochelle, with the 
cardinal ; he will not return before the taking of the city.” 

“Ah 1 you fancy so ; but is there anything impossible for my D’Artag- 
nan, the noble and loyal gentleman ?” 

“Oh, I cannot believe you I” 

“Well, read then !” said the unhappy young woman, in the excess of 
her pride and joy, presenting a letter to milady. 

“Humph 1 the writing of Madame de Chevreuse !” said milady to her- 
self. “Ah I I always thought there was some intelligence carried on on 
that side.” And she greedily read the following few lines: 

“My Dear Child : Hold yourself in readiness. Our friend will see 
you soon, and he will only see you to release you from that imprisonment 
in which ;^our safety required you should be concealed. Prepare, then, 
for your departure, and never despair of us. 
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“Our charming Gascon has just proved himself as brave and faith- 
ful as ever. Tell him that certain parties are grateful to him for the 
warning he has given." 

“Yes, yes," said milady, “the letter is precise. Do you know what 
that warning was ?” 

“No ; I only suspect he has warned the queen against some fresh 
machinations of the cardinal." * 

“Yes, that’s it, no doubt!" said milady, returning the letter to Madame 
Bonacieux, and allowing her head to sink in a pensive manner upon her 
bosom. 

At that moment the galloping of a horse was heard, 

“Oh !" cried Madame Bonacieux, darting to the window, “can it 
be he ?" •• 

Milady remained still in bed, petrified by surprise; so many unex- 
pected things happened to her all at once, that for the first time she was 
at a loss. 

“Ho! ho!" murmured she; “can it be he?" And she remained in 
bed with her eyes fixed. 

“Alas ! no," said Madame Bonacieux: “it is a man I don’t know; and 
yet he seems to be coming here. Yes, he has checked his horse— he stops 
at the gate— he rings,” 

Milady sprang out of bed. 

“Are you sure it is not he ?" said she. 

“Oh! yes — very sure!" 

“Perhaps you did not see him plainly?" 

“Oh ! if I were to see the plume of his hat, the end of his cloak, 1 
should know him!" 

Milady continued to dress herself. » 

“Never mind I The man is coming here, do you say ?” 

“Yes, he is come in." 

“He must come either to you or to me." 

“Good God ! how agitated you seem !” 

, “Yes, I admit I am so. I have not your confidence; I am in dread 
of the cardinal.” 

“Hush !” said Madame Bonacieux ; “somebody is coming.” 

In fact, the door opened, and the superior entered. 

“Do you come from Boulogne ?" demanded she of milady. 

“Yes, I do,” replied she, endeavoring to recover her self-possession; 
“Who wants me ?” 

“A man who will not tell his name, but wjio comes from the cardinal.” 

“And who wishes to speak with me?" asked milady. 

“Who wishes to speak to a lady recently come from Boulogne." 

“Then let him come in, if you please." " 

“Good God! good God!" cried Madame Bonacieux; “can it be any 
bad news?” 

“T am afraid so." « 
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“I will leave you with this stranger, but as soon as he is gone, if you 
will permit me, I will return.” 

“Certainly ! I beg you will.” The superior and Madame Bonacieux 
retired. Milady was left alone, with her eyes fixed upon the floor. An 
instant after, the jingling of spurs was heard upon the stairs, steps drew 
near, the door opened, and a man appeared. 

Milady uttered a cry of joy: this»man was the Count de Rochefort, 
the dme damnde of the cardinal. 


CHAPTER LXn. 

TWO VARIETIES OF DEMONS 

“Ah !” cried milady and Rochefort together, “is that you ?” 

“Yes it is.” 

“And you come ?” — asked milady. 

“From La Rochelle — and you?” 

“From England.” 

“Buckingham ?” 

“Dead or desperately wounded, as I left without being able to obtain 
anything of him. A fanatic has just assassinated him.” 

“Ah !” said Rochefort, with a smile, “this is a fortunate chance — one 
that will delight his eminence ! Have you informed him of it ?” 

“I wrote to him from Boulogne. But what brings you here ?” 

“His eminence was uneasy, and sent me to inquire after you.” 

“I only arrived yesterday.” 

“And what have you been doing since yesterday ?” 

“I have npt lost my time.” 

“Oh ! I have no fear of that.” 

“Do you know whom I have found here?” 

“No.” 

“Guess.” 

“How can I ?” 

“That young woman whom the queen took out of prison.” 

“The mistress of that fellow D’Artagnan?” 

“Yes, Madame Bonacieux, with whose retreat the cardinal was un- 
acquainted.” 

“Upon my word !” said De Rochefort, “here is a chance that may be 
paired with the other ! Truly, Monsieur le Cardinal is a privileged man !” 

“Imagine my astonishment,” continued milady, “when I found myself 
face to face with this woman.” 

“Does she know you ?” ’ 

“No.” 

“Then she looks upon you as a stranger?” 

Milady smiled. 

“I am her best friend.” 

“Upon my honor, it is only you, my fair countess, that can nerform 
such miracles !” 
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“And it is well I can, chevalier,” said milady; “for do you know what 
is going on here ?” 

“No.” 

“She is about to be taken away to-morrow, or the day after,- with an 
order from the queen.” 

“Indeed! And who is going to do that?” 

“D'Artagnan and his friends,” * 

“They certainly will go so far we shall be obliged to put them into 
the Bastille at last,” 

“Why is it not done already ?” 

“Why, because M. le Cardinal has a weakness with respect to these 
men which I cannot at all account for.” 

“Indeed I” * 

“Yes.” 

“Well then ! tell him this, Rochefort : tell him that our conversation 
at the auberge of the Colombier Rouge was overheard by these four 
men ; tell him that, after his departure, one of them came up to me, and 
took from me, by violence, the safe-conduct which he had given me ; tell 
him they warned Lord de Winter of my passage to England ; that this 
time they had nearly made me fail in my mission, as they did in the affair 
of the studs ; tell him that, among these four men, two only are to be 
feared — D’Artagnan and Athos ; tell him that the third, Aramis^ is the 
lover of Madame de Chevreuse ; he may be left alone, we know his secret, 
and it may be useful ; as to the fourth, Porthos, he is a fool, a simpleton, 
a blustering booby, not worth troubling himself about.” 

“But these four men must be now at the siege of La Rochelle ?” 

“I thought so too, but a letter which Madame Bonacieux had received 
from Madame le Connetable, and which she has had the i^iprudence to 
show me, leads me to believe that these four men, on the contrary, are 
on the road hither to take her away.” 

“The devil! what’s to be done?” 

“What did the cardinal say with respect to me?” 

“I was to take your despatches, written or verbal, to return post ; and 
when he shall know what you have done, he will think of what you have 
to do.” 

“I must then remain here?” 

“Here, or in the environs.” 

“You cannot take me with you?” 

“No ; the order is imperative : near the camp, you might be recognized ; 
and your presence, you must be aware, would compromise the cardinal,” 

“Then I must wait here or in this neighborhood?” 

“Only tell me, beforeliand, where you will wait for commands from 
the cardinal : let me kmww always where to find you.” > 

“But, observe, it is probable I may not be able to remain here.” 

“Why not?” 

“You forgot that my enemies may arrive at any minute.” 

“That’s true; but then, is this little woman to escape his eminence?” 
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“Bah !” said milady, with a smile that only belonged to herself, “did 
not I tell you I was her best friend ?” 

“Ah that’s true, likewise; I may then tell the cardinal, with respect 

to this little woman- “ 

“That he may be at ease.” 

“Is that all?” 

“He will know what that means#” 

“He will guess, at least. Now, then, what had I better do?” 

“Set off back again directly ; it appears to me that the news you bear 
is worth the trouble of a little diligence.” 

“My chaise broke down coming into Lilliers.” 

“I am glad of that.” 

“Why, glad of that ?” 

“Yes, I am ; I want your chaise.” 

“And how shall I travel, then ” 

“On horseback.” 

“You talk very much at your ease; a hundred and eighty leagues?” 
“What’s that?” 

“Well, that may be done; and then?” 

“Then? why, in passing through Lilliers you will send me your chaise, 
with an order to your servant to place himself at my disposal.” 
“Well.” 

“You have, no doubt, about you some order from the cardinal?” 

“I have my full power'’ 

“Show it to the abbess, and tell her that some one will come and fetch 
me, either to-day or to-morrow, and that I am to follow the person who 
presents himself in your name.” 

“Very w^ll.” 

“Don’t forget to treat me harshly, in speaking of me to the abbess.” 
“To what purpose?” 

“I am a victim of the cardinal. I must inspire confidence in that 
poor little Madame Bonacieux.” 

“That’s true. Now, will you make me a report of all that has hap- 
pened ?” 

“Why, I have related the events to you, you have a good memory, 
repeat what I have told you, a paper may be lost.” 

“You are right; only let me know where to find you, that I may not 
lose my time in hunting for you about the neighborhood.” 

“That’s correct ; wait a minute.” 

“Do you want a map ?” 

“Oh ! I know this countiw well.” 

“You? when were you here before?” 

“I was brought up here.” 

“Indeed!” ■» 

“It is worth something, you see, to have been brought up somewhere.” 
“You will wait for me, then?” 

“Let me reflect a little : ay, that will do, at Armentieres.” 

“Where is that Armentieres?” 
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‘A little town upon tlie Lys; I only shall have to cross the river, 
and I shall be in a foreign country.” 

‘'Jnst so ! but it is understood you will only cross the river in case 
of danger,” ^ 

“Certainly not.” 

“And in that case, how shall I know where you are ?” 

“You do not want your lackey 

“No.” 

“Is he to be depended on?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Give him to me, then ; nobody knows him ; I will leave him at the 
place I may quit, and he will conduct you to me.” 

“And you sa^ you will "wait for me at Armentieres ?” 

“At Armentieres.” 

“Write that name on a piece of paper, lest I should forget it ; there 
is no fear of compromising 3rourself in that; a name of a town, is 
it not?” 

“Eh ! who knows ? never mind,” said milady, writing the name upon 
half a sheet of paper ; “I will commit myself.” 

“Tliat will do,” said Rochefort, taking the paper from milady, fold- 
ing it, and placing it in the lining of his hat ; “besides, to make sure, I 
will do as children do, for fear of losing the paper, repeat the name as 
I go along. Now, is that all?” 

“I believe so.” 

“I..et us see ; Buckingham dead, or grievously wounded ; your con- 
versation with the cardinal overheard by the four musketeers ; De Win- 
ter warned of your arrival at Portsmouth ; D'Artagnan and Athos to 
the Bastille ; Aramis the lover of Madame de Chevreuse ; Pprthos a fool ; 
Madame Bonacieux found again ; to send you the chaise as soon as pos- 
sible; to place my lackey at your disposal; to make you out to be a 
victim of the cardinal, in order that the abbess may entertain no suspi- 
cion ; Armentieres, on the banks of the Lys. Is that all correct ?*’ 

“In good truth, my dear chevalier, you are a miracle of memory. 
Apropos, add one thing ” 

“What is that?” 

“I saw some very pretty woods which come close to the convent 
garden; say that I may be permitted to walk in those woods; who 
knows ? perhaps I shall stand in need of a back door to go out at.” 

“You think of ever5dhmg.” 

“And you forget one thing.” 

“What’s that ?” 

“To ask me if I want any money.” * 

“That’s true, how much do you want ?” 

“All you have in g<old.” , 

“I have five hundred pistoles, or thereabouts.” 

“I have as much ; with a thousand pistoles we may face everything. 
Empty your pockets.” 

“There it is, then.” 
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••'ihat's well; when do you start?” 

"In an hour — ^time to eat a morsel, during which I shall send some 
one to look for a post-horse.” 

"All Well! Adieu, chevalier!” 

"Adieu, countess !” 

"Commend me to the cardinal !” 

"Commend me to Satan!” « 

Milady and Rochefort exchanged a smile and separated. 

An hour afterward, Rochefort set out at his horse’s best speed; 
five hours after that he passed through Arras. 

Our readers already know that he was recognized by D’Artagnan, 
and how that recognition, by inspiring fear in the four musketeers, had 
given fresh activity to their journey. ^ 


CHAPTER LXIII. 

THE DROP OF WATER. 

Rochefort had scarcely departed, when Madame Bonacieux re- 
entered. She found milady with a smiling countenance. 

"W«*ll,” said the young woman, "what you dreaded has happened; 
this evening, or to-morrow, the cardinal will send some one to take 
you away!” 

"Who told you that, my dear?” said milady. 

"I heard it from the mouth of the messenger himself.” 

"Come and sit down close to me,” said milady ; "and let me be as- 
sured no one can hear us.” 

"Why do you take all these precautions ?” 

"You shall know.” 

Milady arose, /went to the door, opened it, looked in the corridor, 
and then returned and seated herself close to Madame Bonacieux. 

"Then,” said she, "he has well played his part.” 

"Who has?” 

"He who just now presented himself to the abbess as a messenger 
from the cardinal.” 

"It was, then, a part he was playing?” 

"Yes, my dear.” 

“That man, then, was not ” 

"That man,” said milady, lowering her voice, “is my brother I” 

"Your brother!” said Madame Bonacieux. 

“Mind, no one must kn^^w this secret, my dear, but yourself. If 
you reveal it to any one whatever, 1 shall be lost, and perhaps you 
likewise!” ?» 

"Oh! good God!” 

“Listen to me; this is what has happened. My brother, who was 
coming to my assistance, to take me away, by force, if it were necessary, 
met with die emissary of the cardinal, who was coming in search of 
me. He followed him. When arrived at a solitary and retired part of 
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the road, he drew his sword and required the messenger to deliver up 
to him the papers of which he was the bearer ; the messenger resisted ; 
my brother killed him.” 

“Oh !” said Madame Bonacieux, with a shudder. ^ 

“Remember, that was the only means. Then my brother determined 
to substitute cunning for force. He took the papers, and presented 
himself here as the emissary of the cardinal, and in an hour or two a 
carriage will come to take me away by the orders of his eminence.” 

“I understand : your brother sends this carriage.” 

“Exactly so ; but that is not all. That letter you have received, and 
which you believe to be from Madame de Chevreuse ” 

“Well?” 

“It is a forgery.” 

“How can that be ?” 

“Yes, a forgery; it is a snare to prevent your making any resist- 
ance when the persons come to fetch you.” 

“But it is D’Artagnan that will come!” 

“Do not deceive yourself. D’Artagnan and his friends are detained 
at the siege of La Rochelle.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“My brother met some emissaries of the cardinal in the ^uniform 
of musketeers. You would have been summoned to the gate, you would 
have thought you went to meet friends, you would have been carried 
off, and conducted back again to Paris.” 

“Oh ! good God ! my senses fail me amid such a chaos of iniquities. 
I feel, if this continues,” said Madame Bonacieux, raising her hands 
to her forehead, “I shall go mad !” 

“Stop ” 

“What?” 

“I hear a horse’s steps, it is my brother setting off again. I should 
like to offer him a last salute. Come?” 

Milady opened the window, and made a sign to Madame Bonacieux 
to join her. The young woman complied. 

Rochefort passed at a gallop. 

“Adieu, brother!” cried milady. 

The chevalier raised his head, saw the two young women, and 
without stopping waved his hand in a friendly way to milady. 

“Dear, good George !” said she, closing the window with an expres- 
sion of countenance full of affection and melancholy. 

And she resumed her seat, as if plunged in reflections entirely 
personal. 

“Dear lady,” said Madame Bonacieux* “pardon me for interrupt- 
ing you ; but what do you advise me to do? Good heaven ! You have 
more experience than*"! have. Speak; I will listen to<your advice with 
the greatest gratitude.” 

“In the first place,” said milady, “it is possible that I may be de- 
ceived, and D’Artagnan and his friends may really come to ypur assist- 
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“Oh! that would be too much!” cried Madame Bonadeux; “so 
much happiness is not destined for me I” 

“Then you perceive it would be only a question of time, a sort of 
race, which should apive first. If your friends are the more speedy, 
you will be saved; if the satellites of the cardinal are so, you will 
be lost!” 

“Oh! yes, yes! lost beyond redegiption! What am I to do? what 
am I to do?” 

“There would be a very simple means, very natural ” 

“What? Speak!” 

“To wait, concealed in the neighborhood, until you have satisfied 
yourself who the men were who came to ask for you.” 

“But where can I wait?” 

“Oh ! there is no difficulty in that ; I shall stop anS conceal myself 
at a few leagues from hence, until my brother can rejoin me. Well! I 
can take you with me ; we can conceal ourselves, and wait together.” 

“But I shall not be allowed to go ; I am almost a prisoner here.” 

“As I am supposed to go in consequence of an order from the cardi- 
nal, no one will believe you are anxious to follow me.” 

“Well?” 

“Well! the carriage is at the door, you bid me adieu, you get upon 
the step to embrace me a last time; my brother’s servant, who comes 
to fetch me, is told how to proceed; he makes a sign to the postillion, 
and we set off at a gallop.” 

“But D’Artagnan ! D’Artagnan ! if he should come,” 

“Well ! shall we not know it ?” 

“How ?” 

“Nothing, more easy. We will send my brother’s servant back to 
Bethune, and, as I told you we can trust in him, he shall assume a dis- 
guise, and place himself in front of the convent. If the emissaries of 
the cardinal arrive, he will take no notice ; if they are M. d’Artagnan 
and his friends, he will bring them to us.” 

“He knows them, then?” 

“Doubtless he does. Has he not seen M, d’Artagnan at my house?” 

“Oh ! yes, yes, you are right ; in this way all may go well— all 
may be for the best ; but do not go far from this place.” 

“Seven or eight leagues at most; we will keep on the frontiers, for 
instance ; and at the first alarm we can leave France.” 

“And what can we do there?” 

“Wait.” 

“But if they come ?” ?> 

“My brother’s carriage will be here first.” 

“If I shouy happen to be at any distanc-e from you when the 
carriage comes for you; at dinner or supper, for instance?” 

“Do one thing.” 

“What is that?” 

“Tell^our good superior, that in order that we may be as much 
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together as possible, you beg her to allow you to take your meals with 
me.”.' ^ 

“Will she permit it?” 

“What inconvenience can it be to her ?” ' 

“Oh, delightful; in this way we shall not be separated for an in- 
stant.” 

“Well I go down to her then t(;;fc make your request. I feel my head 
a little confused; I will take a turn in the garden.” 

“Do; and where shall I find you?” 

“Here, within an hour.” 

“Here, in an hour ; oh ! you are so kind ! and I am so grateful !” 

“How can I avoid interesting myself for one who is so beautiful, 
and so amiable^ Besides, are you not the beloved of one of my best 
friends?” 

“Dear D’Artagnan, oh! how he will thank you!” 

“I hope so. Now then, all is agreed ; let us go down.” 

“You are going into the garden?” 

"Yes.” 

“Go along this corridor, down a little staircase and you are in it.” 

“That will do — ^thank you!” 

And the two women parted, exchanging affectionate smiles. 

Milady had told the truth — ^her head was confused; for her ill- 
arranged plans clashed against each other like a chaos. She required 
to be alone in order to bring her thoughts a little in order. She saw 
vaguely into futurity ; but she stood in need of a little silence and quiet 
to give all her ideas, at present in confusion, a distinct form and a 
regular plan. 

What was most pressing was, to get Madame Bonacieux away, 
and convey her to a place of safety, and there, matters so falling out, 
make her a hostage. Milady began to have doubts of the issue of this 
terrible duel, in which her enemies showed as much perseverance as 
she did inveterate animosity. 

Besides, she felt as we feel when a storm is coming on — ^that this 
issue was near, and could not fail to be terrible. 

The principal thing for her then was, as we have said, to keep 
Madame Bonacieux in her power. Madame Bonacieux was the very 
life of D’Artagnan; more than his life, was the life of the woman he 
loved : this was, in case of ill fortune, a means of treating and obtaining 
good conditions. 

Now, this point was settled: Madame Bonacieux, without any 
suspicion, accompanied her and, once concealed with her at Armen- 
tieres, it would be easy to make her beliefe that D’Artagnan was not 
come to Bethune. In a fortnight, at most, Rochefort would be back 
again ; during that fortnight, besides, she should have tyne to think how 
she could best be revenged upon the four friends. She entertained no 
fear of being dull, thank God ! for she should enjoy the sweetest pastime 
events could offer to a woman of her character — ^the perfecting of a 
cruel vengeance. * 


467 


Alexander Dumas 

While revolving all this in her mind, she east her eyes around her, 
and arranged the topography of the garden in her head. Milady was 
like a good general, who contemplates at the same time victory and 
defeat, aiM who is quite prepared, according to the chances of the battle, 
to march forward, or to beat a retreat. 

At the end of an hour, she heard a soft voice calling her; it was 
Madame Bonacieux’s. The good abboss had naturally consented to her 
request ; and as a commencement, they were to sup together. 

On reaching the courtyard, they heard the noise of a carriage, 
which stopped at the gate. 

Milady listened. 

“Do you hear anything ?” said she. 

“Yes, the rolling of a carriage.” ^ 

“It is the one my brother sends for us.” 

“Oh! my God!” 

“Come; come! courage!” 

The bell of the convent gate was rung — milady was not mistaken. 

“Go up to your chamber,” said she to Madame Bonacieux; “you 
have perhaps some jewels you would like to take with you.” 

“I have his letters,” said she. 

“Weh! go and fetch them, and come to my apartment; we will 
snatch some supper; we shall perhaps travel part of the night and must 
keep our strength up.” 

“Great God !” said Madame Bonacieux, placing her hand upon her 
bosom : “my heart beats so I cannot walk.” 

“Courage, my dear, courage ! remember that in a quarter of an hour 
you will be safe ; and think that what you are about to do is for his 
sake.” ' . . 

“Yes, yes, everything for his sake. You have restored my courage 
by a single word ; go up, I will be with you directly.” 

Milady ran up to her apartment quickly ; she there found Roche- 
fort’s lackey and gave him his instructions. 

He was to wait at the gate; if, by chance, the musketeers should 
appear, the carriage was to set off as fast as possible, pass round the 
convent, and go and wait for milady at a little village which was sit- 
uated at the other side of the wood. In this case milady was to cross 
the garden and gain the village on foot. We have already said milady 
was perfectly acquainted with this part of France. 

If the musketeers did not appear, things were to go on as had been 
-agreed; Madame Bonacieux was to get into the carriage as if to bid 
her adieu, and she was to take away Madame Bonacieux. 

Madame Bonacieux came h . ; and, to remove all suspicion, if she had 
any, milady repeated to the lackey, before her, the latter part of her 
instructions. . 

Milady made some question about the carriage; it was a chaise with 
three horses, driven by a postillion ; Rochefort’s lackey preceded it, as 
a courier. 

Milady \vas wrong in fearing that Madame Bonacieux would have 
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any suspicions ; the poor young woman was too pure to suppose that 
any female could be guilty of such perfidy; besides, the name of the 
Countess de Winter, which she had heard the abbess pronounce, was 
perfectly unknown to her, and she was even ignorant that '^a woman 
had had so great and so fatal a share in the misfortune of her life. 

“You see,” said she, when the lackey was gone out, “everything is 
ready. The abbess suspects nothing, and believes that I am fetched by 
the orders of the cardinal. The man is gone to give his last orders ; take 
a mouthful to eat, drink half a glass of wine, and let us be gone.” 

“Yes,” said Madame Bonacieux mechanically; “let us be gone.” 

Milady made her a sign to sit down before her, poured out a small 
glass of Spanish wine for her, and helped her to the wing of a chicken. 

“See!” saidishe, “if everything is not propitious; here is night com- 
ing on ; by daybreak we shall have gained our retreat, and nobody can 
have any suspicion where we are. Come, courage — ^take something.” 

Madame Bonacieux ate a few mouthfuls mechanically, and just 
touched the glass with her lips. 

“Come ! come I” said milady, lifting hers to her mouth, “do as I do.” 

But, at the moment the glass touched her lips, her hand remained 
suspended; she heard something on the road which sounded like the 
rattling of a distant gallop, and which drew nearer ; and, almost at the 
same time, she heard the neighing of horses. 

This noise acted upon her joy like the storm which awakens the 
sleeper in the midst of a happy dream ; she grew pale, and ran to the 
window, while Madame Bonacieux, rising all in a tremble, supported 
herself upon her chair to avoid falling. 

Nothing was yet to be seen, only they heard the galloping draw 
nearer. 

“Oh! my God!” said Madame Bonacieux, “what is that noise?” 

“That of either our friends or our enemies,” said milady, with her 
terrible coolness; “stay where you are, I will tell you.” 

Madame Bonacieux remained standing, mute, motionless, and pale 
as a statue. 

The noise became stronger, the horses could not be more than a 
hundred paces distant ; if they were not yet to be seen, it was because the 
road made an elbow. The noise became so distinct that the horses 
might be counted by the sound of their hoofs. 

Milady looked as if her eyes would start; it was just light enough 
to allow her to see those who were coming. 

All at once, at the turning of the road, she saw the glitter of laced 
hats and the waving of feathers; she founted two, then five, then 
eight horsemen; one of them preceded the rest by double the length 
of his horse. * 

Milady uttered a stifled groan. In the first horseman she recog- 
nized D’Artagnan. 

“Oh! heavens! oh! heavens!” cried Madame Bonacieux, “what is 
it? what is it?” 
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“What is the uniform of the cardinal’s guards, not an instant to 
be lost. Let us fly, let us fly!” 

“Oh! yes! let us fly!” repeated Madame Bonacieux, but without 
being able to make a step, fixed to the spot she stood on Isy terror. 

They heard the horsemen pass under the windows. 

“Come, then ! why, come then !” cried milady, endeavoring to drag 
her along by the arm. “Thanks to the garden, we yet can fly ; I have 
the key; but make haste! in five minutes it will be too late!” 

Madame Bonacieux endeavored to walk, made two steps, and sank 
upon her knees. 

Milady endeavored to raise and carry her, but could not succeed. 

At this moment they heard the rolling of the carriage, which at the 
approach of the musketeers, set off at a gallop. Then three or four 
shots were fired. 

“For the last time, will you come?” cried milady. 

“Oh heavens! oh heavens you see my strength fails me, you see 
plainly I cannot walk : fly alone !” 

“Fly alone ! and leave you here ! no, no, never !” cried milady. 

All at once she remained still, a livid flash darted from her eyes; 
she ran to the table, poured into Madame Bonacieux’s glass the contents 
of a ring, which she opened with singular quickness. 

It was a grain of reddish color, which melted immediately. 

Then, taking the glass with a firm hand : 

“Drink,” said she, “this wine will give you strength, drink I” 

And she put the glass to the lips of the young woman, who drank 
mechanically. 

“This is not the way that I wished to avenge myself,” said milady, 
replacing the glass upon the table with an infernal smile, "but, ma foi! 
we do what we can!” And she rushed out of the room. Madame 
Bonacieux saw her go without being able to follow her; she was like 
those people who dream they are pursued, and who in vain endeavor 
to walk. 

A few moments passed, a great noise was heard at the gate ; every 
instant Madame Bonacieux expected to see milady; but she did not 
return. 

Several times, with terror, no doubt, the cold sweat burst from her 
burning brow. 

At length she heard the grating of the hinges of the opening 
gates, the noise of boots spurs resounded on the stairs; there was a 
great murmur of voices, which continued to draw near, and among 
which it appeared to her she heard her own name pronounced. 

All at once she utterea a loud cry of joy, and darted toward the 
door ; she had recognized the voice of D’Artagnan. 

“D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan!” cried she, “h it you? This way! 
this way !” 

“Constance! Constance!” replied the young man, “where are you? 
where ar^ you?” 

At the same moment, the door of the cell yielded to a shock, rather 
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than was opened; several men rushed into the chamber; Madame 
Bonacieux had sunk into a faufeuil, vnihout the power of moving. 

. D’Artagnan threw a smoking pistol from his hand, and fell on his 

knees before his mistress; Athos replaced his in his belt; Pordios and 
Aramis, who held their drawn swords in their hands, returned them 
to their scabbards. 

“Oh ! D’Artagnan ! my belo\"e4 D’Artagnan ! thou art come, then, 
at last, thou hast not deceived me! it is indeed thee!” 

“Yes, yes, dear Constance ! united at last I” 

“Oh ! it was in vain she told me you would not come. I hoped 
silently; I was not willing to fly; oh! how rightly I have done! how 
happy I am!” 

At this word^he, Athos, who had seated himself quietly, started up. 
what she?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Why, my companions; she who, from friendship for me, wished 
to take me from my persecutors, she who, mistaking you for the card- 
inal’s guards, has just fled away.” 

“Your companion !” cried D’Artagnan, becoming more pale than the 
white veil of his mistress, “of what companion are you speaking, dear 
Constance?” 

“Of her whose carriage was at the gate, of a woman who calls 
herself your friend, of a woman to whom you have told everything.” 

“But her name, her name !” cried D’Artagnan ; “my God 1 can you 
not remember her name?” 

“Yes, it was pronounced before me once; stop— but — ^it is very 
strange — oh ! my God I my head swims — I cannot see I” 

“Help! help! my friends! her hands are icy cold,” cried D’Artagnan, 
“she will faint! great God, she is losing her senses!” 

While Porthos was calling for help with all the power of his strong 
voice, Aramis ran to the table to get a glass of water; but he stopped 
at seeing the horrible alteration that had taken place in the countenance 
of Athos, who, standing before the table, his hair rising from his head, 
his eyes fixed in stupor, was looking at one of the glasses and appeared 
a prey to the most horrible doubt. 

“Oh !” said Athos, “oh ! no, it is impossible ! God would not permit 
such a crime!” 

“Water! water!” cried D’Artagnan, “water!” 

“Oh! poor woman! poor woman!” murmured Athos, in a broken 
voice. 

Madame Bonacieux opened her eyes under the kisses of D’Artagnan. 

“She revives!” cried the young man. “Oh! my God! my God! I 
thank thee!” * 

“Madame!” said Athos, “madame, in the name of heaven, whose 
empty glass is this?” * 

“Mine, monsieur,” said the young woman in a dying voice. 

“But who poured out the wine for you that was in this glass?” 

"She/* 

“But who was she?^’ 
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“Oh! I remember,” said Madame Bonacieux, “the Countess de 
Wiviterf’ 

The four friends uttered one and the same cry, but that of Athos 
dominatfid over all the rest. 

At that moment the countenance of Madame Bonacieux became 
livid, a fearful agony pervaded her frame, and she sank panting into 
the arms of Porthos and Aramis. ^ 

D’Artagnan seized the hands of Athos with an anguish difficult to 
be described. 

“What I what 1 do you believe?” His voice was stifled by sobs. 

“I believe everything,” said Athos, biting his lips till the blood 
sprang, to avoid, sighing, 

“D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan. ! where art thou? Do not quit me, 
thou seest that I am dying!” cried Madame Bonacieux, 

D’Artagnan let fall the hands of Athos which he still held clasped 
in both his own, and hastened to her. 

Her beautiful face was distorted with agony, her glassy eyes wetej^ 
fixed, a convulsive shuddering shook her whole body, for swea| flowe^'~ 
from her brow. 

“In the name of heaven, run, call; Aramis! Porthos! call for help!” 

“Useless !” said Athos, “useless ! for the poison which she pours 
out thhre is no counter-poison!” 

“Yes! yes I help! help!” murmured Madame Bonacieux, “help!” 

Then, collecting all her strength, she took the head of the young 
man between her hands, looked at him for an instant as if her whole 
soul passed in that look, and, with a sobbing cry, pressed her lips to his. 

“Constance! Constance!” cried D’Artagnan wildly. 

A sigh escaped from the mouth of Madame Bonacieux, and dwelt 
for an instant on the lips of D’Artagnan — ^that sigh was the soul so 
chaste and so loving reascending to heaven. 

D’Artagnan held nothing but a corpse pressed in his arms. 

The young man uttered a cry and fell by the side of his mistress 
as pale and as senseless as she was. 

Porthos wept, Aramis pointed toward heaven, Athos made the sign 
of the cross. 

At that moment a man appeared in the doorway almost as pale as 
those in the chamber, looked round him and saw Madame Bonacieux 
dead, and D’Artagnan fainting. 

He appeared just at that moment of stupor which follows great 
catastrophes. 

“I was not deceived,” said he; “here is M. d’Artagnan, and you are 
his friends, Messieurs Athoa, Porthos, and Aramis.” 

The persons whose names were thus pronounced looked at the 
stranger with astonishment, all three thought they knew him. 

“Gentlemen,” resumed the newcomer, “you are, as I am, in search 
of a woman, who,” added he, with a terrible smile, “must have passed 
this way, for I see a corpse!” 

The tflree friends remained mute, for although the voice as well as 
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the countenance reminded them of some one they had seen, they could 
not remember under what circumstances. 

“Gentlemen,” continued the stranger, “since you do not recognize 
a man who probably owes his life to you twice, I must name-, myself ; 
I am the Lord de Winter, brother-in-law of that woman.” 

The three friends uttered a cry of surprise. 

Athos rose, and offering him hjs hand : 

“You are welcome, milord,” said he, “you are one of us.” 

“I set out five hours after her from Portsmouth,” said Lord de 
Winter. “I arrived three hours after her at Boulogne. I missed her 
by twenty minutes at St. Omer ; at last at Lilliers I lost all trace of her. 
I was going about at hazard, inquiring of everybody, when I saw you 
gallop past; I recognized M. d’Artagnan. I called to you, but you did 
not answer me;**! wished to follow you, but my horse was too much 
fatigued to permit me to overtake you. And yet, it appears that in spite 
i oii^ your diligence you have arrived too late.” 

“You see!” said Athos, pointing to Madame Bonacieux dead, and 
to D’A^tagnan, whom Porthos and Aramis were endeavoring to recall 
to life. 

“Are they then both dead?” asked Lord de Winter sternly. 

“No,” replied Athos, “fortunately M. d’Artagnan has only fainted.” 

“Ah! I am glad to hear that!” said Lord de Winter. ' 

At that moment D’Artagnan opened his eyes. 

He tore himself from the arms of Porthos and Aramis, and threw 
himself like a madman on the corpse of his mistress. 

Athos rose, walked toward his friend with a slow and solemn step, 
embraced him tenderly, and as he burst into violent sobs, he said to 
him, with his noble and persuasive voice : 

“Friend, be a man 1 women weep for the dead, men avenge them I” 

“Oh, yes!” cried D’Artagnan, “yes! if it be to avenge her, I am 
ready to follow you.” 

Athos took advantage of this moment of strength which the hope 
of vengeance restored to his unfortunate friend, to make a sign to Porthos 
and Aramis to go and fetch the superior. 

They met her in the corridor, in great trouble and agitation at such 
strange events; she called for some of the nuns, who against all rules, 
found themselves in the presence of five men. 

“Madame,” said Athos, passing his arm under that of D’Artagnan, 
“we abandon to your pious care the body of that unfortunate woman. 
She was an angel on earth before being an angel in heaven. Treat her 
as one of your sisters. We will return some day to pray over her grave !” 

D’Artagnan concealed his face in the Ijosom of Athos, and sobbed 
aloud. 

“Weep!” said Athos, “weep! thou poor heart, full, of love, youth, 
and life ! Alas ! would that I were able to weep as thou dost !” 

And he drew away his friend, affectionate as a father, consoling as a 
priest, great as a man who has suffered much. 

All five, followed by their lackeys, leading their horses, 1:ook their 
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way to the town of Bethune, whose faubourg they perceived, and stopped 
before the first auberge they came to. 

“But,” said D’Artagnan, “shall we not pursue that woman?” 

“Pfesently,” said Athos ; “I have measures to take.” 

“She will escape us,” replied the young man; “she will escape us, 
and it will be your fault, Athos.” 

“I will be accountable for her,”»said Athos. 

“D’Artagnan had so much confidence in the word of his friend, that 
he hung down his head, and entered the auberge, without making a 
reply. 

Porthos and Aramis looked at each other without comprehending 
whence Athos derived this assurance. 

Lord de Winter believed he spoke in this manner to soothe the 
grief of D’Artagnan. 

“Now, gentlemen,” said Athos, when he had ascertained there were 
five chambers disengaged in the hotel, “let every one retire to his own 
apartment; D’Artagnan requires to be alone, to weep and to sleep, f 
take charge of everything, be all of you at ease.” « 

“It appears, however,” said Lord de Winter, “that if there be any 
measure to be taken against the countess, it particularly concerns me: 
she i$ my sister-in-law.” 

“And I,” said Athos — ^‘she is my wife!’' 

D’Artagnan smiled, for he was satisfied Athos was sure of his ven- 
geance, when he revealed such a secret as that ; Porthos and Aramis 
looked at each other, and changed color. Lord de Winter thought Athos 
was mad. 

“Now, all retire to your chambers,” said Athos, “and leave me to act. 
Vou must perceive that in my quality of a husband this concerns me in 
particular. Only, D’Artagnan, if you have not lost it, give me the piece 
of paper which fell from that man’s hat, upon which is written the 
name of the village of ” 

“Ah !” said D’Artagnan, “I comprehend now ; that name written in 
her hand.” 

“You see, then,” said Athos, “there is a God in heaven, still!” 


CHAPTER LXIV. 

THE MAN WITH THE RED CLOAK. 

The despair of Athos had given place to a concentrated grief, whict 
only rendered more lucid ■^he brilliant mental faculties of that extraor- 
dinary man. 

Possessed by one single thought, that of the promise he had made, 
and of the responsibility he had taken upon himself, he retired the last to 
his chamber, begged the host to procure him a map of the province, bent 
over it, examined every line traced upon it, perceived that there were four 
different^ roads from Bethune to Afmentieres, and called all the four 
valets. 



474 


The Three Musketeers 

Planchet, Grimaud, Bazin, and Mousqueton presented themselves, 
and received clear, positive, and serious orders from Athos, 

They were to set out for Armentieres the next morning at daybreak, 
and to go to Armentieres — each by a different route. Planchet, the most 
intelligent of the four, was to follow that by which the carriage had 
gone, upon which the four friends had fired, and which was accompanied 
as may be remembered, by Rochefort’s servant. 

Athos set the lackeys to work first, because, since these men had been 
in the service of himself and his friends, he had discovered in each of them 
different and essential qualities. 

Then, lackeys who ask questions inspire less mistrust than masters ; 
and meet with more sympathies among those they address. 

Besides, milady knew the masters, and did not know the lackeys ; 
while, on the contrary, the lackeys knew milady perfectly well. 

All four were to meet the next day, at eleven o’clock; if they had 
discovered milady’s retreat, three were to remain on guard, the fourth 
was to return to Bethune, to inform Athos, and serve as a guide to the 
four friends. 

These dispositions arranged, the lackeys retired. 

Athos then arose from his chair, girded on his sword, enveloped 
himself in his cloak, and left the hotel ; it was nearly ten o’clock. At ten 
o’clock in the evening, it is well knovrn, the streets in provincial towns 
are very little frequented; Athos, nevertheless, was visibly anxious to 
find some one of whom he could ask a question. At length he met a 
belated passenger, went up to him, and spoke a few words to him ; the 
man he addressed drew back with terror, and only answ'ered the 
musketeer by an indication. Athos offered him a half a pistole to 
accompany him, but the man refused. • 

Athos then plunged into the street the man had pointed to with his 
finger; but arriving at four crossroads, he stopped again, visibly em- 
barrassed. Nevertheless, as the crossroads offered him a better chance 
than any other place of meeting somebody, he stood still. In a few min- 
utes a night-watch passed. Athos repeated to him the same question 
he had asked the first person he had met ; the night-watch evinced the 
same terror, refused, in his turn, to accompany Athos, and only pointed 
with his hand to the road he was to take. 

Athos walked in the direction indicated, and reached the faubourg, 
situated at the extremity of the city, opposite to that by which he and his 
friends had entered it. There he again appeared uneasy and embarrassed, 
and stopped for the third time. 

Fortunately a mendicant passed, who, coming up to Athos to ask 
charity, Athos offered him half a-crown to accompany him where he was 
going. The mendicant ITesitated at first, but at the sight mf the piece of 
silver which shone in the darkness, he consented, and walked on before 
Athos. 

When arrived at the angle of a street, he pointed to a small house, 
isolated, solitary, and dismal. Athos went toward the house, while the 
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uiendicant, who had received his reward, hobbled off as fast as his legs 
could carry him. 

Athos went round the house before he could distinguish the door, 
amid the red color in which it was painted ; no light appeared through 
the chinks of the shutters, no noise gave reason to believe that it was 
inhabited — it was dark and silent as the tomb. 

Three times Athos knocked wi^out receiving any answer. At the 
third knock, however, steps was heard inside; the cfoor at length was 
opened, and a man of high stature, pale complexion, and black hair and 
beard, appeared. 

Athos and he exchanged some words in a low voice, then the tall 
man made a sign to the musketeer that he might come in. Athos im- 
mediately took advantage of the permission; and tlifv door was closed 
after them. 

The man whom Athos had come so far to seek, and whom he had 
found with so much trouble, introduced him into his laboratory, where 
he was engaged in fastening together with iron wire the dry bones of 
a skeleton. All the frame was adjusted, except the head, which lay 
upon the table. 

All the rest of the furniture indicated that the inhabitant of this house 
was engaged in the study of the natural sciences ; there were large bottles 
filled with serpents, ticketed according to their species ; dried lizards 
shone like emeralds set in great squares of black wood ; and bunches of 
wild odoriferous hei'bs, doubtless possessed of virtues unknown to com- 
mon men, were fastened to the ceiling and hung down in the corners of 
the apartment. 

But there was no family, no servant; the tall man inhabited this 
house alone*. 

Athos cast a cold and indifferent glance upon the objects we have 
described, and, at the invitation of him he came to seek, he sat down 
near him. 

Then he explained to him the cause of his visit, and the service he 
required of him; but scarcely had he expressed his request, than the 
unknown,. wdio remained standing before the musketeer, drew back with 
signs of terror, and refused. Then Athos took from his pocket a small 
paper, upon which were written two lines, accompanied by a signature 
and a seal, and presented them to him who had given too prematurely 
these signs of repugnance. The tall man had scarcely read these lines, 
seen the signature, and recognized the seal, when he bowed to denote 
that he had no longer any objection to make, and that he was ready to 
obey. 

Athos required no more; he arose, bowed, went out, returned by the 
same way he came, re-entered the hotel, and went to his apartment. 

At daybreak D'Artagnan came to him, and asked him “What was 
to be done?” 

“Wait!” replied Athos. 

Some minutes after, the superior of the convent sent to inform the 
musketeers that the burial would take place at midday. As to the 
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poisoner, they had heard no tidings of her whatever ; only she must have 
made her escape through the garden, upon the sand of which her foot- 
steps could be traced and the door of which had been found shut; the 
key had disappeared. 

At the hour appointed, Lord de Winter and the four friends repaired 
to the convent ; the bells tolled, the chapel was open, but the grating of 
the choir was closed. In the middle* of the choir the body of the victim, 
clothed in her novitate dress, was exposed. On each side of the choir, 
and behind the gratings opening upon the convent, was assembled the 
whole community of the Carmelites, who listened to the divine service, 
and mingled their chants with the chants of the priests, without seeing 
the profane, or being seen by them. 

At the door oithe chapel D’Artagnan felt his courage fail again, and 
returned to look for Athos, but Athos had disappeared. 

Faithful to his mission of vengeance, Athos had requested to be 
conducted to the garden; and there upon the sand, following the light 
steps of this woman, who had left a bloody track wherever she had gone, 
he advanced toward the gate which led into the wood, and causing it to 
be opened, he went out into the forest. 

Then all his suspicions were confirmed — ^the road by which the car- 
riage had disappeared went round the forest. Athos followed thcrroad 
for some time with his eyes fixed upon the ground ; slight stains of blood, 
which came from the wound inflicted upon the man who accompanied 
the carriage as a courier, or from one of the horses, were to be seen on 
the road. At the end of about three-quarters of a league, within fifty 
paces of Festubert, a larger bloodstain appeared; the ground was 
trampled by horses. Between the forest and this accursed spot, a little 
behind the trampled ground, was the same track of small feet as in the 
garden ; the carriage, then, had stopped here. At this spot milady had 
come out of the wood, and got into the carriage. 

Satisfied with this discovery, which confirmed all his suspicions, 
Athos returned to the hotel, and found Planchet impatiently waiting for 
him. 

Everything was as Athos had foreseen. 

Planchet had followed the road; like Athos, he had discovered the 
stains of blood; like Athos, he had remarked the spot where the horses 
had stopped ; but he had gone further than Athos, so that at the village 
of Festubert, while drinking at an auberge, he had learned, without ask- 
ing a question, that the evening before, at about half-past eight, a 
wounded man, who accompanied a lady traveling in a post-chaise, had 
been obliged to stop, being unable to go any ^further. The wound was 
attributed to thieves who had stopped the chaise in the wood. The 
man remained in the village; the lady had had a relay of horses, and 
continued her journey. * * 

Planchet went in search of the postilion who had driven her, and 
found him. He had taken the lady as far as Fromelles, and from Fro- 
melles she had set out for Armentieres. Planchet took the cr#>ssroad, 
and by seven o’clock in the morning he was at Armentieres, 
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There was but one hotel, that of the post. Planchet went and 
presented himself as a lackey out of a place, who was in search of a 
situation. He had not chatted ten minutes with the people of the auberge 
before, he learned that a lady had come here about eleven o’clock the 
night before, alone; had engaged a chamber, had sent for the master 
of the hotel, and told him that she was desirous to remain for some time 
in that neighborhood. 

Planchet did not want to know' any more. He hastened to the ren- 
dezvous, found the lackeys at their posts, placed them as sentinels at all 
the issues of the hotel, and came to find Athos, who had just received 
his information when his friends returned. 

All their countenance were melancholy and anxious, even the mild 
countenance of Aramis. 

“What is to be done?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Wait,” replied Athos. 

Every one went to his own apartment. 

At eight o’clock in the evening Athos ordered the horses to be sad- 
dled, and had Lord de Winter and his friends informed that they must 
prepare for the expedition. 

In an instant all five were ready. Every one examined his arms, 
and put them in order. Athos came down the last, and found D’Artagnan 
already mounted, and growing impatient. 

“Patience !” cried Athos ; “one of our party is still wanting.” 

The four horseman looked round them with astonishment, for they 
sought uselessly in their minds who this other person they wanted 
could be. 

At this moment Planchet brought out Athos’ horse; the musketeer 
leaped lightly into the saddle. 

“Wait lor me,” cried he; “I will soon be back;” and set off at a 
gallop. 

In a quarter of an hour he returned, accompanied by a tall man, 
masked, and enveloped in a large red cloak. 

Lord de Winter and the three musketeers looked at each other in- 
quiringly. None of them could give the others any information, for all 
were ignorant who this man could be ; nevertheless, they felt convinced 
that this ought to be so, as it was done by Athos. 

At nine o’clock, guided by Planchet, the little cavalcade set out, 
taking the route the carriage had taken. 

It was a melancholy sight, that of these six men, traveling in silence, 
each plunged in his own thoughts, sad as despair, dark as punishment. 


CHAPTER LXV. 

■» TRIAL. 

It was a stormy and dark night; vast clouds covered the heavens, 
concealing the stars ; the moon would not rise much before midnight. 
Occasionally, by the light of a fla.sh of lightning, which gleamed 
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along the horizon, the road appeared before them, white and solitary; 
the flash extinct, all remained in darkness. 

At every instant Athos was forced to restrain D’Artagnan, constantly 
in advance of the little troop, and to beg him to keep his rank, ^which, 
at the end of a minute, he again departed from. He had but one thought, 
which was to go forward, and he went. 

They passed in silence through the little village of Festubert, where 
the wounded servant was, and theif skirted the wood of Richebourg; 
when arrived at Herlier, Planchet, who led the column, turned to the 
left. 

Several times Lord de Winter, Porthos, or Aramis, endeavored to 
enter into conversation with the man in the red cloak; but to every in- 
terrogation put to him he bowed, without making any reply. The travel- 
ers then comprehdided that there must be some reason why the unknown 
preserved such a silence, and said no more to him. 

The storm came on, the flashes succeeded each other more rapidly, 
the thunder began to growl, and the wind, the precursor of a hurricane, 
whistled in the plumes and the hair of the horsemen. 

The cavalcade trotted on more sharply. 

A little before they came to Fromelles the storm burst in all its 
fury upon them; they unfolded their cloaks. They had still three 
leagues to travel, and they performed it amid torrents of rain. 

D’Artagnan took off his hat, and could not be persuaded to make use 
of his cloak : he found ease in feeling the water trickle over his burning 
brow, and down his feverish body. 

At the moment the little troop had passed Goskal, and were approach- 
ing the port, a man, sheltered beneath a tree, left the trunk of it, with 
which he had been confounded in the darloiess, and advanced into the 
middle of the road, with his finger on his lips, 

Athos recognized Grimaud. 

"What’s the matter ?” cried Athos ; "has she left Armentieres ?” 

Grimaud made a sign in the affirmative. D’Artagnan ground his 
teeth. 

"Silence, D’Artagnan!” said Athos. “I have charged myself with 
this affair ; it is for me, then, to interrogate Grimaud.” 

“Where is she?” asked Athos. 

Grimaud stretched out his hands in the direction of the Lys. 

"Far from here?” asked Athos. 

Grimaud showed his master his forefinger bent. 

"Alone?” asked Athos. 

Grimaud made a sign that she was. 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, "she is alone, ivithin half a league of us, 
in the direction of the river.” 

"That’s well,” said P’Artagnan ; “lead us on, Grimaud.” 

Grimaud took his course across the country, and aAed as a guide 
to the cavalcade. 

At the end of about five hundred paces they came to a rivulet, which 
they forded, • 
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By the aid of the lightning they could perceive the village of 
Enguinghem. 

“Is she there?” asked D’Artagnan of Athos. 

Grimaud shook his head negatively. 

“Silence, then!” cried Athos. 

And the troop continued their route. 

Another flash enlightened all around them; Grimaud extended his 
arm, and by the blue splendor of ^e serpent of fire they distinguished 
a little isolated house, on the banks of the river, within a hundred paces 
of a ferry. 

A light was seen at one window'. 

“This is the place,” said Athos. 

At this moment a man, who had been crouching in a ditch, jumped 
up and came toward them. It was Mousqueton; hS pointed with his 
finger to the window with the light in it. 

“She is there,” said he. 

“And Bazin?” asked Athos. 

“While I kept my eye on the window, he guarded the door.” 

“All is well !” said Athos ; “you are good and faithful servants.” 

Athos sprang from his horse, gave the bridle to Grimaud, and ad- 
vanced toward the wdndow, after having made a sign to the rest of the 
troo^) to go toward the door. 

The little house was surrounded by a low quickset hedge of two or 
three feet high ; Athos sprang over the hedge, and went up to the window, 
which w^as without shutters, but had the half-curtain drawn closely. 

He got upon the skirting-stone to enable him to look over the curtain. 

By the light of a lamp he saw a woman enveloped in a mantle of a 
dark color seated upon a joint-stool near the dying embers of a fire ; 
her elbows ’were placed upon a mean table, and she leaned her head upon 
her two hands, which were white as ivory. 

He could not distinguish her countenance, but a sinister smile passed 
over the lips of Athos ; he could not be deceived^ — it was the woman he 
sought. 

At this moment one of the horses neighed ; milady raised her head, 
saw the pale face of Athos close to the window, and screamed with 
terror. 

Athos, perceiving that she laiew him, pushed the window with his 
knee and hand ; it yielded — the frame and glass were broken to shivers. 

And Athos, like the specter of vengeance, sprang into the room. 

Milady rushed to the door and opened it ; but, still more pale and' 
menacing than Athos, D’Artagnan stood on the sill of it. 

Milady drew back, utt^iring a cry ; D’Artagnan, believing she might 
have means of flight, and fearing she should escape, drew a pistol from 
his belt ; but ^thos raised his hand. ^ 

“Put back that weapon, D’Artagnan,” said he; “this woman must be 
judged, not assassinated. Wait but a little, my friend, and you shall be 
satisfied. Come in, gentlemen.” 

D’ATtagnan obeyed, for Athos had the solemn voice and the powerful 
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gesture of a judge sent by the Lord himself. Behind D’Artagnan en- 
tered Porthos, Aramis, Lord de Winter, and the man in the red cloak. 

The four lackeys guarded the door and the window. 

Milady had sunk into a chair, with her hands extended, as if 1?o con- 
jure away this terrible apparition. On perceiving her brother-in-law, 
an agonized cry of surprise and fright burst from her lips. 

*‘What do you w'ant ?” screamed milady. 

“We want,” said Athos, “Charlotte Backson, who first was called 
Countess de la Fere, and afterward Lady de Winter, Baroness de 
Scheffield.” 

“That is I ! that is I !” murmured milady, in extreme terror ; “what 
do you want with me?” 

“We want to judge you according to your crime,” said Athos; “you 
shall be free to dd!end yourself; justify yourself if you can. Monsieur 
D’Artagnan, it is for you to accuse her first.” 

D’Artagnan advanced. 

“Before God and before men,” said he, “I accuse this woman of 
having poisoned Constance Bonacieux, who died yesterday evening.” 

He turned toward Porthos and Aramis. 

“We bear witness to this,” said the two musketeers, with one voice. 

D’Artagnan continued : 

“Before God and before men, I accuse this woman of having at- 
tempted to poison me, in wine which she sent me from Villeroi, with a 
forged letter, as if that wine came from my friends. God preserved me, 
but a man named Briseniont died in my place.” 

“We bear witness to this,” said Porthos and Aramis, in the same 
manner as before. 

“Before God and before men, I accuse this woman of having urged 
me to murder the Baron de Wardes ; and of having employed assassins 
to shoot me; from whom I was again preserved by God’s providence; 
but, as none can bear witness to these facts, I attest them myself — 
have done,” and M. d’Artagnan passed to the other side of the room, 
to Porthos and Aramis. 

“It is your turn, milord,” said Athos. 

The baron came forward. 

“Before God and before men,” said he, “I accuse this woman of 
having been the means of the assassination of the Duke of Buckingham.” 

“The Duke of Buckingham assassinated !” cried all present, with 
one voice. 

“Yes,” said the baron — “assassinated. Upon receiving the warn- 
ing letter you wrote to me, I caused this wwman to be arrested, and 
gave her in charge to a loyal servant ; she corrupted this man, she placed 
the poniard in his hand, ^e made him kill the duke ; and at this moment, 
perhaps, the assassin is paying with his head for the crime of this fury !” 

A shudder crept through the frames of the judges at the revelation 
of such unheard-of -crimes. 

“That is not all,” resumed Lord de Winter ; “my brother, w^o made 
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you his heir, died in three hours, of a strange disorder, which left livid 
traces behind it all over the body. Sister, how did your husband die ?” 

“Horror! horror!” cried Porthos and Aramis. 

“Assassin of Buckingham, assassin of Felton, assassin of my brother, 
I demand justice upon you, and I swear that if it be not granted to me, 
I will execute it myself.” 

And Lord de Winter ranged himself by the side of D’Artagnan, 
leaving the place free for another accuser. 

Milady let her head sink between her two hands, and endeavored 
to recall her ideas, which whirled about in a mortal vertigo. 

“It is my turn,” said Athos, himself trembling as the lion trembles 
at the sight of the serpent ; “it is my turn. I married that woman when 
she was a young girl ; I married her in opposition to the wishes of all my 
I family ; I gave her my wealth, I gave her my name; aftd one day I dis- 
I covered that this woman was branded; this woman was marked with a 
fleur-de-lis on her left shoulder.” 

“Oh !” said milady, “I defy you to find any tribunal which pronounced 
such an infamous sentence against me. I defy you to find him who 
executed it.” 

‘'Silence !” cried a hollow voice. “It is for me to reply to that !” And 
the man in the red cloak came forward in his turn. 

^ “What man is that? what man is that?” cried milady, suffocated 

by terror, her hair unknotting, and rising over her livid countenance 
as if alive. 

All eyes were turned toward this man; for to all except Athos he 
j was unknown. 

I And even Athos looked at him with as much stupefaction as the 

rest, for he could not conceive how he could in any way be mixed up with 
the horrible drama which was then being unfolded. 

After having approached milady with a slow and solemn step, so 
that the table alone separated them, the unknown took off his mask. 

Milady for some time examined with increasing terror that pale 
face, enframed in its black hair, beard and whiskers, the only expression 
a of which was icy impassability — ^all at once : 

“Oh ! no, no !” cried she, rising and retreating to the very wall ; “no, 
no I it is an infernal apparition ! It cannot be he ! Help, help !” screamed 
she, turning toward the wall, as if she would tear an opening with 
I her hands. 

“Who are you, then?” cried all the witnesses of this scene. 

“Ask that woman,” said the man in the red cloak ; “for you may 
plainly see she knows me !” 

“The executioner of Lille ! the executioner of Lille !” cried milady, a 
prey to wild terror, and dinging with her hands to the wall to avoid 
falling. „ , 

Every one drew back, and the man in the red cloak remained stand- 
f ing alone in the middle of the room. 

“Oh! pardon! pardon!” cried the miserable woman, falling on her 
■■ 'knees. 
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The unknown waited for silence, and then— 

“I told you so ; I was sure she would know me,” resumed he, ^‘Yes, 
I am the executioner of Lille, and this is my history.” 

All eyes were fixed upon this man, whose words were listened to 
with anxious attention. 

“That woman was formerly a young maiden as beautiful as she is 
now. She was a nun in the convent of the Benedictines of Templemar. 
A young priest, of a simple and trustful heart, performed the duties of 
the church of that convent. She undertook his seduction, and succeeded : 
she would have seduced a saint. 

“Their vows were sacred and irrevocable. Their connection could 
not last long without ruining both. She prevailed upon him to leave 
the country ; but to leave the country, to fly together, to reach another 
part of France, ^lere they might live at ease; because unknowm, money 
w^as necessary; neither of them had any. The priest stole the sacred 
vases, and sold them; but as they were preparing to escape together, 
they were both arrested. 

“Within a week she seduced the son of the jailer, and got away. The 
young priest was condemned to ten years imprisonment, and to be 
branded. I was executioner of the city of Lille, as this woman has said, 
and the guilty man, gentlemen, was my brother 1 

“I then swwe that this woman who had ruined him, who wa^more 
than his accomplice, since she had induced him to commit the crime, 
should at least share his punishment. I suspected where she was con- 
cealed. I followed her, I caught her, I bound her, and I impressed the 
same disgraceful mark upon her that I had branded upon my poor 
brother. 

“The day after I returned to Lille, my brother, in his turn, succeeded 
in making his escape ; I was accused of complicity, and was condemned 
to remain in his place till he should be again a prisoner. My poor 
brother was ignorant of this sentence; he rejoined this woman; they 
fled together into Berry, and there he obtained a little curacy. This 
woman passed for his sister. 

“The lord of the estate upon which the church of the curacy was 
situated saw this pretended sister, and became enamored of her ; so much 
so, that he offered to marry her. Then she left him she had ruined, for 
him she was destined to ruin, and became the Countess de la Fere ” 

All eyes w^ere turned toward Athos, whose real name that was, and 
who made a sign with his head that all was true that the executioner 
had said. 

“Then,” resumed he, “mad, desperate, determined to get rid of an 
existence from which she had taken away Everything, both honor and 
happiness, my poor brother returned to Lille, and learning the sentence 
which had condemned #ne in his place, surrendered himself, and hung 
himself that same night, from the iron bar of the loophole of his prison. 

“To render justice to them who had condemned me, they kept their 
word. As soon as the identity of my brother was proved, I was set a.t 
liberty. 
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“That is the crime of which I accuse her ; that is the cause of her 
being branded,” 

“Monsieur d’Artagnan,” said Athos, “what is the penalty you de- 
mand ^gainst this woman ?” 

“The punishment of death,” replied D’Artagnan. 

“Milord de Winter,” continued Athos, “what is the penalty you 
demand against this woman?” 

“The punishment of death,” replied Lord de Winter. 

“Messieurs Porthos and Aramis,” again said Athos, “you who are 
her judges, what is the sentence you pronounce upon this woman?” 

“The punishment of death,” replied the musketeers, in a stern, 
hollow voice. 

Milady uttered a frightful shriek, and dragged herself along several 
paces toward her judges upon her knees. ^ 

Athos stretched out his hand toward her. 

“Charlotte Backson, Countess de la Fere, Milady de Winter,” said 
he, “your crimes have wearied men on earth and God in heaven. If you 
know any prayer, say it; for you are condemned, and you shall die.” 

At these words, which left no hope, milady raised herself up to her 
full height, and endeavored to speak, but her strength failed her; she 
felt that a powerful and implacable hand seized her by the hair, and 
dragged her away as irrevocably as fatality drags man : she did not, there- 
fore, even attempt to make the least resistance, and went out of the 
cottage. 

Lord de Winter, D’Artagnan, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, went out 
close behind her and the executioner. The lackeys followed their mas- 
ters, and the chamber was left solitary, with its broken window, its open 
door, and its smoky lamp burning dimly on the table. 


CHAPTER LXVL 

EXECUTION. 

It was near midnight: the moon, lessened by its decline and red- 
dened by the last traces of the storm, arose behind the little town of 
Armentieres, which showed against its pale light the dark outline of its 
houses, and the outline of its high belfry. In front of them the Lys 
rolled its waters like a river of melted lead ; while on the other side was 
a black mass of trees, cutting a stormy sky, invaded by large coppery 
clouds, which created a sort of twilight amid the night. On the left was 
an old abandoned mill, with^its motionless wings from the ruins of which 
an owl threw out its shrill, periodical, and monotonous cry. On the 
right and on the left of the road, which the dismal cortege pursued, ap- 
peared a few Ibw, stunted trees, which looked like deformed dwarfs 
crouching down to watch men traveling at this sinister hour. 

From time to time a broad sheet of lightning opened the horizon in 
its whole»width, darted like a serpent over the black mass of trees, and, 
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like a terrible scimitar, divided the h^ivens and the waters into two 
parts. Not a breath of wind now disturbed the heavy atmosphere. A 
deathlike silence oppressed all nature, the soil was humid and glittering 
with the rain which had recently fallen, and the refreshed herb^s threw 
forth their perfume with additional energy. 

Two of the lackeys now led, or rather dragged, along milady by her 
arms; the executioner walked behind them, and Lord de Winter, D’- 
Artagnan, Porthos, and Aramis walked behind the executioner. Planchet 
and Bazin came last. 

The tw'o lackeys led milady to the banks of the river. Her mouth 
was mute; but her eyes spoke with their inexpressible eloquence, sup- 
plicating by turns each of those she looked at. 

Being a few paces in advance, she whispered to the lackeys; 

“A thousand pistoles to each of you, if you will assist my escape ; but 
if you deliver me up to your masters, I have near at hand, avengers who 
will make you pay for my death very dearly.” 

Grimaud hesitated ; Mousqueton trembled in all his members. 

Athos, who heard milady’s voice, came sharply up ; Lord de Winter 
did the same. 

“Change these lackeys,” said he, “she has spoken to them, they are 
no longer safe.” 

Planchet and Bazin were called forward, and took the places of 
Grimaud and Mousqueton. 

When they arrived on the banks of the river, the executioner ap- 
proached milady and bound her hands and feet. 

Then she broke silence to cry out : 

“You are base cowards, miserable assassins, ten men combined to 
murder one woman ; beware ! if I am not saved I shall be avenged.” 

“You are not a woman,” said Athos, coldly and sternly, “you do 
not belong to the human species: you are a demon escaped from hell, 
to which place we are going to send you back again.” 

“Ah! you virtuous men!” said milady, “but please to remember that 
he who shall touch a hair of my head is himself an assassin.” 

“The executioner can kill, maclame, without being on that account 
an assassin,” said the man in the red cloak, striking upon his immense 
sword ; “this is the last judge; that is all: Nachrichter, as our neighbors, 
the Germans, say,” 

And as he bound her while saying these words, milady uttered two 
or three wild cries, which produced a strange and melancholy effect in 
flying away into the night, and losing thengselves in the depths of the 
woods. 

“If I am guilty, if J have committed the crimes you accuse me of,” 
shrieked milady, “take me before a tribunal ; you are hot judges ; you 
cannot condemn me!” 

“Why, I did offer you Tyburn,” said Lord de Winter, “why did you 
not accept it?” *■ 
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I a^^tor/oung to"diir^ cried milady. str.^gling, “became 

mad:!^.rd7s 

I W.11 enter a cloister, I become a nun,” said milady, 
destroy mrbrother ” ''*''''” executioner, “and you left it to 

Milady uttered a cry of terror, and sank upon her knees, 
ward the carrying her to- 

‘ Oh rmy God ! cried she,_ “my God ! are you going to drown me ?” 
These ci les^ had something so heartrending in them, that M. 
d Artagnan, who had been at first the most eager in^pursuit of milady, 
sank down on the stump of a tree, and leaned down his head, covering 
his ears with the palms of his hands; and yet, notwithstanding, he could 
not help hearing her cry and threaten. 

r^rtagnan was the youngest of all these men ; his heart failed him. 

frightful spectacle!” said he; “I cannot 
consent that this woman should die thus !” 

l^lady heard ^ese few words, and caught at a shadow of hope, 
p Artagnan . D Artagnan !” cried she, “remember that I loved you !” 
The young man rose, and made a step toward her. 

But Athos rose, likewise, drew his sword, and placed himself be- 
tween them. 


One step further, M. d’ Artagnan,” said he, “and dearly as I love 
you, we cross sw’ords.” 

M. d Artagnan sank on his knees and prayed. 

Come ! , continued Athos, ^'executioner, do your duty.” 

“Willingly, monseigneur,” said the executioner; “for, as I am a good 
Catholic, I firmly believe I am acting justly in performing my functions 
on this woman.” 

“That’s well.” 

Athos made a step toward milady. 

“I pardon you, said he, “the ill you have done me ; I pardon you 
for my blasted future, my lost honor, my defiled love, and my salvation 
forever compromised by the despair into which you have cast me. Die 
in peace!” 


Lord de Winter advanced in his turn. 

“I pardon you,” said he, “the poisoning of my brother, the assassina- 
tion of his grace the Duke of Buckingham ; I pardon you the death of poor 
Felton, I pardon you the attempts upon my own person. Die in peace.” 

And I, said M. d Artagnan. “Pardon me, madame, for having by 
a trick, unworthy of a gentleman, provoked yd^r anger; and I, in ex- 
change, pardon you for the murder of my poor love, and your cruel 
vengeance against me. I pardon you, and I weep for you. Die in peace.” 

“I am lost!” murmured milady, in English; “I must die!” 
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Then she rose up herself, and cast around her one of those piercing 
looks which seemed to dart from an eye of flame. 

She saw nothing. 

She listened, and she heard nothing. 

‘'Where am I to die ?” said she. 

“On the other bank,” replied the executioner. 

Then he placed her in the boat, and as he was going to set foot in it 
himself, Athos handed him a pursei^Df gold. 

“Here,” said he, “is the pay for the execution, that it may be plain 
we act as judges.” 

“That is correct,” said the executioner ; “and now, in her turn, let 
this woman see that I am not fulfilling my trade, but my duty.” 

And he threw, the money into the river. 

The boat mo-yed off toward the left-hand shore of the Lys, bearing the 
guilty woman and the executioner ; all the others remained on the right- 
hand bank, where they fell on their knees. 

The boat glided along the ferry-rope under the shadow of a pale 
cloud which hung over the water at the moment. 

The troop of friends saw it gain the opposite bank ; the persons cut 
the red-tinted horizon with a black shade. 

Milady, during her passage, had contrived to untie the cord which 
fastened her feet; on coming near to the bank, she jumped lightly on 
shore and took to flight. 

But the soil was moist : on gaining the top of the bank, she slipped 
and fell upon her knees. 

She was struck, no doubt, with a superstitious idea: she conceived 
that heaven denied its succor, and she remained in the attitude she had 
fallen in, with her head drooping and her hands clasped. , 

Then they saw from the other bank the executioner raise both his 
arms slowly, a moonbeam fell upon the blade of the large sword, the 
two arms fell with a sudden force : they heard the hissing of the scimitar 
and the cry of the victim, then a truncated mass sank beneath the blow. 

The executioner then took off his red cloak, spread it upon the 
ground, laid the body in it, threw in the head, tied all up with the four 
corners, lifted it on to his back, and got into the boat again. 

When he arrived in the middle of the stream, he stopped the boat, and 
suspending his burden over the water: 

“Let the justice of God be done !” cried he with a loud voice. 

And he let the body drop into the depths of the water, which closed 
over it. 

Within three days the four musketeers were in Paris ; they had not 
exceeded their leave of absence, and that same evening went to pay their 
customary visit to M. fle Treville. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said the brave captain, “I hope you have enjoyed 
your excursion.” 

“Prodigiously!” replied Athos, for himself and his compavnions. 
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CHAPTER LXVII. 

CONCLUSION. 


. On'the sixth of the following month, the king, in compliance with 
the promise he had made the cardinal to return to La Rochelle left his 
capital still in amazement at the news which began to spread of Buckinc^- 
ham’s assassination. ^ 


Although warned that the man she had loved so much was in great 
clanger, the queen, when his death was announced to her, would not 
believe the fact, and even imprudently exclaimed: 

‘Tt is false: he has just written to me!” 

But the next day she was obliged to receive this fatal intelligence as 
truth; Laporte, detained in England, as every one^^lse had been by 
the orders of Charles L, arrived, and was the bearer c ' the duke’s ’last 
dying present to the queen. 

The joy of the king was great, he did not even give himself the 
trouble to dissemble it, and displayed it with affectation before the 
queen. ^ Louis XIII., like all weak minds, was miserably wanting in 
generosity. 

But the king soon again became dull and indisposed ; his brow was 
not CHie of those that are clear for long together ; he felt that by returning 
to his camp, he was about to resume his state of slavery ; nevertheless 
he did return. 

The cardinal was for him the fascina.ting serpent, and he was the 
bird which flies from branch to branch, without being able to escape. 

The return to Rochelle, therefore, was profoundly dull. Our four 
friends, in particular, astonished their comrades ; they traveled together, 
side by side; with spiritless eyes and heads depressed. Athos alone, from 
time to time, raised his expansive brow ; a flash kindled in his’ eyes, 
and a bitter smile passed over his lips ; then, like his comrades, he sank 
again into his reveries. 

As soon as the escort arrived in any city, when they had conducted 
the king to his quarters, the four friends either retired to their own, or 
to some secluded cabaret, where they neither drank nor played; they 
only conversed in a low voice, looking around attentively that no one 
overheard them. 

One day, when the king had halted to fly the pie, and the four friends, 
according to their custom, instead of following the sport, had stopped 
at a cabaret on the highroad, a man, coming from La Rochelle on horse- 
back, pulled up at the door to drink a glass of wine, and darted a search- 
ing glance into the chambeif in which the four musketeers were sitting. 

“Hilloa ! Monsieur d’Artagnan I” said he, "is not that you I see 
yonder?” 

D’Artagnah raised his head and uttered a^'cry of joy. It was the 
man he called his phantom, it was his unknown of Meung, of the Rue 
des Fossoyeurs, and of Arras. 

D’A<*tagnan drew his sword, and sprang toward the door. 
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But this time, instead o£ avoiding him, the unknown jumped from 
his horse, and advanced to meet D’Artagnan. 

'^Ah ! monsieur !” said the young man, ‘T have met with you, then, 
at last ! this time, I will answer for it, you shall not escape me !”r 

‘"Neither is it my intention, monsieur, for this time I was seeking 
you ; in the name of the king, I arrest you.” 

“How! what do you say?” cried D’Artagnan. 

“I say that you must surrendef your sword to me, monsieur, and 
that without resistance; the safety of your head depends upon your 
compliance.” 

“Who are you, then?” demanded D’Artagnan, lowering the point of 
his sword, but without yet surrendering it. 

“I am the Chevalier de Rochefort,” answered the other, “the equerry 
of Monsieur the Cardinal de Richelieu, and I have orders to conduct you 
to his eminence.” 

“We are returning to his eminence. Monsieur de Chevalier,” said 
Athos, advancing; “and you will please to accept the word of M. 
d’Artagnan, that he will go straight to La Rochelle.” 

“I must place him in the hands of guards who will take him to 
the camp.” 

“We will be his guards, monsieur, upon our words, as gentlemen; 
but, upon our words as gentlemen, likewise,” added Athos, knittii% his 
brow, “M. d’Artagnan shall not leave us.” 

The Chevalier de Rochefort cast a glance backward, and saw that 
Porthos and Aramis had placed themselves between him and the gate; 
he therefore was convinced that he was completely at the mercy of these 
four men. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “if M. d’Artagnan will surrender his sword to 
me, and join his word to yours, I will be satisfied with your promise to 
convey M. d’Artagnan to the quarters of Monseigneur the Cardinal.” 

“You have my word, monsieur, and here is my sword.” 

“This suits me better,” said Rochefort, “as I wish to continue my 
journey.” 

“If it is for the purpose of rejoining milady,” said Athos coolly, 
“it is useless; you will not find her.” 

“What is become of her then?” asked Rochefort eagerly. 

“Come back with us to the camp and you shall know.” 

Rochefort remained for a moment undecided, then, as they were 
only a day’s journey from Surgeres, to which place the cardinal was 
to come to meet the king, he resolved to follow Athos’ advice and go with 
them. Besides, this return presented him the advantage of watching 
over his prisoner, r 

They resumed their route. 

On the morrow, at three o’clock in the afternoon, they arrived at 
Surgeres. The cardinal there awaited Louis XIII. The minister and 
the king exchanged numerous caresses, felicitating each other upon the 
fortunate chance which had freed France from the inveterate enemy 
who set on all Europe against her. After which, the cardinal, fVho had 
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been informed that D’Artagnan was arrested, and who was anxious to 
see him, took leave of the king, inviting him to come the next day to view 
the labors of the dyke, which were completed. 

On returning in the evening to his quarters at the bridge of I-a 
Pierre, the cardinal found D’Artagnan, without his sword, and the three 
musketeers armed, standing before the door of the house. 

This time, as he was well attended, he looked at them sternly, 
and made a sign with his eye and hand for D’Artagnan to follow him. 
D’Artagnan obeyed. 

“We shall wait for you, D’Artagnan,” said Athos, loud enough for 
the cardinal to hear him. 

His eminence bent his brow, stopped for an instant, and then kept 
on his way, without uttering a single word. 

D’Artagnan entered after the cardinal, and behind "^D’Artagnan the 
door was guarded. 

His eminence went to the chamber which served him as a closet, 
and made a sign to Rochefort to bring in the young musketeer. 

Rochefort obeyed and retired. 

D’Artagnan remained alone in front of the cardinal; this was his 
second interview with Richelieu, and he afterward confessed that he 
felt well assured it would be his last. 

Rithelieu remained standing, leaning against the mantelpiece; a 
table was between him and D’Artagnan. 

“Monsieur,” said the cardinal, “you have been arrested by my 
orders.” 

“So I have been informed, monseigneur.” 

“Do you know why?” 

“No, monseigneur, for the only thing for which I could be arrested 
is still unknown to your eminence.” 

Richelieu looked steadfastly at the young man. 

“Indeed!” said he, “what does that mean?” 

“If monseigneur will have the goodness to tell me, in the first place, 
what crimes are imputed to me, I will then tell your eminence what I 
have really done.” 

“Crimes are imputed to you that have brought down much more lofty 
heads than yours, monsieur,” said the cardinal. 

“What are they, monseigneur?” said D’Artagnan, with a calmness 
that astonished the cardinal himself. 

“You are charged with having corresponded with the enemies of the 
kingdom ; you are charged with having surprised state secrets ; you are 
charged with having endeavored to thwart the plans of your general.” 

“And who charges me with this, monseigneur?” said D’Artagnan, 
who had no doubt the accusation came from milady — “a woman branded 
by the justice of the country — a woman who has espoused one man in 
France and another in England — z woman who poisoned her second 
husband, and who attempted both to poison and assassinate me!” 

“What is all this, monsieur?” cried the cardinal, astonished; “and 
what woihan are you speaking of thus ?” 
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‘'Of Milady de Winter,” replied D’Artagnan — “yes, of Milady de 
Winter, of whose crimes yotir eminence is doubtless ignorant, because 
you have honored her with your confidence.” 

“Monsieur,” said the Cardinal, “if Milady de Winter has committed 
the crimes you lay to her charge, she shall be punished.” 

“She is punished, monseigneur.” 

“And who has punished her?” 

“We have.” * 

“Is she in prison ?” 

“She is dead.” 

“Dead !” repeated the cardinal, who could not believe what he heard ; 
“dead ! Did you say she was dead ?” 

“Three times <6he attempted to kill me, and I pardoned her ; but she 
murdered the whman I loved. Then my friends and I took her, tried 
her, and condemned her.” 

D’Artagnan then related the poisoning of Madame Bonacieux in the 
convent of the Carmelites of Bethune, the trial in the solitary house, and 
the execution on the banks of the Lys. 

A shudder crept through the body of the cardinal, who, it may be 
observed, was not easily made to shudder. 

But all at once, as if undergoing the influence of a secret thought, the 
cx)untenance of the cardinal, till that moment gloomy, cleared *up by 
degrees, and recovered perfect serenity. 

“So,” said the cardinal, in a tone that contrasted strongly with the 
severity of his words, “you have constituted yourselves judges, without 
remembering that they who punish without license to punish, are as- 
sassins 

“Monseigneur, I swear to you that I never for an instant had the 
intention of defending my head against you ; I willingly will kibmit to any 
punishment your eminence may please to inflict upon me ; I do not hold 
life dear enough to be afraid of death.” 

“Yes, I know you are a man of a stout heart, monsieur,” said the 
cardinal, in an almost kind tone; “I can therefore tell you beforehand 
you shall be tried, and even condemned.” 

“Another might reply that he had his pardon in his pocket. I will 
content myself with saying, Issue your orders, monseigneur ; I am ready.” 

“Your pardon?” said Richelieu, surprised. 

“Yes, monseigneur,” said D’Artagnan. 

“And signed by whom — ^by the king?” 

And the cardinal pronounced these words with a singular expression 
of contempt. ^ 

“No ; by your eminence.” 

“By me? You must be mad, monsieur!” 

“Monseigneur will doubless recognize his own writing.” 

And D’Artagnan presented to the cardinal the precious piece of paper 
which Athos had forced from milady, and which he had given to 
D'Artagnan, to serve him as a safeguard. 
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His eminence took the paper, and read in a slow voice, dwelling 
upon every syllable: 

“It is by my orders that the bearer of this paper has done what he 
has just^done. 

“At the camp of Rochelie, this fifth of August, 1628. 

“Richelieu,” 

The cardinal, after having r^d these two lines, sank into a profound 
reverie; but he did not return the paper to D’Artagnan. 

“He is meditating what sort of punishment he shall put me to death 
by,” said D’Artagnan to himself. “Let him ; ma foil he shall see how 
a gentleman can die!” 

The young musketeer was then in an excellent disposition to sufier 
heroically. 

Richelieu still continued thinking, twisting and untwisting the paper 
in his hands. 

At length he raised his head, fixed his eagle look upon that loyal, 
open, and intelligent countenance, read upon that face, furrowed with 
tears, all the sufferings he had endured in the course of the last month, 
and reflected for the third or fourth time how much that youth of twenty- 
one years of age had before him, and what resources his activity, his 
courage, and his shrewd understanding might offer to a good master. 

In another respect the crimes, the strength of mind, and the infernal 
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genius of milady had more than once terrified him ; he felt something 
like a secret joy at having got rid of this dangerous accomplice. 

He slowly tore the paper which D’Artagnan had generously placed 
in his hand. „ 

‘T am lost !” said D’Artagnan to himself. 

And he bowed profoundly before the cardinal, like a man who says, 
“Lord, thy will be done 1” 

The cardinal went up to the tSble, and, without sitting down, wrote 
a few lines upon a parchment of which two-thirds were already filled 
up, and affixed his seal to it. 

“That is my condemnation,” thought D’Artagnan ; “he will spare me 
the ennui of the Bastille, or the tediousness of a trial. That’s very kind 
of him.” e 

“Here, monsieur,” said the cardinal to the young man, “I have taken 
from you one signed blank to give you another. The name is wanting 
in this commission ,' you can write it yourself.” 

D’Artagnan took the paper hesitatingly, and cast his eyes over it ; it 
was a lieutenant’s commission in the musketeers. 

D’Artagnan fell at the feet of the cardinal. 

“Monseigneur,” said he, “my life is yours — ^henceforward dispose of 
it. But this favor which you bestow upon me I do not merit; I have 
three friends who are more meritorious and more worthy ” • 

“You are a brave youth, D’Artagnan,” interrupted the cardinal, tap- 
ping him familiarly on the shoulder, charmed at having subdued this 
rebellious nature. “Do with this commission what you will; only re- 
member that, though the name be a blank, it was to you that I gave it.” 

“I shall never forget it,” replied D’Artagnan; “your eminence may 
be certain of that.” 

The cardinal turned round, and said in a loud voice : 

“Rochefort !” 

The chevalier, who no doubt was near the door, entered immediately. 

“Rochefort,” said the cardinal, “you see M. d'Artagnan — I receive 
him among the number of my friends; embrace, then, and be prudent, 
if you have any wish to preserve your heads.” 

Rochefort and D’Artagnan saluted coolly ; but the cardinal was there 
observing them with his vigilant eye. 

They left the chamber at the same time. 

“We shall meet again, shall we not, monsieur ?” 

“When you please,” said D’Artagnan. 

“An opportunity will ofiFer itself,” replied Rochefort. 

“What’s that ?” said the cardinal, opening the door. 

The two men smiled at each other, shook hands, and bowed to his 
eminence. 

“We were beginnir^g to grow impatient,” said Athos. 

“Well, here I am, my friends,” replied D’Artagnan, “not only free, 
but in favor.” 

“Tell us all about it.” 

“This evening.” ® 
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Accordingly, that same evening D’Artagnan repaired to the quarters 
of Athos, whom he found in a fair way of emptying a bottle of Spanish 
wine, an occupation which he religiously went through every night. 

He related all that had taken place between the cardinal and himself, 
and, drawing the commission from his pocket. 

“Here, my dear Athos,” said he, this belongs to you naturally.” 

Athos smiled with one of his sweetiand expressive smiles. 

“My friend,” said he, “for Athos this is too much, for the Count de 
la Fere it is too little ; keep the commission — ^it is yours ; alas ! you have 
purchased it dearly enough.” 

D’Artagnan left Athos’ chamber, and went to that of Porthos. 

He found him clothed in a magnificent dress covered with splendid 
embroidery, admiring himself before a glass. , 

“Ah, ah ! is that you, friend D’Artagnan ?” exclaimed he ; “how do 
you think these garments fit me, eh?” 

“Wonderfully well,” said D’Artagnan ; “but I am come to offer you 
a dress which will become you still better.” 

“What’s that?” asked Porthos. 

“That’s a lieutenant of musketeess.” 

D’Artagnan related to Porthos the substance of his interview with 
the cardinal, and, taking the commission from his pocket : 

“Here, my friend,” said he, “write your name upon it, and become 
my officer.” 

Porthos cast his eyes over the commission, and returned it to D’Art- 
agnan, to the great astonishment of the young man. 

“Yes,” said he, “yes, that would flatter me very much, but I should 
not have time enough to enjoy the distinction. During our expedition 
to Bethune tile husband of my duchess died, so that, my dear friend, 
the coffer of the defunct holding out its arms to me, I shall marry the 
widow; look here, I as this moment was trying on the wedding suit. 
No, keep the lieutentncy, my dear fellow, keep it.” 

And he returned the commission to D’Artagnan. 

The young man then entered the apartment of Aramis. 

He found him kneeling before a prie-Dieu, with his head leaning 
upon an open book of prayer. 

He described to him his interview with the cardinal, and, for the 
third time drawing the commission from his pocket : 

“You, our friend, our intelligence, our invisible protector,” said he, 
“accept this commission; you have merited it more than any of us by 
your wisdom and your counsels, always followed by such happy results.” 

“Alas ! my dear friend,” ^aid Aramis, “our late adventures have dis- 
gusted me with life and with the sword ; this time my determination is 
irrevocably taken : after the siege I shall enter the house of the Lazarists. 
Keep the commission, D’Artagnan — ^the professibn of arms suits you ; 
you will be a brave and adventurous captain.” 

D’Artagnan, his eye moist with gratitude, though beaming with joy, 
went bach to Athos, whom he found still at table, contemplating the 
charms^of his last glass of Malaga by the light of his lamp. 
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‘‘Well/’ said he, “and they likewise have refused me!” 

“That, my dear friend, is because nobody is more worthy than your- 
self,” 

And he took a pen, wrote the name D’Artagnan on the commission, 
and returned it to him. 

“I shall then no longer have friends,” said the young man, “alas! 
nothing but bitter recollections.” # 

And he let his head sink upon his hands, while two large tears rolled 
down his cheeks. 

“You are young,” replied Athos, “and your bitter recollections have 
time to be changed into sweet remembrances.” 


^ EPILOGUE. 

La Rochelle, deprived of the assistance of the English fleet, and of 
the reinforcements promised by Buckingham, surrendered after a siege 
of a year. On the 28th of October, 1628, the capitulation was signed. 

The king made his entrance into Paris on the 23d of December of the 
same year. He was received in triumph, as if he came from conquering 
an enemy, and not Frenchmen. He entered by the Fauborg St. Jacques 
under the verdant triumphal arches. *■ 

D’Artagnan took possession of his rank. Porthos left the service, 
and in the course of the following year married Madame Coquenard; 
the so much coveted coffer contained 800,000 livres. 

Mousqueton had a magnificent livery and enjoyed the satisfaction he 
had been ambitious of all his life — ^that of standing behind a gilded 
carriage. 

Aramis after a journey into Lorraine disappeared alf at once, and 
ceased to write to his friends ; they learned at a later period, bv Madame 
de Chevreuse, who told it to two or three of her intimates, that he had 
taken the habit in a convent of Nancy. Bazin became a lav brother. 

Athos remained a musketeer under the command of D’Artagnan till 
the year 1631, at which period, after a journey which he made to Cou- 
raine, he also quitted the service under the pretext of having inherited a 
small propertv in Rousillon, 

Grimaud followed Athos. 

D’Artagnan fought three times with Rochefort, and wounded him at 
each encounter. 

“I shall most likely kill you at the fourth,” said he to him, holding out 
his hand to assist him to rise,” 

“We had much better leave off as we a»e, both for you and for me,” 
answered the wounded man. Corbleu! I am much more your friend than 
you think ; for, from oyr very first encounter, I could, by saying a word 
to the cardinal, have had your throat cut !” 

They this time embraced heartily, and without retaining any malice. 

Planchet obtained from Rochefort the rank of sargeant in the guards. 

M. Bonacieux lived on very quietly, perfectly ignorant«>what had 
become of his wife, and caring very little about the matter. One day he 
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had the imprudence to intrude himself upon the memory of the cardinal; 
me cardinal had him informed that he would provide for him, so that 
ne siiould never want for anything in the future. In fact, M. Bonacieux 
Having left his house at seven o’clock in the evening to go to the Louvre, 
never appeared again in the Rue des Fossoyeurs; the opinion of those 
WHO seemed to be the best informed was that he was fed and lodged in 
some royal castle, at the expense of h^s generous eminence. 

THE END. 



